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THE    YOUNG    LOVELL 


PART   I 

I 

In  the  darkness  Young  Lovell  of  the  Castle  rose 
from  his  knees,  and  so  he  broke  his  vow.  Since  he 
had  knelt  from  midnight,  and  it  was  now  the  sixth 
hour  of  the  day,  he  staggered  ;  innumerable  echoes 
brushed  through  the  blackness  of  the  chapel ;  the 
blood  made  flames  in  his  eyes  and  roared  in  his  ears. 
It  should  have  been  the  dawn,  or  at  least  the  false 
dawn,  he  thought,  long  since.  But  he  knew  that,  in 
that  stone  place,  like  a  coffer,  with  the  ancient  arched 
windows  set  in  walls  a  man's  length  deep,  it  would 
be  infinitely  long  before  the  light  came  to  his  eyes. 
Yet  he  had  vowed  to  keep  his  vigil,  kneeling  till  the 
dawn  .  .  . 

When  the  night  had  been  younger  it  had  been 
easier  but  more  terrible.  Visions  had  come  to  him  ; 
a  perpetual  flutter  of  wings,  shuddering  through  the 
cold  silence.  He  had  seen  through  the  thick  walls, 
Behemoth  riding  amidst  crystal  seas,  Leviathan  who 
threw  up  the  smoke  and  flames  of  volcanoes. 
Mahound  had  passed  that  way  with  his  cortege    of 
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pagans  ind  Jlamonded  apes;  Helen  of  Troy  had 
beckoned  to  him,  standing  in  the  sunlight,  and  the 
Witch  of  Endor,  an  exceedingly  fair  woman,  and  a 
naked  one,  riding  on  a  shell  over  a  sea  with  waves 
like  dove's  feathers.  The  Soldan's  daughter  had 
stretched  out  her  arms  to  him,  and  a  courtesan  he 
had  seen  in  Venice  long  ago,  but  her  smile  had 
turned  to  a  skull's  grinning  beneath  a  wimple.  He 
had  known  all  these  for  demons.  The  hermit  of 
Liddeside  with  his  long  beard  and  foul  garments, 
such  as  they  had  seen  him  when  they  went  raiding 
up  Dunbar  way,  had  swept  into  that  place  and  had 
imperiously  bidden  him  up  from  his  knees  to  drive 
the  Scots  from  Barnside,  but  he  had  known  that  the 
anchorite  had  been  dead  this  three  years  and,  seeing 
that  the  Warden  of  the  Eastern  Marches  and  the 
Bishop  of  Durham,  with  all  his  own  father's  forces  and 
all  theirs,  lay  in  the  castle  and  its  sheilings,  it  was  not 
likely  that  the  false  Scots  would  be  so  near.  Young 
gallants  with  staghounds,  brachets  and  Hamboro 
dogs  had  bidden  him  to  the  chase ;  magicians  with 
crucibles  had  bidden  him  come  view  their  alembics 
where  the  philosopher's  stone  stood  revealed ;  spirits 
holding  flames  in  their  hands  had  sought  to  teach 
him  the  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  Syrians  in 
robes  of  gold,  strange  sins.  There  had  come  cooks 
with  strange  and  alluring  messes  whose  odours  make 
you  faint  with  desires,  and  the  buttling  friars  from 
friaries  with  great  wine-skins  of  sack.  But  all  of 
them,  too,  he  had  known  for  demons,  though  at  each 
apparition  desire  had  shaken  him. 

All  these  he  had  taken  to  be  in  the  nature  of  the 
very  old  chapel,  since  it  had  stood  there  over  the 
tiresome  and  northern  sea  ever   since   Christendom 
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had  come  to  the  land,  and  it  was  proper  to  think  that, 
just  as  those  walls  had  seen  the  murdering  of  blessed 
saint  Oddry  by  heathens  and  Scots  whilst  he  sang 
mass,  and  even  as  pagans  and  sorcerers  had  in  the 
old  times  contended  for  that  ground,  now,  having 
done  it  in  the  body,  in  their  souls  they  should  still 
haunt  that  spot  and  contend  for  the  soul  of  a  young 
lording  that  should  be  made  a  knight  upon  the 
morrow.  But  when  the  tower-warden  had  churned 
out  four  o'clock  the  bird  of  dawn  had  crowed  twice.  .  .  . 

Three  times  would  have  been  of  better  omen. 
At  that  moment  Satan  himself,  the  master  fiend, 
with  legs  of  scarlet,  a  bull's  hide  sweeping  behind  and 
horns  all  gold  and  aquamarine,  had  been  dancing 
with  mighty  leaps  above  a  coal  fire,  up  through  which, 
livid  and  in  flaming  shrouds,  there  had  risen  the  poor 
souls  of  folk  in  purgatory.  And  with  a  charter  from 
which  there  dangled  a  seal  dripping  blood  to  hiss  in 
the  coals  and  become  each  drop  a  viper — with  this 
charter  held  out  towards  Young  Lovell,  Satan  had 
offered  him  any  of  these  souls  to  be  redeemed  from 
purgatory  at  the  price  of  selling  his  own  to  Satan. 

He  had  been  about  to  say  that  he  knew  too  much 
of  these  temptations  and  that  the  damnation  of  one 
soul  would  be  infinitely  more  grievous  to  Our  Lady 
than  the  temporary  sojourn  in  purgatory  of  an  infinite 
number.  But  at  the  crowing  of  the  cock  Satan  and 
his  firelit  leer  had  vanished  as  if  a  candle  had  been 
blown  out  in  a  cavern.  .  .  . 

There  had  begun  an  intolerable  period  of  waiting. 
He  tried  to  say  his  sixty  Aves,  but  the  perpetual 
whirling  of  wings  that  brushed  his  brow  took  away 
his  thoughts.  He  knew  them  now  for  the  wings  of 
anxious  bats  that  his  presence  disturbed.     When  he 
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began  upon  his  Paters,  a  rat  that  had  crept  into  his 
harness  of  proof  overset  his  helmet  and  the  prayer 
went  out  of  his  head.  When  he  would  have  crossed 
himself,  suddenly  his  foster-brother  and  cousin,  Decies 
of  the  South,  that  should  have  watched  in  the  chapel 
porchway,  began  to  snore  and  cried  out  in  his  sleep 
the  name  "  Margaret."  Three  times  Decies  of  the 
South  cried  "  Margaret." 

Then  Young  Lovell  knew  that  the  spirits  having 
power  between  cockcrow  and  dawn,  in  the  period 
when  men  die  and  life  ebbs  down  the  sands — that 
these  spirits  were  casting  their  spells  upon  him. 

These  were  the  old,  ancient  gods  of  a  time  un- 
known— the  gods  to  whom  the  baal  fires  were  lit ; 
gods  of  the  giants  and  heroes  of  whom  even  his 
confessor  spoke  with  bated  breath.  Angels,  some 
said  they  were,  not  fallen,  but  indifferent.  And  some 
of  the  poor  would  have  them  to  be  little  people  that 
dwelt  in  bogs  and  raths,  and  others  held  them  for 
great  and  fair.  He  could  not  pray  ;  he  could  not 
cross  himself ;  his  tongue  clove  to  his  jaws  ;  his  limbs 
were  leaden.  His  mind  was  filled  with  curiosity,  with 
desire,  with  hope.  He  had  a  great  thirst  and  the  cramp 
in  his  limbs.  He  could  see  a  form  and  he  could  not 
see  a  form.     He  could  see  a  light  and  no  light  at  all. 

Yet  it  was  a  light.  It  was  a  light  of  a  rosy, 
stealing  nature.  It  fell  through  one  of  the  little, 
rounded  windows,  the  shadows  of  the  crab-apple 
branches  outside  the  wall,  moving  slowly  across  the 
floor.  When  he  looked  again  it  was  gone  and  not 
gone.  Without  a  doubt  some  eyes  were  peering  into 
the  chapel  ;  eyes  that  could  see  in  the  dark  were 
watching  him.  Kind  eyes ;  eyes  unmoved.  His 
heart  beat  enormously.  .  .  . 
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And  then  he  was  upon  his  feet,  reeling  and 
stretching  out  his  arms,  with  prayers  that  he  had 
never  prayed  before  upon  his  lips.  Then  prudence 
came  into  his  heart  and  he  argued  with  himself.  It 
was  to  himself  and  to  no  other  man  or  priest  that 
he  had  vowed  to  watch  above  his  harness  from  mid- 
night to  dawning.  That  was  a  newish  fashion  and 
neither  the  Border  Warden  nor  the  Prince  Bishop 
would  ask  him  had  he  done  it  or  no.  They  would 
knight  him  without  this  new  French  manner  of  it. 
Then  he  might  well  go  to  see  if  the  dawn  were 
painting  the  heavens.  He  fumbled  at  the  bar  and 
cast  the  door  open,  stepping  out. 

It  was  grey;  the  sea  grey  and  all  the  rushes  of 
the  sands.  The  foam  was  grey  where  it  beat  on  the 
islands  at  sea  and  in  the  no-light  the  great  cliff  of  his 
father's  castle  wall  was  like  grey  clouts  hung  from 
the  mists.  He  perceived  an  old  witch  toiling  up  the 
dunes  to  come  to  him.  She  had  a  red  cloak  and  a 
faggot  over  her  shoulder.  She  waved  her  crutch  to 
make  him  await  her,  and  suddenly  he  thought  she 
sailed,  high  in  the  air  from  the  heavy  sand  to  the 
stone  at  his  feet.  He  thought  this,  but  he  could  not 
be  sure,  for  at  that  moment  he  was  rubbing  the  heavy 
sleep  from  his  eyes. 

"  That  ye  could  do  this,  well  I  knew,"  he  said, 
"  but  I  had  not  thought  to  see  ye  do  it  over  my 
ground." 

Often  he  had  seen  the  old  witch.  Sometimes  she 
was  in  the  form  of  a  russet  hare,  slinking  into  her  bed 
when  he  had  been  in  harness  without  bow  or  light 
gun  or  hounds  to  chase  her  with.  At  other  times  he 
had  seen  her  in  her  red  cloak  creeping  about  her 
affairs  in  the  grey  woods  by  Barnside. 


6  THE   YOUNG   LOVELL  parti 

Her  filthy  locks  fell  across  her  red  eyes  and  she 
laughed  so  that  he  repented  having  spared  her  life  in 
the  woods. 

"  Govvd  ye  sail  putten  across  my  hand,"  she  said, 
and  her  voice  was  like  the  wither  of  dried  leaves  and 
the  weary  creak  of  bough  on  bough  in  a  great  gale 
when  the  woods  are  perilous  because  of  falling  oaks. 
He  answered  that  he  had  no  gold  because  he  had  left 
his  poke  in  his  chest  in  the  castle. 

And  with  great  boldness  she  bade  him  give  her 
one  of  the  pearls  from  the  cap  that  hung  at  his  belt. 
He  reached  to  his  left  side  for  his  sword,  but  it  lay  in 
the  chapel  across  his  armour  of  damascened  steel 
and  bright  gold. 

"Ye  shall  drown  in  my  castle  well  when  I  have 
this  business  redded  up,"  he  said,  but  he  wished  he 
had  slain  her  with  his  sword,  for  she  was  a  very  evil 
creature  and  it  was  not  well  in  him  to  let  her  corrupt 
the  souls  of  his  poor.  He  lifted  from  his  girdle  his 
tablets  to  write  down  that  the  witch  must  drown, 
but  the  tablets  the  pen  and  the  knife  were  tangled 
with  their  red  silken  tassels  and  skeins.  A  heavy 
snore  came  from  within  the  chapel  porch  where 
Decies  of  the  South  was  sleeping  against  the  wall. 

"  If  my  bride  had  not  begged  your  life  of  me  ..." 
the  Young  Lovell  began. 

Decies  of  the  South  muttered :  "  Margaret,"  just 
at  his  left  hand. 

"  Bride,"  the  old  witch  tittered.  "  Ye  shall  never 
plight  your  troth.  But  that  sleeper  shall  be  plighted 
to  my  lording's  bride  and  take  his  gear.  And 
another  shall  have  his  lands." 

11  Get  you  back  to  Hell  ! "  the  Young  Lovell  said. 

"  Look,"  the  witch  cried  out. 
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She  pointed  down  the  wind,  across  the  miles  of 
dim  dunes  underneath  where  the  Cheviots  were  like 
ghosts  for  the  snow.  The  dunes  rose  in  little 
hummocks  amongst  grey  fields.  A  high  crag  was  to 
the  left.  It  was  all  grey  over  Holy  Island  ;  smoke 
rose  from  its  courtyard.  Dunstanburgh  was  lost  in 
clouds  of  white  sea  spray,  and  in  great  clouds  the 
sea-birds  were  drifting  inland  in  strings  of  thousands 
each.     Still  no  sun  came  over  the  sea. 

The  witch  pointed  with  her  crutch.  .  .  . 

A  little  thing  like  a  rabbit  was  digging  laboriously 
at  the  foot  of  the  crag  ;  it  ran  here  and  there,  moving 
a  heavy  stone. 

"  That  man  shall  be  your  master,"  the  witch 
cried. 

A  white  horse  moved  slowly  across  the  dunes.  It 
had  about  it  a  swirling  cloud  of  brown  and  a  swirling 
cloud  of  the  colour  of  pearly  shells. 

"And  that  shall  be  your  bane,"  the  witch  said, 
in  a  little  voice.  "  Ah  me,  for  the  fine  young 
lording." 

Young  Lovell  coursed  to  the  shed  beyond  the 
chapel  yew  where  his  horse  whinned  at  the  sound  of 
his  voice.  He  haled  out  the  goodly  roan  that  was 
called  Hamewarts  because  they  had  bought  him  in 
Marseilles  to  ride  homewards  through  France  ;  his 
father  and  he  had  been  to  Rome  after  his  father  did 
the  great  and  nameless  sin  and  expiated  it  in  that 
journey.  He  had  ridden  Hamewarts  up  from  the 
Castle  of  Lovell  so  that,  standing  in  the  shed  whilst 
his  master  kept  his  vigil,  the  horse  might  share  his 
benediction. 

The  roan  stallion  lifted  his  head  to  gaze  down  the 
wind.     He  drew  in  the  air  through  his  nostrils  that 
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were  as  broad  as  your  palm  ;  he  sprang  on  high  and 
neighed  as  he  had  done  at  the  battle  of  Kenchie's 
Burn. 

The  horse  had  no  need  of  spurs,  and  young 
Lovell  had  none.  It  ran  like  the  wind  in  the 
direction  of  the  white  steed  at  a  distance.  Neverthe- 
less, the  rider  heard  through  the  muffled  sound  of 
hoofs  on  the  heavy  sand  the  old  witch  who  cried  out, 
u  Eya,"  to  show  that  she  had  more  to  say,  and  he 
drew  the  reins  of  his  charger.  The  sand  flew  all  over 
him  from  beneath  the  horse's  feet,  and  he  heard  the 
witch's  voice  cry  out : 

"  To-day  your  dad  shall  die,  but  you's  get  none  of 
his  lands  nor  gear.  From  the  now  you  shall  be  a 
houseless  man." 

But  when  he  turned  in  his  saddle  he  could  see  no 
old  beldam  in  a  scarlet  cloak.  Only  a  russet  hare 
ran  beneath  the  belly  of  Hamewarts  and  squealed 
like  a  new-born  baby. 

Whilst  he  rode  furiously  as  if  he  were  in  chase  of 
the  grey  wolf  Young  Lovell  had  leisure  to  reflect,  he 
had  ample  time  in  which  to  inspect  the  early  digger 
and  the  beclouded  horse.  At  eight  o'clock  he  was  to 
be  knighted  by  the  double  accolade  of  the  Warden  of 
the  Eastern  Marches  and  of  the  Prince  Bishop, 
following  a  custom  that  was  observed  in  cases  of  great 
eminence  or  merit  in  the  parties.  And  not  only  was 
Young  Lovell  son  to  Lord  Lovell  of  the  Castle,  but 
he  had  fought  very  well  against  the  Scots,  in  the 
French  wars  and  in  Border  tuizies.  So  at  eight,  that 
he  might  not  fast  the  longer,  he  was  to  be  knighted. 
It  was  barely  six,  for  still  no  sun  showed  above  the 
long  horizon  of  the  northern  sea. 
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It  was  bitter  cold  and  the  little  digger,  with  his 
back  to  the  rider,  was  blowing  on  his  fingers  and 
muttering  over  a  squared  stone  that  had  half  of  it 
muddied  from  burial.  At  first  Young  Lovell  took 
the  little  man  for  a  brownie,  then  for  an  ape.  Then 
he  knew  him  for  Master  Stone,  the  man  of  law. 

He  cried  out  : 

"  Body  of  God,  Master  Furred  Cat,  where  be's  thy 
gown  ? " 

And  the  little  man  span  round,  spitting  and 
screaming,  with  his  spade  raised  on  high.  But  his 
tone  changed  to  fawning  and  then  to  a  complacence 
that  would  have  done  well  between  two  rogues  over 
a  booty. 

"Worshipful  Knight,"  he  brought  out,  and  his 
voice  was  between  the  creak  of  a  door  and  the  snarl 
of  a  dog  fox,  though  his  thin  knees  knocked  together 
for  fear.  "  A  man  must  live,  I  in  my  garret  as  thou 
in  thy  castle  bower  with  the  pretty,  fair  dames." 

"Ay,  a  man  mun  live,"  the  Young  Lovell 
answered.  "  But  what  sort  of  living  is  this  to  be 
seeking  treasure  trove  on  my  land  before  the  sun 
be  up  ? " 

"  Treasure  trove  ?  "  the  lawyer  mumbled.  "  Well, 
it  is  a  treasure." 

"  It  is  very  like  black  Magic,"  Young  Lovell  said 
harshly.  "A  mislikeable  thing  to  me.  I  must  have 
thee  burnt.  What  things  a  man  sees  upon  his  lands 
before  the  sun  is  up  !  " 

11  Magic,"  the  lawyer  screamed  in  a  high  and 
comic  panic.  "  God  help  me,  I  have  nothing  of 
Mishego  and  Mishago.  This  is  plain  lawyer's  work 
and  if  your  honour  will  share,  one  half  my  fees  you 
shall  have  from  the  improvident  peasants." 
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At  the  high  sound  of  his  voice  Hamewarts,  who 
all  the  while  was  straining  after  the  white  horse, 
bounded  three  strides  ;  when  Young  Lovell  took  him 
strongly  back,  he  had  the  square  stone  at  another 
angle.  Upon  its  mossed  side  he  saw  a  large  "  S  " 
carved  that  had  two  crosses  in  its  loops,  upon  the 
side  that  was  bare  was  one  (<  S  "  with  the  upper  loop 
struck  through. 

"  Bod)/  of  God,  a  boundary  stone,"  he  cried  out. 
"  And  you,  Furred  Cat,  are  removing  it."  He 
had  got  the  epithet  of  Furred  Cat  from  talking  to 
the  Sire  de  Montloisir  whilst  they  played  at  the 
dice. 

"  Indeed  it  is  more  profitable  than  treasure- 
troving  and  seeking  the  philosopher's  stone,"  the 
lawyer  tittered,  and  he  rubbed,  from  habit,  his  hands 
together,  so  that  little,  triturated  grains  of  mud  fell 
from  them  into  the  peasant's  poor,  boggy  grass. 
"  This  is  Hal  o'  the  Mill's  land,  and  I  have  moved  the 
stone  a  furlong  into  the  feu  of  Timothy  Wynvate. 
There  shall  arise  from  this  a  lawsuit  that  shall  last 
the  King's  reign  out.  Aye,  belike,  one  of  the  twain 
shall  slay  the  other.  His  land  your  honour  may 
take  back  as  forfeit,  and  the  other's  as  deodand.  I 
will  so  contrive  it,  for  I  will  foment  these  suits  and 
have  the  handling  of  them.  By  these  means,  in  time, 
your  lordingship  may  have  back  all  the  lands  ye  ever 
feu'd.     In  time.     Only  give  me  time.  .  .  ." 

The  Young  Lovell  lifted  up  his  fist  to  the  sky. 
The  most  violent  rage  was  in  his  heart. 

"  Now  by  the  paps  of  Venus  and  the  thunder  of 
Jove,  I  have  forgotten  the  penalty  of  him  that 
removeth  his  neighbour's  landmark  !  But  if  I  do  not 
die  before  night,  and  I  think  I  shall  not,  that  death 
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you  shall  die.  Say  your  foul  prayers,  filth,  your 
doom  is  said.  .  .  ." 

Master  Stone  lifted  up  both  his  hands,  clasped 
together,  to  beg  his  life  of  this  hot  but  charitable 
youth.  But  Young  Lovell  had  leaped  his  horse 
across  a  dune  faster  than  the  words  could  follow  him. 

He  came  upon  a  narrow  strip  of  nibbled  turf 
running  down  a  valley  of  rushy  sand-hills.  Hame- 
warts  guided  him.  They  went  over  one  ridge  and 
had  sight  of  the  white  horse  ;  they  sank  into  another 
dale  and  lost  it. 

On  the  summit  of  the  next  ridge  Hamewarts 
became  suddenly  like  a  horse  of  bronze  and  the 
Young  Lovell  had  a  great  dizziness.  He  had  a 
sense  of  brown,  of  pearly  blue,  of  white,  of  many 
colours,  of  many  great  flowers  as  large  as  millstones. 
With  a  heavy  sense  of  reluctance  he  looked  behind 
him.  The  mists  were  rising  like  curtains  from  over 
Bamborough  ;  since  the  tide  was  falling  the  pall  of 
spray  was  not  so  white  on  Dunstanburgh.  Upon  his 
own  castle,  covering  its  promontory  near  at  hand,  they 
were  hoisting  a  flag,  so  that  from  there  the  tower 
warden  must  have  already  perceived  the  sun.  From 
over  the  castle  on  Holy  Island  the  pall  of  smoke  was 
drifting  slowly  to  sea.  No  doubt  in  the  courtyard 
they  had  been  roasting  sheep  and  kine  whole  against 
the  visit  of  the  Warden  and  the  Prince  Bishop  who 
would  ride  on  there  with  all  their  men  by  nine  of 
the  clock. 

In  every  bay  and  reedy  promontory  the  cruel  surf 
gnawed  the  sand  ;  the  ravens  were  flying  down  to 
the  detritus  of  the  night,  on  the  wet  margins  of  the 
tide.  The  lawyer  was  climbing  over  the  shoulder  of 
a  dune,  a  sack  upon  his  back  ;  a  shepherd,  for  the 
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first  time  that  spring,  was  driving  a  flock  of  sheep 
past  the  chapel  yew.  There  was  much  surf  on 
Lindisfarne. 

Suddenly,  from  the  middle  of  the  bow  of  the  grey 
horizon  there  shot  up  a  single,  broadening  beam. 
Young  Lovell  waved  his  arm  to  the  golden  disk  that 
hastened  over  the  grey  line. 

"If  you  had  come  sooner,"  he  said  to  the  sun, 
11  you  might  have  saved  me  from  this  spell.  Now 
these  fairies  have  me." 

Slowly,  with  mincing  and  as  if  shy  footsteps, 
Hamewarts  went  down  through  the  rushes  from  that 
very  real  world.  Young  Lovell  perceived  that  the 
brown  was  a  carpeting  that  fluttered,  all  of  sparrows. 
It  had  a  pearly  and  restless  border  of  blue  doves,  and 
in  this  carpet  the  white  horse  stepped  ankle-deep 
without  crushing  one  little  fowl.  He  perceived  the 
great-petalled  flowers,  scarlet  and  white  and  all 
golden.  On  a  green  hill  there  stood  a  pink  temple, 
and  the  woman  on  the  back  of  the  white  horse  held  a 
white  falcon.  She  smiled  at  him  with  the  mocking 
eyes  of  the  naked  woman  that  stood  upon  the  shell  in 
the  picture  he  had  seen  in  Italy. 

"  But  for  you,"  he  heard  himself  think,  u  I  might 
have  been  the  prosperest  knight  of  all  this  Northland 
and  the  world,  for  I  have  never  met  my  match  in  the 
courteous  arts,  the  chase  or  the  practice  and  exercises 
of  arms." 

And  he  heard  her  answering  thoughts  : 

"  Save  for  that  I  had  not  called  thee  from  the 
twilight." 


II 

The  Warden  of  the  Eastern  Marches,  who  was 
Henry  Percy,  fourth  Earl  of  Northumberland,  said 
that  there  was  too  much  of  this  silken  flummery. 
He  desired  to  get  back  to  the  affairs  of  King 
Henry  VII  and  a  plain  world  where  there  were  too 
many  false  Scots.  The  Lord  Lovell  of  the  Castle 
agreed  with  him,  but  said  that  the  women  would 
so  have  it.  He  was  an  immense,  gross  man,  the 
rolls  of  fat  behind  his  head,  growing  black  curly  hair 
that  ran  into  his  black  and  curly  beard,  mantled  high 
up  on  his  neck.  His  eyes  were  keen,  peeble-blue, 
sagacious  and  mocking.  The  Lady  Rohtraut,  his 
wife,  a  fair,  thin  woman  of  forty-three,  one  of  the 
Dacres  of  the  North,  leaned  across  the  Bishop 
Palatine  to  disagree  with  the  Warden.  Thin  as 
she  was  she  wore  an  immense  gown  of  red  damask 
worked  with  leaves,  birds  and  pomegranates.  Her 
sleeves  brushed  the  ground,  her  hood  of  black  velvet 
had  a  diamond-shaped  front,  like  the  gable  of  a 
house,  and  was  framed  in  yellow  gold  set  with 
emeralds  that  her  lord  had  brought  from  Venice  to 
get  her  back  to  a  good  temper,  though  he  never  did. 
The  broad  edging  of  brown  fur  from  her  sleeves 
caught  in  a  crochet  of  the  gilded  steel  on  the  Bishop 
Palatine's  armour  which  had  been  taken  from  the 
Saracens  in  the  year  1482,  they  having  rieved  it 
from  the  Venetians. 
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The  Lady  Rohtraut  said  that  these  things  had 
been  ordered  after  the  leaves  of  a  written  book  that 
had  been  sent  her  by  her  cousin  Alice  from  the 
King's  court  in  London.  This  book  was  called 
u  Faicts  of  Arms,"  and  the  King  himself  who  loved 
good  chivalry  had  bade  it  be  printed  tho'  that  would 
be  long  in  doing.  There  the  order  of  these  things 
had  been  set  forth,  and  she  had  done  her  best  to  have 
fashion  of  it  right,  though  with  only  men  to  help  her, 
she  imagined  that  Messire  de  Montloisir  would  laugh 
if  he  did  not  happen  to  be  on  his  bed  of  sickness. 

But  she  had  them  there  to  the  number  of  eleven 
score,  gentry,  priests  and  commonalty  with  many 
men-at-arms  to  hold  the  herd  back  with  their  pike- 
staves.  The  great  stone  hall  she  had  had  painted 
with  vermilion,  green  and  gold.  Enormous  banners 
with  swallow-tails  fell  from  the  gilded  beams  of  the 
roof.  They  displayed  the  snarling  heads  of  red 
tigers,  portculles,  two-hued  roses,  and  a  dun  cow  on 
a  field  of  green  sarcenet  in  honour  of  the  Bishop 
Palatine.  The  table  at  which  they  sat,  the  men 
divided  from  the  women,  had  its  silken  cloth  properly 
tabled  out  in  chequers  of  green  and  vermilion.  The 
pages  with  their  proper  badges  walked  to  and  fro 
before  the  table  as  they  should  do,  and,  as  they 
should  be,  the  people  of  no  privilege  were  penned 
in  behind  the  columns  of  the  hall  where  they  made 
a  great  noise.  She  would  not  have  anything  lacking 
at  the  sacring  of  her  one  son. 

Sir  Walter  Limousin,  of  Cullerford,  who  had 
married  her  daughter  Isopel,  sneered  at  these  words 
of  his  mother-in-law.  He  sat  at  the  right  hand  of 
his  father-in-law.  Sir  Symonde  Vesey,  of  Halt- 
whistle,  who  had  married  the  daughter  Douce,  and 
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sat  beyond  Sir  Walter,  said  loudly  that  too  much 
gear  went  to  waste  over  these  Frenchifications  of  the 
Young  Lovell  and  his  dame.  Their  two  wives  said 
that  indeed  their  mother  was  over-fond. 

Their  mother,  who  was  a  proud  Dacre  with  the 
proudest  of  them,  flushed  vicious  red.  She  said  that 
her  daughters  were  naughty  jades,  and  if  their 
husbands  had  not  three  times  each  been  beggared 
by  Scots  raiders  they  might  have  had  leave  to  talk  so. 
But,  being  what  they  were,  it  would  be  better  if  they 
closed  their  mouths  over  one  who  had  paid  all  his 
ransoms,  whether  to  the  Scots  or  on  the  bloody  field 
of  Kenchie's  Burn,  with  sword-blows  solely.  She 
had  paid  one  thousand  marks  to  artificers  of  Brussels 
for  stuffs  to  deck  that  hall  and  the  street  of  the 
township  where  it  led  from  the  chapel  whence  her 
fair,  brave  son  should  come  ;  so  that  banners  and 
carpets  hung  from  the  windows,  the  outer  galleries, 
stairways  and  the  roofs  where  they  were  low.  And 
she  wished  she  had  spent  ten  thousand  on  her  son 
who  had  won  booty  enough  to  pay  all  she  had  laid 
out  on  him  and  her  daughters'  husbands'  ransoms 
besides — after  the  day  of  Kenchie's  Burn. 

The  Warden  said  that  he  wished  by  the  many 
wounds  of  God  that  the  stripling  would  come.  There 
was  too  much  babble  of  women  there.  They  had 
come  into  these  parts,  the  Bishop  of  Durham  and  he, 
to  see  what  levies  might  be  made  from  castle  to 
castle  and  so  to  broom  all  false  Scots  out  of  the 
country  from  thereaway s  to  Dunbar.  And  there 
they  sate  who  should  have  been  on  the  northward 
road  before  sunrise  listening  to  this  clavering  of 
women.  The  young  Lovell  was  a  springald  goodly 
enow,  and  the  knights  of  Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle 


i6  THE   YOUNG   LOVELL  part  i 

were  known  to  blow  on  their  fingers  when  they 
should  be  occupied  with  the  heavy  swords. 

Sir  Walter  Limousin  looked  down  his  nose.  He 
was  a  grim  and  silent  craven  that  did  little  but  sneer. 
Sir  Symonde,  who  was  brave  and  barbarous  enough, 
but  unlucky,  smote  so  heavily  the  silver  inkhorn 
standing  before  him  that  it  flattened  down  its 
supports  and  stained  the  chequered  fairness  of  the 
table. 

The  Percy  cast  his  old  glance  aside  on  Sir 
Symonde. 

"Aye,  Haltwhistle,"  he  said  drily,  "ye  will  break 
more  than  ye  will  take."  And  he  went  on  to  say 
that,  in  his  day,  he  having  been  dubbed  knight  on 
the  field,  it  had  been  done  with  a  broken  sword 
and  the  wet  on  it  wiped  across  his  chops  to  blood 
him  the  better.  And  he  wished  that  Young  Lovell 
would  come. 

The  Lady  Rohtraut  said  that  without  doubt  her 
son  was  saying  some  very  long  and  very  precious 
prayers.  The  Warden  said  that  belike,  and  more 
likely,  the  young  fellow  was  unable  to  fasten  the 
whimsy-marees  of  his  new-fashioned  harness  and  was 
stuck  up  there  in  the  old  chapel  like  a  fool  amid  the 
evidences  of  his  folly.  The  Lord  Lovell  said  nay 
then,  that  a  band  of  youngsters  had  gone  up  to  the 
chapel,  and  the  little  Hal  his  son's  page  had  reported 
that  his  master  would  soon  be  there,  the  page  having 
run,  whilst  the  Young  Lovell  was  riding  at  a  foot 
pace. 

"  He  had  better  have  kept  his  page  to  buckle  his 
harness,"  the  Border  Warden  harped  on. 

"Nay  then,"  the  Lady  Rohtraut  said  with  a 
flushed  and  angry  face — no  person  nor   page   could 
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enter  into  the  sacred  chapel  till  her  son  should  be 
issued  out  in  his  panoply  least  they  should  disturb 
the  angels  of  God  who  would  invisibly  assist  her  son 
at  his  harnessing. 

The  Bishop,  whose  dark  head  came  out  of  its 
steel  armour  like  a  cormorant's  out  of  a  hole,  looked 
all  down  that  board  to  find  a  sympathetic  soul.  He 
had  a  lean,  Italianate  face,  and  had  pleased  the 
King  Richard  the  Third — then  Duke  of  Gloucester — 
rather  because  of  a  complaisance  than  a  burly 
strength.  He  was  very  newly  come  to  the  Palatine 
Country.  For  he  had  been  the  King's  Friend  in 
Rome  may  years  and,  in  fear  of  King  Henry  the 
Seventh — because  the  Bishop  was  reputed  a  friend 
of  Richard  Crookback  after  Bosworth — he  had  gone 
across  the  seas  until  now. 

So  that  what  with  the  clerkly  details  of  his 
coming  into  the  bishopric,  this  was  his  first  tour  of 
those  parts  and  he  did  not  well  know  those  people. 
Therefore  he  had  spoken  very  little. 

This  John  Bishop  Palatine  was,  in  short,  a  cautious 
and  well-advised  churchman,  well-read  not  only  in 
the  patristic  books  but  in  some  of  the  poets,  for  in 
his  day  he  had  been  long  in  Rome  and  later  dwelt 
in  Westminster,  where  the  printing  was  done,  though 
the  King  was  even  then  pulling  down  Caxton's  chapel 
to  build  his  own  more  gorgeous  fane. 

This  bishop  then,  set  first  the  glory  of  God,  good 
doctrine  and  his  see,  as  his  duty  was.  And  after 
that  he  hoped  that  he  might  leave  renown  as  a 
great  clerk  who  had  added  glory,  credit,  power  and 
wealth,  whether  of  copes  of  gold  or  of  lands,  to  his 
most  famous  bishopric. 

That  was  why,  throughout  this  discussion  he  had 

C 
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observed  the  face  of  a  young  woman  that  sat  beyond 
the  ladies  Rohtraut,  Isopel  and  Douce.  She  was  the 
Lady  Margaret  of  the  Wear,  coming  from  the 
neighbouring  tower  of  Glororem,  and  that  day  he 
was  to  bless  her  betrothal  to  Young  Lovell  of  the 
Castle.  She  was  a  dark  girl,  rising  twenty,  and  with 
brownish  features,  open  nostrils,  a  flush  on  her  face 
and  dark  eyes  of  a  coaly-sheen,  all  of  one  piece  of 
black,  so  that  you  could  not  tell  pupil  from  iris. 

She  had  never  spoken,  as  became  her  station,  since 
she  was  the  youngest  woman  there.  But  the  Bishop 
Palatine  had  observed  her  looks  as  each  uttered  his 
or  her  thoughts,  and  from  this  he  knew  that  she 
regarded  the  Lady  Rohtraut  with  tender  veneration, 
and  the  lower  classes  behind  the  pillars  with  dislike 
and  contempt,  for  when  their  voices  became  loud  she 
had  lowered  her  black  brows  and  clenched  her  hand 
that  lay  along  the  table. 

Upon  the  Border  Warden  and  upon  the  gross 
Lord  Lovell  she  had  gazed  with  a  tolerant  con- 
tempt, upon  the  Knight  of  Cullerford  with  a  bitter 
scorn,  upon  Haltwhistle  with  irony,  and  upon  their 
two  wives  that  should  be  her  sisters-in-law,  with 
high  dislike.  He  perceived  that,  like  the  Lady 
Rohtraut,  she  had  read  the  book  called  "  Faicts  of 
Arms,"  for,  when  the  lady  Rohtraut  had  been  speak- 
ing of  it,  she  had  leaned  sideways  over  the  table,  her 
lips  parted  as  if  she  could  hardly  contain  herself. 
He  saw  also  that  she  was  of  great  piety,  since  every 
time  Our  Lady  was  mentioned  in  that  debate  she 
inclined,  and  when  it  was  Our  Lord,  she  did  the  like 
and  crossed  herself.  And  this  pleased  the  Bishop 
Palatine,  for  these  observances  were  not  so  often  seen 
as   could   be    done  with.     Moreover,  he  knew  that, 
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plainly  to  the  eye  she  had  given  all  her  heart — 
and  it  was  a  proud  and  hot  one — to  the  Young 
Lovell.  At  each  mention  of  his  deeds  her  dusky 
cheeks  would  flush  up  to  her  white  forehead  and  she 
would  pass  her  gemmed  hands  before  her  eyes  as  if 
they  saw  a  mist  of  gladness. 

The  Bishop  was  glad  that  the  will  of  God  and  the 
bent  of  his  own  mind  could  let  his  speech,  that  he  was 
thinking  upon,  jump  so  well  with  that  lady's  desires, 
and  so  he  addressed  himself  at  first  to  the  Lady 
Rohtraut,  young  Lovell's  proud  mother. 

He  had  not,  he  said,  spoken  before  in  that  high 
assembly  because  he  was  so  newly  come  among  them 
that,  although  he  well  knew  that  he  was  their  father 
in  God  and  in  a  sense  their  temporal  protector,  yet 
he  did  not  wish  to  show  himself  to  them  as  a  rash 
and  ardent  fool  by  dictating  upon  matters  that  he 
might  well  know  little  of. 

But  still,  having  listened  a  decent  while  to  their 
minds  he  would  say  something.  Of  facts  and  the 
practice  of  arms  he  would  not  declare  himself  all 
ignorant.  He  was  a  churchman,  but  he  was  of  that 
church  militant  that  should  one  day  be  the  Church 
Triumphant — triumphant  there  in  Heaven,  but  here  in 
Northumberland,  militant  very  fully.  It  was  true 
that  it  would  not  much  become  him  in  those  days  of 
comparative  peace  to  strike  blows  with  the  iron 
mace.  It  was  rather  his  part  to  stand  upon  a  high 
place  observant  of  battles  and  sieges.  And,  if  he 
wore  arms,  it  was  rather  as  a  symbol  than  as  of 
use.  He  hoped  that,  as  his  reverend  and  sainted 
predecessors  in  the  see  had  done,  he  might  confer  on 
such  arms  a  grace  of  holiness,  and  therefore  with  much 
travel  and  research,  he  had  arms  as  golden  as  might 
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be  found  for  him  by  his  trusty  messengers,  that  their 
fair  richness  might  shine  to  the  greater  glory  of 
God.  For  himself  he  would  as  lief  wear  sackcloth 
and  rusty  pots. 

In  most  things  he  must  bow  to  the  wiseness  of  the 
Earl  of  Northumberland.  Being  blooded  upon  a  hot 
field  with  spurs  gilded  with  the  tide  from  the  veins  of 
men  had  produced  very  good  men.  It  had  doubtless 
produced  better  men  than  to-day  might  see  the 
doubles  and  counterparts  of.  Those  days  before 
had  been  simpler  and  better.  These  days  were  very 
evil.  There  was  in  the  land  a  spirit  of  luxury,  sinful 
unless  it  had  guidance,  bestial  unless  it  had  control, 
and  for  want  of  counsel  horrid,  lecherous  and  filthy 
by  turns.  Theirs,  by  the  will  and  blessing  of  God 
and  by  the  wise  rule  of  His  vice-gerent — for  so  he 
would  style  their  good  King,  though  it  was  not  the 
habit — theirs  were  days  of  near  peace.  The  kingdom 
was  no  longer  rent  by  dissensions ;  famine  and 
pestilence  came  more  seldom  nigh  them  than  in  the 
days  of  their  fathers  of  which  they  had  read.  In 
consequence,  they  had  great  wealth  such  as  had 
never  before  been  seen.  Where  their  fathers  had 
had  woollens  they  had  silks,  satins  and  patterned 
damasks  beyond  compare  for  lascivious  allurements  ; 
where  their  fathers  had  eaten  off  trenchers  of  bread, 
they  had  plates  of  silver,  of  gold,  of  parcel  gilt  or  at 
the  very  least  of  latten. 

Now  all  these  things  were  the  blessing  of  God  in 
the  highest,  but  they  might  well  become  the  curse  of 
Satan  that  dwelleth  in  the  Pit.  God  had  given  them 
bread,  but  they  might  turn  it  to  bitter  stone  ;  He  had 
given  them  peace,  but  it  might  turn  to  a  sword  more 
sharp   than    that   of   Apollyon    or    Geryon.     Arma 
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virumque  cano,  the  profane  poet  said,  but  the  man  he 
sang  of  was  blessed  and  so  his  arms. 

Therefore  he,  the  Bishop  Palatine,  since  he  would 
not  see  all  this  splendour  of  God  go  down,  as  again 
Vergil  saith,  sicut  flos  purpurea  aratro  succisa,  leant 
all  his  weight  in  the  scale  for  the  blessing  and  the 
sacring  of  arms.  In  the  books  of  chivalry  they  should 
read  not  of  vain  pomps,  but  of  how  arms  should  be 
laid  upon  altars ;  not  of  luxurious  feasts,  but  of  how 
good  knights  held  vigils  and  fasts  and  kept  them- 
selves virgin  of  heart  to  go  upon  quests  that  the 
blessed  angels  of  God  did  love.  So  they  might  read 
of  the  blessed  blood  in  its  censor  and  of  the  lily-pure 
knights  that  sought  it  through  forest  and  brake.  And 
these  books  were  very  good  reading. 

The  Warden  suddenly  laughed  aloud. 

"  God  keep  your  washed  capons  from  a  border 
fray  !  M  he  exclaimed,  and  shook  his  lean  sides.  The 
Bishop  looked  sideways  upon  him. 

"  I  have  not  heard  that  Sir  Artus  of  Bretagne  slew 
the  less  pagans  because  he  was  of  a  cleaned  heart, 
nor  Sir  Hugon  of  Bordeaux  neither." 

"  I  do  not  know  those  knights,"  the  Percy  said 
grimly.  u  Maybe  they  would  have  slain  less  if  it 
had  been  Douglases  and  Murrays  and  other  homely 
names." 

"Nay,  it  was  fell  pagans,"  the  Bishop  said 
seriously.  "  You  may  read  of  it  in  virtuous  and 
true  histories  it  were  a  sin  to  doubt  of,  so  greatly 
does  the  virtue  of  God  and  His  glory  shine  through 
them." 

,c  Well,  if  it  be  matter  of  doctrine  my  mouth  is 
shut,"  the  Warden  said  good  humouredly.  "  I  did 
not  know  it  had  been  more  than  a  matter  of  fashion. 
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Yet  I  think  it  is  early  days  to  prate  of  our 
peaceful  times.  It  is  but  three  months  since 
Kenchie's  Burn  and  not  three  years  since  the  false 
Scots  had  their  smoke  flying  over  the  walls  of 
Durham." 

The  Bishop  bent  his  head  obediently  before 
the  Warden. 

"  In  these  matters  I  will  learn  of  you,"  he  said  ; 
and  the  Warden  answered  : 

11  They  are  all  I  have  to  teach  you.  In  my  high 
day  there  were  none  of  your  books  and  stories." 

It  was  agreed  that  the  Bishop  and  the  Warden 
came  off  with  level  arms,  the  Bishop  having  spoken 
the  more,  but  the  Warden  had  sent  in  heavier  stone 
shot.  And  all  people  were  agreed  that  the  Bishop 
was  a  worthy  and  proud  prince. 

At  that  moment  the  Almoner  whispered  in 
the  Bishop's  ear  and  laid  a  parchment  before  him. 
He  begged  the  Bishop  to  sign  this  appointment. 
For  the  day  drew  on,  they  must  ride  very  soon  and 
might  not  again  be  in  those  parts  for  a  year  or  more. 
It  was  to  make  the  worthy  Magister  Stone,  of 
Barnside,  bailiff  for  the  Palatinate  in  those  parts,  this 
side  of  Alnwick  to  the  sea.  This  lawyer  was  a  very 
skilled  chicaner  and  there  were  suits  to  come  very 
soon  between  the  see  and  the  Lords  Ogle  and 
Mitford,  touching  the  Bishop's  mills  at  Witton  and 
on  Wearside.  The  Bishop  was  aware  that  one  of 
the  Almoner's  clerks  must  have  had  money  of  the 
lawyer ;  nevertheless  he  signed  the  appointment, 
for  he  knew  they  would  never  let  him  have  any 
other  man.  A  Prince  Bishop  cannot  go  searching 
for  scriveners  of  honesty  like  Diogenes  lacking  a 
lanthorn. 
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The  dispute  as  to  the  rules  of  chivalry  went  on  in 
spite  of  the  Bishop's  abstraction  from  it.  Indeed, 
the  Lord  Lovell  of  the  Castle,  who  had  not  much 
reason  for  loving  churchmen,  spoke  the  more  loudly 
because  the  Bishop  was  occupied  with  his  papers. 
He  was  a  jovial  man,  not  much  loved  by  his  wife 
whom  he  delighted  to  tease.  If  he  had  any  grief  it 
was  that  his  natural  son,  Decies  of  the  South,  had 
never  shown  himself  a  lad  of  any  great  parts.  This 
lad  was  reputed  to  be  his  natural  son,  though  he  was 
called  Young  Lovell's  foster  brother.  Nevertheless 
who  was  his  mother  no  man  knew. 

What  was  known  was  this. 

Six  years  before  the  Lord  Lovell  did  some 
grievous  sin,  but  what  that  too  was,  no  men  knew. 
He  had  been  called  before  the  former  Bishop  of 
Durham  ;  the  Lady  Rohtraut  had,  then  and  after- 
wards, been  heard  to  rate  him  soundly.  He  had 
given  five  farms  to  the  Bishopric  and  had  then  gone 
on  a  Romer's  journey,  by  way,  it  was  considered,  of 
penance.  At  any  rate,  he  had  gone  to  Rome  in 
sackcloth,  taking  with  him  his  son,  the  Young  Lovell, 
who  travelled  very  well  appointed  and,  on  the  home- 
ward way,  had  acted  as  his  page.  They  had  taken 
ship  from  the  New  Castle  to  Bordeaux  and  from 
Bordeaux  to  Genoa,  where,  falling  in  with  a  party  of 
English  Condottieri  in  the  pay  of  the  Holy  Father, 
they  had  travelled  in  safety  to  the  city  of  the  seven 
hills. 

On  the  homeward  road  they  had  travelled  more 
like  great  lords,  having  enlisted  a  train  of  followers, 
and  staying  in  the  courts  of  Princes  of  Italy  until 
they  came  again  to  Marseilles.  The  Young  Lovell, 
who  was  then  sixteen,  had  been  permitted,  by  way  of 
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fleshing  his  sword,  to  fight  with  the  captains  of  the 
Prince  of  Fosse  Ligato  against  the  men  of  the 
Princess  of  Escia.  He  had  slept  in  pavilions  of  silk 
and  saw  the  sack  of  two  very  rich  walled  cities  whilst 
his  easy  father,  who  had  seen  fighting  enough  in  his 
day,  dallied  over  the  sweet  wines,  lemons  and  the 
women  with  dyed  hair  of  the  Prince's  Court. 

In  Venice,  whilst  his  father  had  toyed  with 
similar  cates,  the  young  Lovell  had  been  present  at  a 
conclave,  between  the  turbaned  envoys  of  the  Soldan 
and  the  Venetian  council,  over  the  exchange  of 
prisoners  taken  in  galleys  of  the  one  side  and  the 
other. 

Therefore  as  travelling  went,  the  young  man  had 
voyaged  with  his  eyes  open,  having  made  friends  of 
several  youths  of  Italy  and  learned  some  pretty  tricks 
of  fence  as  well  as  sundry  ways  of  dalliance. 

The  father  regarded  his  son  with  not  disagreeable 
complacency,  like  a  carthorse  who  had  begotten 
a  slight  and  swift  barb.  The  boy's  soft  ways  and 
gentle  speeches  amused  him  till  he  laughed  tears  at 
times  ;  his  daring  and  hot,  rash  passions  pleased  his 
father  still  more.  He  had  challenged  six  Italian 
squires  on  the  Lido  to  combat  with  the  rapier,  the 
long  sword,  the  axe  and  the  dagger,  and  only  with 
the  rapier  had  he  been  twice  worsted — and  this  quite 
well  contented  his  father,  who  regarded  him  as  a 
queer,  new-fangled  growth,  but  in  no  wise  a  dis- 
graceful one.  He  set  the  boy,  in  fact,  down  to  his 
mother's  account.  And  this  he  did  with  some 
warrant,  for  the  boy  was  the  first  blond  child  that 
had  been  born  to  the  Lovells  in  a  hundred  years. 

Fuither  back  than  that  the  Lovells  could  not  go. 
They  were  descended   from  one   Ruthven,  a  Welsh 
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brigand  of  whom,  a  hundred  and  twenty  years  before, 
it  was  written  that  he  and  his  companions  kept  the 
country  between  the  Rivers  Seine  and  Loire  so  that 
none  dare  ride  between  Paris  and  Orleans,  nor  between 
Paris  and  Montargis.      These  robbers  had  made  that 
Ruthven  a  knight  and  their  captain.      There  were  no 
towns  in  that  district  that  did  not  suffer  pillage  and 
over-running  from  them,  not  Saint  Arnold,  Gaillardon, 
Chatillon    or    even    Chartres   itself.       In    that    way 
Ruthven  had  amassed  a  marvellous  great  booty  until, 
the  country  of  France  having  been  submitted  to  the 
English,  he  had  set  sail,  with  much  of  his  wealth,  for 
Edinburgh,  but  liking  the  Scots  little,  after  he  had 
married  a  Scots  woman  called  Lovell,  he  had  come 
south  into  the   Percies'   country.     It  had    happened 
that  the  Percies  had  at  that  date  five  squires  of  their 
house  in  prison  to  the  Douglas  and  had  little  money 
for  their  ransoming.     So  this  Ruthven  had  bought  of 
them  seventy  farms  and  land  on  which  to  build  an 
outer   wall    round   the   fortress    that,    boastfully,    he 
called  the  Castle,  as  if  there  had  been  no  other  castle 
in  that  land.     And  indeed,    it   was    a   marvellously 
strong  place,  over  the  sea  on  its  crags  of  basalt. 

Thus  had  arisen,  from  huge  wealth,  the  great 
family  of  the  Lovells  of  the  Castle.  For  Ruthven  had 
not  wished  to  be  known  by  his  name,  and  indeed  King 
Henry  V  swore  that  none  of  that  name  should  have 
Lordship  nor  even  Knighthood,  though  the  Ruthven 
of  that  day  fought  well  at  Agincourt,  losing  three 
horses,  two  of  which  he  had  taken  from  French  lords. 
So,  since  that  day  they  had  been  the  Lords  Lovell  of 
the  Castle  with  none  to  gainsay  them,  though  till 
latterly  they  had  been  held  for  rough  lords  and  not 
over-reverend.     The  Percies  looked  down  their  noses 
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when  they  met  them,  and  so  did  the  captains  of 
Bamburgh  and  Holy  Island.  However,  in  the  year 
1459  tne  Lord  Lovell  had  found  the  Lady  Rohtraut 
of  the  Dacres  to  marry  him  and,  having  had  three 
daughters,  she  bore  him  the  Young  Lovell  though 
one  of  the  daughters  died. 

At  any  rate,  they  had  travelled  home  from 
Marseilles,  father  and  son,  very  peaceably  together, 
going  from  castle  to  castle  of  the  French  lords  and 
knights,  under  a  safe-conduct  that  had  been  granted 
them  by  the  French  envoy  to  the  Holy  Father  in 
Rome,  though  there  was  war  between  the  countries 
of  France  and  England,  the  King  Edward  the  Fourth 
having  suddenly  made  a  raid  into  the  country  of  the 
lilies.  And  the  courteous  way  with  which  the  French 
lords  treated  them  made  them  much  wonder  because 
they  did  not  think  a  Scots  lord  would  have  so  easily 
travelled  through  the  Border  Country  or  a  Border 
lord  through  Scotland. 

Therefore,  when  they  came  to  Calais,  they  went 
quietly  home  to  England  without  turning  back  to 
war  in  France.  That  was  according  to  their  oath  to 
Messire  Parrolles  at  Rome,  though  some  of  King 
Edward's  lords  and  courtiers  mocked  at  them  and 
it  was  said  to  be  in  the  King's  mind  to  have  fined 
them,  not  for  having  observed,  but  for  having  taken 
such  an  oath.  However,  when  they  came  into  the 
North  parts,  at  Northallerton,  they  met  with  the 
Duke  of  Gloucester,  the  King's  brother,  who  treated 
them  very  courteously  and  absolved  them  of  ill  inten- 
tions because  at  the  time  they  had  taken  the  oath 
peace  had  been  between  England  and  France,  or  at 
least  no  news  of  the  war  had  reached  Rome.  This 
Richard,    Duke    of     Gloucester,    brother    of    King 
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Edward,  was  much  loved  in  the  North,  of  which 
region  he  was  then  Lord-General.  He  dealt  with  all 
men  courteously,  giving  simple  and  smiling  answers  to 
simple  questions  and  never  failing  to  answer  favour- 
ably any  petition  that  he  could  grant,  or  refusing 
others  with  such  phrases  of  regret  as  made  the  refusal 
almost  a  boon  of  itself.  He  inflicted  also  no  harsh 
taxes  and  took  off  many  others,  so  that  in  those 
parts  he  was  known  as  the  good  Duke  of  Gloucester. 
He  treated  the  Lord  Lovell  and  his  son  with 
such  smiling  courtesy  that  they  very  willingly  went 
with  him,  before  ever  their  home  saw  them,  on  a 
journey  that  he  was  making  towards  Dunbar,  and  it 
was  in  the  battle  that  some  Scots  lords  made  against 
them  on  the  field  of  Kenchie's  Burn  that  the  Young 
Lovel  did  such  great  things.  He  took  prisoner  with 
his  own  hands  a  great  Scots  lord,  own  cousin  to 
Douglas,  in  a  hot  melee,  where,  before  he  was  taken, 
the  Scots  lord,  being  otherwise  disarmed  by  the 
Young  Lovell,  knocked  with  his  clenched  fist,  nine 
teeth  down  the  throat  of  Richard  Raket,  that  was 
the  Young  Lovell's  horse  boy.  And  this  lord  having 
cried  mercy,  the  Young  Lovell  pursued  so  furiously 
against  the  Scots  that  he  slew  many  of  them  before 
nightfall  and  was  lost  in  a  great  valley  between 
moors  and  slept  on  the  heather.  There  he  heard 
many  strange  sounds,  such  as  a  great  cry  of  dogs 
hunting  overhead,  which  was  said  by  those  who 
had  read  in  books  to  be  the  goddess  Diana  chasing 
still  through  the  night  the  miserable  shade  of  the 
foolish  Actseon.  And  between  two  passages  of  sleep, 
he  perceived  a  fair  kind  lady  looking  down  upon  him, 
but  before  he  was  fully  awake  she  was  no  longer 
there,  and  this  was  thought  to  be  the  White  Lady  of 
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Spindleston,  though  it  was  far  from  her  country. 
But  still  that  spirit  might  have  loved  that  lording 
and  have  sought  his  company  in  the  night  for  he  was 
very  fair  of  his  body.  And  it  was  held  to  be  a  sign 
that  he  was  a  good  Christian,  that  this  lady  vanished 
upon  his  awakening,  for  in  that  way  spirits  have  been 
known  to  follow  Good  Knights  from  place  to  place 
for  love  of  them,  and  in  the  end  to  work  them  very 
great  disaster. 

So  at  least  that  was  interpreted  by  the  young 
monk  Francis  of  the  order  of  St.  Cuthbert  who  was 
with  the  army  when,  in  the  morning,  Young  Lovell 
came  to  it  again  after  he  had  been  held  for  dead.  But 
the  monk  Francis  had  read  in  no  books,  having  been 
an  ignorant  rustic  knight  of  that  country-side,  that 
had  become  a  monk  for  a  certain  sin.  The  Young 
Lovell  found,  indeed,  that,  whilst  he  had  been  so 
held  for  dead  this  young  monk  had  much  befriended 
him.  For  his  father,  the  Lord  Lovell,  had  shewn  a 
disposition  to  adopt  that  Decies  of  the  South  and  to 
give  him  the  fruits  of  the  young  Lovell's  deeds,  such 
as  the  ransoming  of  the  Scots  lord  and  the  knight- 
hood that  the  Duke  should  have  given  him  had  he 
been  found  on  the  field  at  the  closing  of  the  day. 
The  young  monk  had  however  protested  so  strongly 
that  the  Young  Lovell  was  not  dead,  but  had  in  his 
face  the  presage  of  great  and  strange  deeds,  whether 
of  arms  or  other  things — so  hotly  had  the  young 
monk  made  a  clamour,  that  the  old  lord  was  shamed 
and  had  for  the  time  desisted. 

That  Decies  of  the  South  was  a  son  much  more 
after  the  old  lord's  heart  than  ever  the  Young  Lovell, 
for  all  his  prowess,  could  be.  He  loved  the  one  son 
whilst  he  dreaded  the  other,  since  he  was  too  like  his 
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mother  that  was  a  Dacre  and  despised  the  Lovells 
or  the  Ruthvens. 

This  Decies  the  Lord  Lovell  had  picked  up  at 
Nottingham  on  their  homeward  road,  and,  finding 
him  a  true  Lovell,  had  made  no  bones  about  acknow- 
ledging him  for  a  son  though  he  never  would  say 
who  his  mother  was  or  how  he  should  come  by  the 
name  of  Decies.  But  he  was  rising  twenty-one,  like 
the  Young  Lovell,  heavy,  clumsy,  very  strong  and  an 
immense  feeder.  He  was  dark  and  red-cheeked  and 
cunning  and  he  fitted  his  father  as  a  hand  fits  a  glove. 
Nevertheless  he  had  done  little  at  Kenchie  s  Burn,  he 
had  slept  so  heavily.  It  had  been  no  man's  affair  to 
waken  him,  he  having  drunk  very  deeply  of  sweet 
wines  the  night  before.  That  battle  began  at  dawn 
and  travelled  over  many  miles  of  land,  so  that  when 
Decies  of  the  South  came  up  the  Scots  were  already 
fleeing. 

The  old  lord  did  no  more  than  laugh,  but  he  felt 
it  bitter  in  his  heart.  And,  as  it  had  been  on 
that  day,  so  it  continued,  the  one  half-brother  being 
always  up  in  the  morning  too  early  for  the  other. 
They  made  very  good  companions  hunting  together, 
though  it  was  always  the  Young  Lovell  that  had  his 
dagger  first  in  the  throat  of  the  grey  wolf  or  the 
red  deer,  and  the  Decies  who  came  second  when 
outlaws,  or  else  when  the  false  Scots,  must  be  driven 
off  from  peel  towers  that  had  the  byres  alight 
beneath  them  and  the  farmers  at  death's  door  above, 
for  the  smoke  and  reek.  Nor  was  it  because  the 
Decies  lacked  courage,  but  because  he  was  slow  in 
the  uptake  and,  although  cunning,  not  cunning 
enough. 

Or   it   may  have  been  that    he  was  too  cunning 
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and  just  left  the  honours  to  the  Young  Lovell  who 
was  haughty  and  avid  of  the  first  place.  For  the 
Lady  Rohtraut  took  very  unkindly  to  the  Decies  and 
made  him  suffer  what  insults  she  could  ;  only  the 
lower  sort  of  the  castle-folk  willingly  had  his  company, 
and  the  old  lord  was  growing  so  monstrous  heavy 
that  it  was  considered  that  his  skin  could  not  much 
longer  contain  him.  He  had  led  a  life  of  violence, 
sloth,  great  appetites  and  negligent  shamelessness,  so 
that  the  Decies  considered  that  he  would  soon  have 
need  of  protectors  in  their  place.  The  old  lord 
might  leave  his  lands,  but  much  of  his  lands  were  the 
dower  of  his  wife  and  upon  his  death  would  go  back 
to  her  hands  alone.  For  the  lands  of  the  Castle 
and  the  gear  and  gold  and  silver  that  were  in  the 
White  Tower  under  the  night  and  day  guard  of 
John  Bulloc,  the  old  lord  might  leave  the  Decies 
what  he  would,  but  the  Young  Lovell  could  take 
it  all. 

The  Decies  would  find  neither  lord  nor  lord  bishop 
nor  lawyer  to  espouse  his  cause.  Moreover,  though 
his  father  might  give  him  gold  and  gear  whilst  he 
lived,  the  Decies  had  no  means  whereby  to  convey  it 
to  a  distance  and  no  place  in  the  distance  in  which  to 
store  it,  besides  it  would  surely  be  taken  by  moss- 
troopers and  little  cry  made  about  it.  For  in  those 
days  all  the  North  parts  were  full  of  good,  small  gentry 
robbing  whom  they  would,  like  the  Selbys  of  Liddell, 
the  Eures  of  Witton  or  Adam  Swinburn. 

For  the  times  were  very  unsettled,  and  no  man 
could  well  tell,  in  robbing  another,  whether  he  were  a 
knight  of  King  Richard's  despoiling  the  King's  enemies 
or  a  traitor  to  King  Henry  robbing  that  King's  lieges, 
and  there  was  little  for  the  livelihood  of  proper  gentry 
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but  harrying  whether  in  the  King's  cause  or  in 
rebellion.  So  that  if  the  Decies'  money  on  its  way  to 
safe  quarters  should  be  taken,  there  would  be  little  or 
no  outcry  since  he  was  nothing  to  those  parts.  So  he 
was  a  very  good  brother  to  the  Young  Lovell  and 
followed  him  like  his  shadow. 


Ill 

So  there  they  all  sat  at  the  chequered  table  and  the 
Lord  Lovell  watched  them  with  his  cunning  eyes  and 
speculated  upon  the  dissensions  that  lay  beneath  all 
their  fair  shew  of  courtesy.  And  he  wondered  how, 
from  one  or  the  other,  he  might  gain  advantage  for 
his  son  Decies.  It  was  not  that  he  hated  the  Young 
Lovell,  but  he  wished  Decies  to  have  all  that  he 
might  and  something  might  come  of  these  people's 
misliking  of  each  other. 

For  all  Bishop  Sherwood's  praising  of  the  security 
of  the  times  under  a  beneficent  vice-gerent  of  God,  he 
knew  that  the  Bishop  little  loved  King  Henry  the 
Seventh,  and  the  King  trusted  him  so  very  little  that 
never  once  would  that  King  send  to  the  Bishop  the 
proper  letters  of  array  that  should  empower  him  to 
raise  forces  along  the  Borders.  Thus  the  Bishop 
could  raise  men  only  in  his  own  dominions  between 
Tees  and  Tyne  and  westward  into  Cumberland. 

The  Bishop  had  made  his  speech  and  shewed 
great  courtesy  only  for  the  benefit  of  the  Earl  of 
Northumberland,  whilst  for  that  Border  Warden  he 
felt  really  little  but  contempt  and  some  dislike. 
For  this  Henry,  Earl  Percy,  Warden  of  the  Eastern 
Marches  and  Governor  of  Berwick  Town,  had  deserted 
King  Richard  very  treacherously  on  the  field  of 
Bosworth,  for  all  he  spoke  and  posed  as  a  blufT  and 
bloody   soldier   who  should  be  a  trusty  companion. 
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Thus  the  Bishop  feared  the  Percy,  regarding  him  as  a 
spy  of  the  King's,  for  King  Richard  was  much 
beloved  in  the  North  and  the  Bishop  of  Durham  had 
been  one  of  the  only  two  Bishops  that  had  upheld 
him  at  the  coronation,  which  was  why  his  banner  of 
the  dun  cow  upon  a  field  of  green  sarcenet  had  then 
been  carried  before  that  King.  And  after  Bosworth 
where  King  Richard  was  slain,  the  Bishop  had  fled  to 
France,  from  which  he  had  only  ventured  back  the 
August  before.  There  had  been  many  rebellions  in 
the  North  and  they  were  not  yet  done  with  ;  neverthe- 
less the  Bishop  feared  that  the  cause  of  the  King 
Usurper  would  prevail. 

The  Earl  Percy,  on  the  other  hand,  distrusted  the 
Bishop,  since,  unlike  the  Duke  of  Gloucester,  he  knew 
himself  to  be  hated  by  gentle  and  simple  in  those 
parts,  and  more  by  simple  than  the  others.  Many 
poor  men — even  all  of  the  countryside — had  sworn  to 
murder  him,  for  he  was  very  arrogant  and  oppressive, 
inflicting  on  those  starving  and  disturbed  parts,  many 
and  weary  taxes  for  the  benefit  of  his  lord,  King 
Henry  the  Seventh,  and  the  wars  that  he  waged  in 
other  places.  This  was  a  thing  contrary  to  the  law 
and  custom  of  the  North.  For  those  parts  considered 
that  they  had  enough  on  their  hands  if  they  protected 
their  own  lands  and  kept  the  false  Scots  out  of  the 
rest  of  the  realm.  Nevertheless,  the  Lord  Percy 
continued  to  impose  his  unjust  taxes,  taking  even  the 
horse  from  the  plough  and  the  meat  from  the  salting 
pots  where  there  was  no  money  to  be  had.  The 
Lord  Percy  knew  that  he  went  in  great  danger  of  his 
life,  for  when,  there,  a  great  lord  was  widely  hated  of 
the  commonalty  his  life  was  worth  little.  Nay,  he 
was  almost  certain,  one  day,  to  be  hewed  in  pieces  by 
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axes  or  billhooks,  since  the  common  people,  assembling 
in  a  great  number  would  take  him  one  day,  when  he 
rode  back  ill-attended  from  hunting  or  a  raid. 

Thus  the  Percy  desired  much  to  gain  friendship 
of  the  Bishop  and  his  partisans  to  save  his  life.  So 
he  shewed  him  courtesy  and  spoke  in  a  pious  fashion 
and  had  invited  him,  as  if  it  were  his  due,  to  ride  on 
this  numbering  of  the  men-at-arms  in  Northumberland, 
although,  since  the  King  had  sent  the  Bishop  Palatine 
no  letters  of  array,  it  was,  strictly  speaking,  none  of 
the  Bishop's  business. 

The  Lord  Lovell  himself  had  taken  no  part  at 
Bosworth  Field,  and  glad  enough  he  was  that  he  had 
not,  for  he  would  have  been  certain  to  have  been 
found  on  the  losing  side.  But  he  had  been  sick  of  a 
quinsy — a  malady  to  which  very  stout  men  are  much 
subject — and,  not  willing  that  the  Young  Lovell 
should  gain  new  credit  at  his  cost — for  he  must  have 
gone  with  his  father's  men-at-arms,  horses  and 
artillery — the  Lord  Lovell  bade  his  son  stay  at  home 
and  not  venture  himself  against  the  presumptuous 
Richmond. 

And,  looking  upon  the  people  there,  the  fat  man 
chuckled,  for  there  was  not  one  person  there  who  had 
not  lately  suffered  from  one  side  or  the  other.  The 
Lord  Percy  had  spent  many  years  in  the  Tower  under 
Edward  IV  ;  Henry  VII  had  taken  from  the  Bishop 
many  of  his  lands  and  had  made  him  for  a  time  an 
exile.  His  haughty  wife  had  suffered  great  grief  at 
the  death  of  her  best  brother  whose  head  came  off  on 
Tower  Hill  to  please  the  Duke  of  Gloucester,  and 
Edward  IV  had  had  Sir  Symonde  Vesey  five  years 
in  the  Tower  and  had  fined  Limousin  of  Cullerford 
five  hundred  pounds  after  Towton  Field.     The  proud 
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Lady  Margaret  had  lost  her  father  and  all  his  lands 
after  the  same  battle,  the  lands  going  to  the 
Palatinate. 

The  Lady  Margaret  and  her  mother — they  were 
Eures  of  Wearside — had  sheltered  in  farms  and  peel 
towers,  lacking  often  sheets  and  bed  covering,  until 
the  mother  died,  and  then  the  Lady  Rohtraut  had 
taken  the  Lady  Margaret,  to  whom  she  was  an  aunt. 
All  these  Tyne  and  Wearside  families  were  sib  and 
rib.  The  Lady  Rohtraut  had  had  the  Lady  Margaret 
there  as  her  own  daughter  and  kinswoman,  and  the 
Lord  Lovell  had  had  nothing  against  it.  For  the 
Eures  and  Ogles  and  Cra'sters  and  Percies  and 
Widdringtons  and  all  those  people,  even  to  the 
haughty  Nevilles  and  Dacres  of  the  North,  were  a 
very  close  clan.  He  himself  had  married  a  Dacre  to 
come  nearer  it,  and  it  made  him  all  the  safer  to 
shelter  an  Eure  woman-child.  And  then,  in  his 
graciousness  at  coming  into  the  North,  and  after- 
wards, after  the  battle  at  Kenchie's  Burn,  the  Duke  of 
Gloucester,  at  first  making  interest  with  his  brother, 
King  Edward  IV.,  and  then  of  his  own  motion,  had 
pardoned  that  Lady  the  sins  of  her  father,  had  bidden 
the  Palatinate  restore,  first  the  lands  on  Wearside  and 
then  those  near  Chester  le  Street,  and  also,  at  the  last, 
those  near  Glororem,  in  their  own  part,  which  were 
the  best  she  had.  And,  finally,  King  Richard  had 
made  the  Lady  Rohtraut  her  niece's  guardian,  which 
was  a  great  thing,  for  since  she  was  very  wealthy,  the 
fines  she  would  pay  upon  her  marriage  would  make  a 
capital  sum. 

So  they  had  found  the  Lady  Margaret  on  their 
coming  back  from  Rome,  wealthy  and  proud,  sewing 
or    riding,    hawking,    sometimes    residing    in    their 
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Castle  and  sometimes  in  her  tower  of  Glororem  which 
was  in  sight.  The  young  Lovell  had  lost  his  heart 
to  her  and  she  hers  to  him  between  the  flight  of  her 
tassel  gentle  and  its  return  to  her  glove,  so  that  it 
looked  as  if  the  name  of  Lovell  bade  fair  to  be  exalted 
in  those  parts,  by  this  marriage  too,  and  if  the  Lord 
Lovell  had  anything  against  it,  it  was  only  that  she 
had  not  chosen  his  other  son  Decies.  But  there  it 
was,  and  he  must  content  himself  with  paring  what 
he  could  from  her  gear,  and  his  wife's  and  young 
Lovell's  while  he  lived,  for  he  intended  to  buy  Cockley 
Park  Tower  of  Blubberymires  from  Lord  Ogle  of 
Ogle — and  to  set  the  Decies  up  in  it.  And  his  wife 
had  some  outlying  land  at  Morpeth  that  he  would 
make  shift  to  convey  to  his  son,  so  that  Decies  would 
have  a  goodly  small  demesne  and  might  hold  up  his 
head  in  that  region  of  the  Merlays,  Greystocks  and 
Dacres. 

His  son  should  have  the  lands  of  Blubberymires 
and  part  of  Morpeth  ;  furnishings  for  his  tower  to  the 
worth  of  near  a  thousand  pounds,  jewels  worth  nine 
hundred  and  more,  fifty  horses  and  the  arms  for  fifty 
men,  and  for  his  sustenance  firstly  his  particular  and 
feudal  rights,  market  fees,  tenths,  millings,  wood-rights, 
farmings,  rents  and  lastly  such  profits  of  the  culture  of 
his  lands  as  it  is  proper  for  every  gentleman  to  draw 
from  them.  And,  considering  what  he  could  draw 
from  his  own  Castle,  he  thought  that  the  Decies  should 
have  such  beds,  linen,  vessels  of  latten  and  of  silver, 
chests  and  carvings  in  wood,  tapestries,  utensils,  and 
all  other  furnishings  as  should  make  him  have  a  very 
proper  tower.  From  his  wife's  castle  at  Cramlin,  or 
her  houses  at  Plessey  and  Killingworth,  he  could  get 
very  little.     Upon    his    marriage  and  since,  he  had 
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stripped  them  very  thoroughly,  and  when  he  last  rode 
that  way,  he  had  seen  that  at  Cramlin,  the  rafters, 
ceilings,  and  even  the  very  roofs  had  fallen  in,  so  that 
it  had  become  very  fitting  harbourage  for  foxes. 
And  this  consideration  grimly  amused  him,  to  think 
what  his  lady  wife  should  find  when  he  was  dead  and 
her  lands  came  to  her  again.  For  she  had  not  seen 
them  in  ten  years,  and  imagined  her  houses  to  be  in 
very  good  fettle,  but  he  had  turned  the  money  to 
other  uses.  It  was  upon  these  things  that  this  lord's 
thoughts  ran,  since  he  had  nothing  else  for  their  con- 
sumption. He  was  too  heavy  to  mount  a  horse  in 
those  days ;  he  could  read  no  books,  and  talking 
troubled  him.  Even  the  lewd  stories  of  his  son 
Decies  in  his  cups  sent  him  latterly  to  sleep  ;  he  could 
get  no  more  much  enjoyment  from  teasing  his  proud 
wife  by  filthy  ways  and  blasphemy,  and  he  hated  to 
be  with  his  daughters  or  their  two  husbands.  Thus, 
nothing  amused  or  comforted  him  any  longer  save 
watching  contests  of  ants  and  spiders,  and  even 
these  were  hard  to  come  by  in  winter,  as  it  was  then 
in  those  parts  where  spring  comes  ever  late. 

There  penetrated  into  the  babble  of  their  voices 
slight  sounds  from  the  open  air,  and  a  hush  fell  in 
the  place.  Without  doubt  they  heard  cheering,  and 
quickly  the  pages  of  all  the  company  ranged  them- 
selves in  a  parti-coloured  and  silken  fringe  before  the 
steel  of  the  men  at  arms  that  held  the  commonalty 
behind  the  pillars.  The  great  oaken  doors  wavered 
slowly  backwards  at  the  end  of  the  hall,  and  they 
perceived  the  road  winding  down  from  them  through 
the  grass  on  the  glacis,  the  greyness  of  the  sea  and 
sky,  and  the  foam  breaking  on  the  rocks  of  the  Fame 
Islands.     A  ship,  whose  bellying  sails  appeared  to  be 
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almost  black,  was  making  between  the  islands  and 
the  shore.  At  times  she  stood  high  on  a  roller,  at 
times  she  was  so  low  amongst  the  tumble  that 
they  could  hardly  see  more  than  the  barrels  at  the 
mastheads  and  the  red  cross  of  St.  Andrew  on  her 
white  flag.  The  Border  Warden  said  that  this  was 
the  ship  of  Barton,  the  Scots  pirate,  and  some  held 
that  this  was  a  great  impudence  of  him,  but  others 
said  that  the  weather  was  so  heavy  outside  that  he 
was  seeking  the  shelter  of  the  islands,  and  certainly 
none  of  their  boats  could  come  at  him  in  the  sea 
there  was.  And  this  topic  held  their  attentions 
until  the  sound  of  a  horn  reached  them.  This  was 
certainly  the  Young  Lovell's  page  seeking  admission 
to  the  Castle,  so  that  he  was  near  enough. 

The  monstrous  head  of  a  caparisoned  horse,  held 
back  by  ribands  of  green  and  vermilion  silk,  came  into 
view  by  the  arch.  It  rose  on  high  and  disappeared, 
so  that  they  knew  it  was  rearing.  Then  it  came  all 
down  again  and  forged  slowly  into  view,  the  little 
page  Hal  and  Young  Lovell's  horse  boy,  Richard 
Raket,  that  had  lost  his  teeth  at  Kenchie's  Burn, 
holding  the  shortened  ribands  now  near  the  bit  on 
either  side.  The  common  men  threw  up  their 
bonnets  and  took  the  chance  of  finding  them  again  ; 
the  ladies  waved  scarves,  the  Bishop  made  a  benedic- 
tion. The  man  in  shining  steel  was  high  up  in  the 
archway  against  the  sea.  Such  bright  armour  was 
never  seen  in  those  parts  before,  the  light  poured  off 
it  in  sheathes,  like  rain.  The  head  was  quite  round, 
the  visor  fluted  and  down,  at  the  saddle  bow  the  iron 
shaft  of  the  partisan  was  gilded  ;  the  swordbelt  and 
the  scabbard  were  of  scarlet  velvet  set  with  emeralds. 
This  was  the  gift  of  the  Lady  Rohtraut,  and  those 
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were  the  Lovell  colours.  The  shield  showed  a  red 
tiger's  head,  snarling  and  dimidiated  by  the  black 
and  silver  checkers  of  the  Dacres  of  Morpeth  ;  the 
great  lance  was  of  scarlet  wood  tipped  with  shining 
steel. 

Those  of  them  who  had  never  seen  the  Young 
Lovell  ride  before,  said  that  this  vaunted  paragon 
might  have  done  better.  For,  when  the  horse  was  just 
half  within  the  hall,  and  after  the  rider  had  lowered 
his  lance  at  once  to  salute  the  company,  and  to  get  it 
between  the  archway,  and  had  raised  it  again,  the 
horse,  enraged  by  the  shout  that  went  up  from  that 
place  like  a  cavern,  sprang  back  so  that  its  mailed 
stern  struck  the  rabble  of  grey  fellows  and  ragged 
children  that  were  following  close  on.  The  steel 
lance-point  jarred  against  the  stone  of  the  arch,  and 
the  round  and  shining  helmet  bumped  not  gracefully 
forward  over  the  shield.  This  was  held  for  no  very 
excellent  riding,  and  some  miscalled  the  horse.  But 
others  said  that  it  was  no  part  of  a  knight's  training 
to  manage  a  horse  going  rearwards,  and  no  part  of  a 
horse's  to  face  festivals  and  cheers.  A  knight  should 
go  forward,  a  horse  face  war-cries  and  hard  blows 
rather  than  the  waving  of  silken  scarves. 

But  they  got  the  horse  forward  into  the  middle  of 
the  hall,  where  it  stood,  a  mass  of  steel,  as  if  sullenly, 
on  the  great  carpet  of  buff  and  rose  and  greens. 
This  marvel  that  covered  all  the  clear  space  hung 
usually  on  the  wall  to  form  a  dais,  and  the  Young 
Lovell  had  bought  it  in  Venice  with  one  half  of  the 
booty  that  he  had  made  in  the  little  war  against  the 
Duchess  of  Escia.  It  weighed  as  much  as  four  men 
and  four  horses  in  armour,  and  had  made  the  whole 
cargo  of  a  little  cogger  from  Calais  that  brought  it  to 
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Hartlepool  harbour,  whence,  rolled  up,  it  had  been 
conveyed  to  the  castle  upon  timber-trugs.  Few  men 
there  had  seen  the  whole  of  it.  It  had  been  taken 
by  Venetians  from  a  galley  of  the  Soldan's,  and  was 
said  to  be  a  sacred  carpet  of  Mahound's.  Some  men 
were  very  glad  to  see  it,  but  some  of  the  monks  there 
said  that  it  favoured  idolatry  and  outlandish  ways. 
But  these  were  the  very  learned  monks  of  St. 
Cuthbert  that  had  a  monastery  at  Belford,near  there. 
They  stood  to  the  number  of  forty  behind  the  Bishop 
and  had  habits  of  undyed  wool.  But  the  young  monk, 
Francis,  who  had  befriended  the  Young  Lovell  before, 
maintained  now  stoutly  that  it  was  a  very  good  thing 
that  the  gear  of  Mahound  should  first  be  trampled 
underfoot  and  then  coerced  into  a  Christian  office 
such  as  that  of  the  creation  of  a  good  knight.  The 
Lady  Rohtraut  heard  his  words,  and  looking  round 
at  him  said  that  he  should  have  a  crucifix  of  gold  for 
his  inner  chamber  at  Belford,  if  the  rules  allowed  it, 
or  if  not,  five  pounds  of  gold  and  ambergris  to 
anoint  the  feet  of  his  poor  and  bedesmen  at  Maundy 
tide.  The  young  monk  lowered  his  eyes  and  thanked 
her.  He  was  a  Ridley  that  had  killed  his  cousin 
by  a  chance  arrow  sent  after  a  hare,  and  so  he  had 
gone  into  this  monastery  to  pray  perpetually  for  his 
cousin's  soul. 

That  man  in  armour  now  delivered  his  lance  to 
his  little  page,  his  shield  to  the  page  of  a  friend  of 
his,  a  Widdrington  ;  his  sword  to  Michael  Eure,  a 
cousin  of  the  Lady  Margaret,  to  be  an  honour  to  her, 
and  Richard  Raket  and  other  grooms  came  round 
the  horse  while  the  rider  descended  and  then  they 
led  the  horse  away.  But  he  never  raised  the  fluted 
steel   of  his   visor.     And  when  he  was  kneeling  on 
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high  cushions  of  black  velvet,  since  his  steel  shoes 
of  tapering  and  reticulated  rings  were  near  two  foot 
long,  as  the  fashion  was,  the  Bishop  asked  him  if  he 
would  not  uncover  his  face.  But  he  whispered  in  the 
ear  of  the  little  page,  and  presently  that  boy  said 
without  fear  in  a  high  voice  that  the  worshipful 
esquire  had  sworn  an  oath  in  the  chapel  that  no 
woman  should  look  upon  his  face  or  hear  his  voice 
until  he  was  both  knighted  and  betrothed.  Those 
who  upheld  pure  knight  errants  said  that  this  was  a 
very  good  vow,  but  the  Percy  laughed  till  his  tears 
came. 

Then,  in  a  high  voice,  but  in  an  Italian  accent, 
for  he  had  been  many  years  the  King's  Advocate 
and  Ambassador  at  Rome  and  had  there  learnt  his 
latinity  and  love  for  the  profane  poets,  Ovid,  Vergil 
the  Magician,  and  many  others — the  Bishop  recited 
the  words  of  the  oath  that  this  esquire  should  take. 
There  was  his  duty  to  the  Bishop  Palatine  to  find  for 
him,  when  he  came  to  be  a  baron,  sixteen  knights 
when  letters  of  array  were  sent  out,  and,  by  the  year, 
sixty  bushels  of  wheat,  one  hundred  of  oats  and  peas, 
ten  carts  of  oat  straw  and  ten  of  wheat  when  the 
Bishop  and  his  men  harboured  within  ten  miles  of 
the  Castle,  and  the  Bishop  to  have  the  rights  of 
infangthef  throughout  his  lands.  Also  he  would 
observe  the  privileges  of  all  clerks  and  of  Durham 
sanctuary  within  those  lands.  The  Bishop  read  also 
the  oath  to  the  King,  for  the  Lord  Percy  had  little 
Latin.  The  Knight,  when  he  came  to  be  a  Baron, 
should  find  for  the  King's  service,  north  of  the 
Humber  when  the  King's  letters  of  array  were  read, 
twenty-two  knights,  or  six  only  if  the  Bishop  had 
before  sent  his  letters  calling  for  sixteen.     For  such 
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lands  as  he  should  get  from  his  mother  he  should  pay 
the  King  four  horseshoes  of  gold  whenever  the  King 
lay  at  Morpeth,  and  for  the  Lovell  lands  a  gold  cup 
filled  with  snow  whenever  the  King  lay  within  the 
Cheviot  country.  The  goods  of  all  those  convicted 
of  treason  within  his  territories  at  Morpeth  should  go 
to  the  Bishopric  ;  those  from  the  other  parts  one- 
tenth  to  the  King,  six-tenths  to  the  Bishop,  one-tenth 
to  the  monastery  of  St.  Cuthbert  at  Belford,  and  the 
remainder  to  himself. 

These  oaths  having  been  recited,  a  page  of  the 
Bishop's  brought  a  feretory  that  had  lain  on  the 
coffin  of  St.  Cuthbert,  and  a  Percy  page  a  testament ; 
the  esquire  laid  his  right  hand  first  on  one  and 
then  on  the  other,  being  still  on  his  knees,  and  then 
held  up  his  hand  whilst  the  page  recited  that  that 
good  esquire  vowed  faithfully  all  these  things.  Then 
the  Bishop  drew  his  sword  and  touched  the  steel  left 
shoulder  of  the  esquire  with  the  hilt  that  had  the 
form  of  the  cross,  this  being  the  symbol  that  he 
would  be  a  good  knight  and  soldier  of  Christ  and 
Our  Lady.  Then  all  the  people  cheered  and  cried 
out  and  the  Bishop  said  loudly — 

"Surge  et  vocabitur  in  nomine  Dei  et  Regis 
nostri  Sir  Paris  Lovell  Castelli." 

The  Percy  laughed  and  asked  what  those  words 
were,  and  when  the  Prince  Bishop  had  told  him,  still 
laughing,  he  smote  the  metal  in  the  same  place  wifh 
the  flat  of  his  sword  and  mocked  the  Bishop  with  the 
words — 

"  Stand  up  in  the  name  of  God.  And  in  the 
King's  name  be  called  henceforth,  Sir  Paris  Lovell  of 
the  Castle."  To  name  her  son  Paris  had  been  a 
whimsy  of  the  Lady  Rohtraut    since  Paris  of  Troy 
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was  a  goodly  knight,  and  also  it  stood  for  a  symbol 
that  he  might  retake  Paris  Town  if  the  English  had 
it  not  at  the  time  when  he  was  a  man,  and  so  that 
name  had  pleased  the  great  Talbot  which  was  a  good 
thing  at  the  time  of  his  birth. 

Then  the  good  knight  stood  up  upon  his  long  feet 
and  the  Percy  cried  out  that  they  should  get  the 
business  of  the  betrothal  over  with  speed,  and  so  they 
did,  the  knight  and  the  Lady  Margaret  who  came 
out,  kneeling  on  black  cushions  before  the  Prince 
Bishop.  She  was  wearing  a  great  and  long  green 
gown,  to  the  making  of  which  there  had  gone  twenty- 
six  yards  of  patterned  damask  from  the  city  of 
Bruges.  It  was  worked  with  leaves  and  birds  and 
pomegranates,  so  that  it  was  very  rich  in  folds.  Her 
ribbons  in  her  shirt  were  of  scarlet  silk  and  her  fur 
edgings  of  the  red  fox.  Her  hood  was  of  white  and 
red  velvet,  the  gables  at  the  front  being  of  silver  set 
with  large  pearls,  and  her  hair  fell  in  two  black  plaits 
to  her  heels  where  she  knelt.  So  when  the  Bishop 
had  recited  their  oaths  they  stood  up  and  the  knight 
pushed  up  his  visor  and  looked  at  the  lady.  Those 
few  that  could  see  his  face  cried  out  as  if  they  had 
seen  a  ship  strike  on  a  rock,  so  they  raised  their 
hands.  The  others  only  marked  that  haughty  lady 
shrink  back  upon  her  feet,  with  a  great  flowing  of 
her  garments  as  she  drew  them  together  towards  her. 
She  cried  out  some  words  of  detestation  that  no  man 
heard  but  he,  and  then  with  her  fist  she  struck  him 
in  the  face. 

Then  he  turned  upon  the  high  table,  grinning  and 
unashamed,  the  dark  eyebrows  that  seemed  to  have 
been  painted  in  with  tar,  the  red  cheeks  and  the 
lascivious  lips  of  Decies  of  the  South. 
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All  those  at  the  high  table  stood  up  on  their  feet, 
lifting  their  hands  above  their  heads  and  crying  out. 
The  Decies  cried  towards  his  father,  lifting  also  his 
mailed  arm  to  heaven — 

"  See  justice  done  to  me.  My  half-brother  is  gone 
upon  a  sorcery.  His  lands  and  gear  are  forfeit  to  me 
that  inform  against  him  and  his  name  and  bride  have 
been  given  me  by  the  Prince  Bishop." 

Then  the  lawyer,  Magister  Stone  of  Barnsides  by 
Glororem,  ran  across  the  hall  from  the  little  door  in 
the  great  ones.  He  began,  as  it  were,  a  sort  of  traffic- 
ing  between  the  Knight  and  the  Bishop,  not  neglecting 
the  Lord  Percy  and  the  Knight's  father,  but  running 
backwards  and  forwards  between  the  one  and  the 
other,  raising  his  hands  to  their  breasts  and  squeaking, 
though  there  was  no  hearing  what  he  said.  His 
weazened  face,  his  brown  furred  gown,  his  chattering 
voice  and  his  long  jaw  worked  incessantly  so  that  he 
resembled  a  monkey  that  was  chewing  straws  with 
voracity  and  haste.  A  Widdrington,  a  Eure  and  a 
Selby,  desperate  young  men  and  fast  friends  of  the 
young  Lovell,  rushed  upon  the  Decies  with  their 
daggers  out.  But  the  Bishop  pushed  them  back  and 
cried  out  for  silence.  And  because  all  there  saw  that 
the  Lady  Rohtraut,  upon  her  feet,  was  pointing  down 
at  the  Lord  Lovell  and  calling  out  to  him,  they  held 
their  tongues  to  hear  what  she  was  saying.  They 
caught  the  end  of  a  sentence  calling  upon  the  Lord 
Lovell  to  have  that  filthy  and  blaspheming  bastard 
cast  from  the  top  of  the  White  Tower.  Then  all 
eyes  saw  that  the  Lord  Lovell  was  laughing. 

He  had  begun  with  a  slow  grin  :  by  little  and  little 
he  had  understood  that  his  son  at  last  had  made  a 
fine,  impudent  stroke.     He  had  struck  his  thigh  with 
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his  hand  ;  he  had  tried  to  cry  out  that  this  was  the 
finest  stroke  of  all  and  that  his  son  had  got  up  early 
enough,  at  last.     But  he  could  get  no  words  out. 

Then  he  had  begun  his  laughing.  He  laughed, 
rolling  from  side  to  side :  he  laughed,  shaking  so  that 
his  leathern  chair  cracked  beneath  him.  His  stomach 
trembled  in  an  agony  of  laughter,  his  eyes  gazing 
painfully  and  fixed  at  the  scarlet  and  green  chequers 
of  the  tablecloth.  Between  tornadoes  of  shaken 
laughter  he  gasped  for  breath,  and  all  the  while  the 
Lady  Rohtraut  stood  gazing  down  upon  him  as  if  he 
were  a  loathsome  dog  struck  with  a  fit.  All  men 
there  stood  still  to  watch  him  laugh. 

And  suddenly  he  threw  his  arms  above  his  head, 
his  face  being  purple  and  his  eyes  closed  like  a 
drunkard's.  With  the  passion  and  strength  of  his 
laughter  the  blood  gushed  from  his  mouth  and  nose 
like  falling  scarlet  ribbons.  His  body  came  forward 
on  the  tablecloth  ;  monks  and  doctors  craned  forwards 
over  him.  The  Percy  moved  disdainfully  away  as  if 
from  a  sick  and  filthy  beast,  and  over  the  table  the 
body  shook  and  quivered  in  the  last  gusts  of 
laughter. 

The  Decies,  with  his  sword  drawn,  moved  back- 
wards to  the  arch  at  the  door,  and  first  the  Lady 
Isopel  of  Cullerford,  the  Lord  Lovell's  daughter,  came 
round  to  speak  to  him,  and  then  the  Lady  Douce  of 
Haltwhistle,  her  sister.  They  stood  looking  back  at 
their  mother,  and  then  they  called  to  them  their 
husbands,  Sir  Symonde  and  Sir  Walter  Limousin. 
They  stood  at  talk,  Sir  Symonde  shrugging  his 
shoulders  and  Cullerford  grunting  whilst  the  ladies 
caught  them  earnestly  by  the  arms,  leaning  forwards. 
Then    they    called    to    them    the    lawyer,    Magister 
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Stone,  who    was    no   great    distance    away,    and   he 
brought  with  him  the  Prince  Bishop's  Almoner,  a  dry 
man  with  but  one  eye  who  had  a  furred  hood  up,  to 
keep  away  the  draughts,  since  he  suffered  from  the 
earache.     Then   they  beckoned   to   them   certain  of 
their   armed    men    and  Sir    Henry  Vesey   of  Wall 
Houses,  a  knight  of  little  worth  in  morals  but  a  great 
reiver.      And    so,    by    little  and    little,    they  had    a 
company,   mostly    ill-favoured    but    violent    around 
them.     So  they  perceived  that  the   Lady  Rohtraut 
had  fallen  in  a  swoon,  and  the  knight  of  Cullerford 
went  forward  and  begged  the  lords  and  lordings  and 
the  company  to  avoid  that  hall  and  go  upon  their 
errands,   since   there   was   sorrow   enough,   and    his 
brothers-in-law  and  their  wives  would  take  it  kindlj' 
if  they  could  be  left  alone  with  their  mother.     And, 
since  he  was  the  husband  of  the  lady's  daughter,  they 
listened  to  him  and  went  out,  and  the  Ves^y  of  Halt- 
whistle  saw  to  it  that  they  had  their  horses,  and  soon 
there  were  few  left  in  the  hall  but  the  Lord  Lovell, 
who   had    a   leech,  bending   over  him.      The   Lady 
Rohtraut,  having  fallen  back  in  her  chair,  was  being 
tended  by  the   Lady  Margaret  and  an    old  woman 
of  seventy  called  Elizabeth  Campstones.     Then  the 
daughters  and  the  Decies  went  about  in  the  Castle 
and  were  very  busy. 


CHAPTER   IV 

The  Young  Lovell  felt  as  if  he  had  came  up  out  of  a 
deep  dream.  He  knew  that  the  lady  of  the  white 
horse  thought  to  him  : 

"  And  I  have  all  the  time  of  the  sea  and  the  sky 
and  beyond,"  but  she  spoke  not  at  all — no  words  and 
no  language  that  he  knew.  Only  it  was  as  if  he  saw 
her  thoughts  coursing  through  her  mind  as  minnows 
swim  in  clear  water.  And  he  knew  that,  before  that, 
he  had  thought,  as  if  beseechingly  : 

"Even  let  me  go  in  Christ's  name,  for  I  have 
many  businesses." 

She  had  a  crooked  and  voluptuous  mouth,  mocking 
eyes  of  a  shade  of  green,  a  little  nose,  a  figure  of 
waves,  a  high  breast  crossed  with  scarlet  ribbons, 
and  hair  the  colour  of  the  yellow  gold,  shining  with 
the  sun,  each  hair  separate  and  inclining  to  little 
curls.  In  short  she  was  all  white  and  gold  save  for 
her  red  and  alluring  lips  that  smiled  askant,  and  he 
thought  that  he  had  never  seen  so  bright  a  lady,  no, 
not  among  the  courtesans  of  Venice.  His  heart  at 
the  sight  of  her  hair  beat  in  great,  stealthy  pulses  ;  his 
throat  was  dry  and  the  flowers  grew  all  about  her. 
And  she  sat  there  smiling,  with  the  side  of  her  face  to 
him,  and  he  heard  her  think — 

"  This  mortal  man  shall  be  mine." 

It  had  been  then  that  he  had  prayed  her  in 
Christ's    name   to   let    him     go,    and    that   she   had 
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answered  that  she  had  all  the  time  of  this  earth 
and  beyond  it. 

He  turned  Hamevvarts  slowly  down  the  dune, 
though  his  heart  lay  behind  him,  and,  like  a  mortally 
wounded  man  upon  a  dying  horse,  he  rode  towards 
his  Castle  where  it  towered  upon  the  crag.  The  day 
was  very  bright,  in  the  white  sand  the  wind  played  with 
the  ribbed  rushes,  and  very  slowly  Hamewarts  went- 
To  judge  by  the  sun  he  had  not  stayed  more  than  a 
half-hour  in  that  place,  if  so  long,  for  it  was  very 
little  above  the  horizon.  He  had  not  thought  the 
day  would  prove  so  bright.  The  sea  was  very  blue  : 
the  foam  sparkled  and  was  churned  to  curds,  and  the 
little  wind  was  warm  from  sunwards.  He  saw  the 
shepherd  coming  down  a  very  green  slope  below 
the  chapel,  and  the  white  sheep,  with  whiter  lambs, 
spreading,  like  a  fan  below  him.  Behind  him,  over 
that  shoulder,  Meggot,  their  goose  girl,  was  driving 
her  charges,  a  great  company  of  grey  with  but  three 
white  ones  amongst  them. 

In  a  stupid  way  he  thought  that  this  great  brightness 
in  an  early  and  raw  spring  day  must  come  from  hav- 
ing seen  so  beautiful  a  lady  ;  so,  it  was  said  in  stories, 
were  good  knights'  hearts  elated  after  such  a  sight. 
But  he  was  aware  that  his  heart  was  like  the  grey  lead 
in  his  side,  and  leaden  sighs  came  heavily  from  him. 

When  he  came  to  the  gate  in  the  outermost  wall 
he  tirled  wearily  at  the  pin.  He  was  aware  of  a 
monstrous  heaviness  and  tire  in  all  his  limbs.  A 
man  opened  the  little  grating  ;  loud  yawns  came 
from  him  and,  very  sleepily,  he  let  down  bars  and 
chains  and  the  gate  back.  From  this  gateway  a 
short,  white  road  went  slantwise,  up  a  green  bank, 
to  the  chief  gate  of  the  Castle. 
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Young  Lovell  never  looked  at  this  man's  face,  and 
slowly  he  rode  up  the  steep.  He  heard  the  man 
say  : 

"What  lording  be  ye?"  but  he  rode  on  mute. 
The  man  came  running  after  him,  his  armour  rattling 
like  pot-lids.  He  caught  Hamewarts  by  the  bridle 
and,  looking  earnestly  at  Young  Lovell's  face,  he 
said  : 

"Master,  I  mauna  let  ye  pass  only  I  ken  your 
name."  And  then  he  cried  out,  and  his  eyes  were 
almost  out  of  his  head  : 

"  The  Young  Lovell !  "  He  ran  like  a  hare  up  the 
broad  road  ;  his  hose  were  russet  coloured. 

Young  Lovell  grumbled  to  himself  that  it  was 
strange  to  set  so  new  a  man  to  the  gate  that  he 
should  not  know  his  master's  son,  and  stranger  still 
that  the  man  should  be  of  the  men  of  his  sister's 
husband  of  Cullerford,  for  all  their  followers  had 
russet  beneath  their  steel  facings. 

And  then  he  saw  old  Elizabeth  Campstones  that 
had  been  help-maid  to  his  mother's  nurse,  coming 
out  of  the  littlest  door  of  the  inner  castle  wall 
and  down  the  path  across  the  green  grass  of  the 
glacis.  She  was  all  in  hodden  grey,  she  carried  a 
great  basket  of  tumbled  clouts  upon  her  head,  and 
so  the  tears  poured  from  her  red  eyes  that  at  the 
first  she  did  not  see  him  though  she  came  into  the 
road  at  his  horse's  forefoot.     But  when  he  said  : 

"Why  greet  ye,  Elizabeth?"  she  looked  up  at 
him  on  high  as  he  sat  there,  as  if  the  sun  dazzled  her 
eyes.  And  then  she  screamed,  a  high  long  scream. 
She  caught  at  her  basket  and  she  ran  to  his  bridle. 

"  Come  away,"  she  cried  out.  "  Cullerford  and 
Haltwistle   have   ta'en    your   bonny    Castle.      Your 
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father's  dead.     Your    mother's  jailed.     There  is   no 
soul  of  yours  true  to  you  here." 

If  there  was    one    thing   that    distinguished   the 
Young  Lovell  amongst  the  captains  of  the  North — 
and  his  name  was  very  well  known  to  the  Scots  of 
the  Border — it  was  that  he  was  quick  in  thinking. 
And  now,  the  kindling  passion  of  war  being  the  one 
thing  that  could  drive  away  the  thirst  of  love,  made 
him  see,  as  if  it  were  a  clear  table  laid  out  before  him, 
the  minds  of  his  sisters  that  he  knew  very  well  and 
the  dispositions  of  his  brothers-in-law  as  well  as  the 
reed  of  the  Decies  that  was  not  concealed  from  him. 
And,  there  being  very  little  decency  in  his  age,  he 
knew  that  an  hour  or  so  in  the  Castle  with  his  father 
dead  and  his  mother  no  doubt  grieved  and  shut  in 
her  bower,    the   men  leaderless,  since  he,  that  had 
been  his  father's  lieutenant  and  ancient  was  absent — 
that  short  hour  or  two  that   had  gone   by — and  it 
might  well  have  been  that  his  father  had  died  over 
his  cups  at   the  board  whilst  he  himself,  the  night 
before,  was  a-watch  over  his  arms — would  very  well 
suffice  to  put  Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle  in  possession 
of  his  Castle  with  all  his  own  men  butchered  during 
their  sleep.     In  those  days  it  was  grab  while  you 
could  and  get  back  at  your  leisure. 

With  the  pressure  of  his  knee,  he  moved 
Hamewarts  a  yard  forward  and  aside ;  he  leant 
over  his  saddle  bow  and  caught  the  old  woman 
under  the  shoulders.  He  lifted  her,  basket  and  ail 
— for  in  the  midst  of  grief,  fear  and  danger,  she 
would  cling  first  to  the  clouts  that  were  her  feudal 
duty — and  the  great  horse  with  the  pressure  on  his 
mouth,  cast  up  his  head  and  wheeled  round  again 
towards  the  gate  at  which  they  had  entered.     There 
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came  the  bang  of  a  saker,  but  without  doubt  it  was 
rather  to  rouse  the  Castle  than  aimed  at  them,  for 
they  heard  no  ball  go  by  them.  Then  there  was  a 
sharp  scratch  as  if  a  cat  had  spat,  and  just  above  his 
head  an  arrow  stuck  itself  through  the  basket  of  clouts. 
Hamewarts  went  back  downwards  in  long  bounds. 

Three  other  arrows  set  themselves  in  the  grass 
beside  their  course  ;  one  fell  on  the  road,  one  carried 
off  his  scarlet  cap  with  its  frontal  and  jewel  of  pearls. 
But  that  arrow  too  transfixed  itself  in  the  basket  and 
pinned  the  cap  there  ;  so  it  was  not  lost,  and  that  was 
a  good  thing,  for  the  pearls  were  worth  two  hundred 
pounds.  And  as  he  rode  he  thought  that  that  was 
not  very  good  shooting. 

The  men-at-arms,  wakened  from  sleep,  had 
gummy  and  unclear  eyes  ;  their  bows,  too,  must 
have  been  strung  all  night  and  that  had  made  the 
strings  slacken  and  be  uncertain.  It  was  an  evil  and 
untidy  practice,  but  it  showed  him  firstly  that  fear  of 
attack  must  be  in  that  place,  and  secondly  that  some 
of  his  own  men  might  be  without  the  castle  and  apt 
to  essay  to  take  it  again.  Moreover,  though  he  had 
not  time  to  turn,  he  knew  that  they  must  have  fired 
from  the  meurtrieres  of  the  guard  house ;  if  they 
had  taken  time  to  open  the  great  doors  they  must 
have  struck  him  like  a  hare,  for  he  had  not  been 
thirty  yards  from  the  walls. 

Hamewarts  clattered  in  his  heavy  gallop  under  the 
archway  of  the  gate  out  into  the  village  street,  and 
the  Young  Lovell  thanked  our  Saviour  that  the 
porter  had  been  too  amazed  to  go  back  and  close  it, 
but  had  run  to  warn  the  Castle.  Without  that  he 
had  been  caught  like  a  fox  in  a  well.  When  he  was 
through  and  well  outside,  he  caught  up  his  horse,  and 
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turning,  gazed  in  again  under  the  arch.  The  inner 
walls  of  the  Castle  rose  immense  and  pinkish,  with 
their  pale  stone,  above  the  green  grass.  The  sun 
shone  on  such  of  the  windows — about  twenty — that 
had  glass  in  them.  One  of  these  casements  opened 
and  he  saw  the  naked  shoulders  of  his  sister  Douce, 
holding  a  sheet  over  her  breasts  as  she  gazed  out 
to  mark  why  the  tumult  was  raised.  He  observed 
thus  that,  in  one  night,  as  he  thought  it,  his  sister 
had  taken  their  mother's  bower  for  herself.  It  was 
no  more  than  he  would  have  awaited  of  her. 

He  perceived  then  the  large  gate  of  the  Castle  on 
top  of  the  mound  roughly  burst  open  and  there  came 
running  out  thirty  men  in  russet  who  ranged  them- 
selves in  a  fan-shape  on  the  slope.  Last  came  a  man 
in  his  shirt  and  shoes — Limousin  of  Haltwhistle. 
The  men  in  russet  held  bows  in  their  hands  and  the 
man  in  his  shirt  waved  his  hands  downwards.  The 
archers  began  to  come  down,  but  not  very  fast  and 
with  caution,  The  Young  Lovell  knew  they  thought 
that  very  belike  he  had  already  raised  the  country 
against  them  and  had  men  posted  in  ambush  behind 
the  outer  walls. 

He  rode  slowly  away  with  the  old  woman  before 
him.  The  street  was  very  broad  and  empty  in 
the  morning  sun.  The  cottages  were  all  thatched 
with  sea-rushes  and  kelp,  all  the  doors  stood  open 
and  the  swine  moved  in  and  out.  Two  cottages 
had  been  burnt  to  the  ground  and  lay,  black 
heaps,  sparkling  here  and  there  with  the  wetness  of 
the  dew.  He  marvelled  a  little  that  they  did  not 
still  smoke,  for  they  must  have  been  set  alight  since 
last  nightfall.  He  considered  the  sleeve  of  his  scarlet 
cloak  that  was  very  brave,  being  open  at  the  throat  to 
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shew  his  shirt  of  white  lawn  tied  with  green  ribbons. 
He  saw  that  the  scarlet  was  faded  to  the  colour  of 
pink  roses.  He  looked  before  him  and,  on  a  green 
hill-side,  he  was  aware  of  a  great  gathering  of  men 
and  women  bearing  scythes  whose  blades  shone  like 
streaks  of  flame  in  the  sun.  Also,  at  their  head 
went  priests  and  little  boys  with  censers  and  lit 
candles.  The  day  was  so  clear  that,  though  they 
were  already  far  away,  he  could  see  the  blue  smoke  of 
the  incense. 

He  rode  slowly  forward,  pensive  and  observing  all 
that  he  might.  The  old  woman  sat  before  him,  but 
she  was  breathing  so  fast  with  the  late  galloping  of 
the  horse  that  she  could  not  yet  speak.  The  windows 
of  the  one  stone  house  in  that  place  were  still  shut- 
tered and  barred,  so  that  without  doubt  the  lawyer 
still  slept.  Then  he  remembered  that  he  would  have 
that  man  hanged  without  delay.  Without  doubt 
he  left  his  windows  shuttered  to  give  false  news,  for 
certainly,  that  morning,  he  had  seen  him  moving 
those  stones.  He  looked  about  him  to  see  if  in  the 
open  barns  and  byres  he  could  not  see  any  horse  of 
the  Prince  Bishop  or  the  Percy  or  any  of  their  men 
polishing  their  head-pieces  or  their  pikes.  But, 
though  many  of  the  barns  stood  open,  none  could  he 
observe. 

He  looked  over  his  shoulder  and  saw  that  the 
archers  were  come  to  the  gateway  and  were  peering 
sideways  out,  with  a  due  caution.  Then  some  of 
them  came  through  and  stood  with  their  backs  to  the 
wall,  waving  at  him  their  hands  and  shouting  foul 
words.  They  would  not  come  any  further  for  fear  he 
had  an  ambush  hidden  amongst  the  byres  and  middens 
of  the  village.      So,  still  slowly,  he  rode  on  between 
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heaps  of  garbage  where  the  street  was  narrow  and  a 
filthy  runnel  went  down. 

At  the  top  the  street  grew  very  wide  till  it  was  a 
green  swarded  place  with  many  slender,  sea-bent 
trees  to  make  a  darkened  shade  up  against  the  walls 
of  the  small  monastery  of  Saint  Edmund.  He  con- 
sidered whether  he  should  go  in  there,  but  he  remem- 
bered that  there  were  only  a  few  monks  and  they  had 
no  men-at-arms  to  guard  those  who  sought  sanctuary 
with  them  from  pursuers  not  afraid  of  sacrilege.  He 
determined,  however,  to  make  his  way  to  another 
monastery — the  great  and  powerful  one  of  Belford, 
where  they  had  fifty  bowmen  and  two  hundred  men- 
at-arms  to  guard  them  against  the  Scots.  There  he 
would  go,  unless  the  old  woman  told  him  other  news 
when  her  breath  came  back.  Then  the  old  thing 
whimpered  : 

"  Set  me  down,  master.  I  cannot  speak  on  horse- 
back." He  let  her  slide  to  the  ground  and,  with  the 
basket  transfixed  by  the  two  arrows,  she  fell  on  her 
knees.  And  then  she  crossed  herself  and  gave  thanks 
to  God  for  his  coming  so  well  off,  and  afterwards,  his 
long-toed  shoes  being  just  on  a  level  with  her  lips 
and  she  on  her  knees,  she  set  her  mouth  to  the  shoe 
that  was  on  the  right  side  where  she  was,  and  then 
placed  it  over  her  head  as  far  as  the  basket  gave  her 
space.  He  wondered  a  moment  that  this  old  woman 
should  be  so  humble  that  was  used  to  treat  him  as  a 
dirty  little  boy,  long  after  he  had  fought  in  great 
fights,  she  having  nursed  his  mother  before  and  him 
afterwards.  But  then  he  considered  that  she  was 
doing  homage  for  such  small  goods  as  she  had  and 
this  was  the  first  of  his  vassals  to  do  this  thing.  And 
again  he  observed  that  the  bright  scarlet  of  his  shoe 
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and  the  bright  green — it  being  particoloured  and 
running  all  up  his  leg  to  his  thigh — these  were  dull 
pink  and  dull  brown.  They  had  been  the  brightest 
colours  that  you  could  find  in  the  North. 
Elizabeth  Campstones  stood  up. 
"  Where  will  you  go  to,  my  master  Paris  ? " 
she  asked.  "  Woeful  lording,  where  will  you  find 
shelter  ? " 

"The  Belford  monks,  I  think,  will  give  me  the 
best  rede  and  admonition,"  he  said.  "  There  I  am 
minded  to  ride  now." 

"  Then  come  you  down  from  the  brown  horse," 
she  said,  "  and  walk  beside  me  on  Belford  road,  for 
ye  could  go  no  better  journey,  only  I  cannot  speak 
up  to  you  with  this  basket  on  my  poll." 

He  came  down  from  the  brown  horse,  and  as  he 
did  so  his  stirrup  leather  cracked  and  that  was  more 
than  passing  strange  for  he  had  had  them  new  two 
days  before.  So  when  he  was  come  round  Hame- 
warts'  head  and  had  the  reins  through  his  arm,  he 
said  to  the  old  woman  : 

"  Now  tell  me,  truly,  what  day  is  this  ?  " 
"  This  day  is  the  last  day  of  June,"  she  answered. 
"  My  master  Paris,  it  is  three  months  from  the  day 
that  you  gat  you  gone,  and  ye  are  a  very  ruined  lord 
and  the  haymakers  have  gone  to  the  high  hills." 

He  answered  only,  "  Ah,"  and  walked  thought- 
fully forward.  He  had  known  that  that  lady  was  a 
fairy.  .  .   . 

He  walked  with  the  old  woman  beside  him,  through 
the  little  grove  of  thin  trees,  by  the  bridle  gate  into 
the  yard  of  the  square,  brown  church  with  the  leaden 
roof,  and  so  out  into  the  field  where  it  mounted  to- 
wards the  Spindleston  Hills. 
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Halfway  up  the  low  hillside  there  was  a  spring 
with  blackthorn  bushes,  sea-holly  and  broom  in  thick 
tufts  about  it.  The  sun  fell  hot  here,  early  as 
it  was.  A  grey  goat  wandered  through  the  rough 
and  flowery  thicket  and  many  great  bees  buzzed. 
He  sat  himself  down  upon  a  soft-turfed  molehill  and 
left  Hamewarts  to  crop  the  bushes.  The  old  woman 
stood  looking  at  him  curiously  and  with  a  sort  of 
dread,  for  a  minute.  Then  she  took  the  basket  from 
her  head  and  began  to  lament  over  it. 

The  two  arrows  transfixed  it  through  and. through, 
so  that  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  draw  out  her 
cloths  and  linen.  Lord  Lovell  came  out  of  his  trance 
of  thought  a  moment.  He  looked  upon  the  woman, 
and  then,  taking  the  basket  from  her,  he  broke  off  the 
feathered  end  of  each  arrow  and  so  drew  them  right 
through  the  basket.  The  old  woman  pulled  out  her 
clouts  and  said,  "  Eyah,  eyah."  Through  each  clout 
one  arrow  or  the  other  had  made  one,  two  or  many 
round  holes. 

"  These,"  she  lamented,  "  are  all  that  your  mother 
has  for  her  bed  or  her  body.  All  her  others  your 
sisters  have  taken." 

M  I  am  considering,"  he  answered  her, "  how  I  best 
may  save  my  mother." 

She  took  her  linen  to  the  spring  which  was  deep 
and  clear,  and  began  sedulously  to  soak  piece  after 
piece,  rinsing  it  over  and  over  as  she  knelt,  and 
beating  it  with  an  oaken  staff  upon  an  oaken  board 
that  she  had  in  her  basket  bottom.  And  as  she 
hung  each  piece  over  the  bramble  bushes  she  looked 
diligently  into  the  scene  below  her  to  see  what  was 
stirring  in  the  Castle  or  the  village.  Young  Lovell 
had  selected  that  high  spot  so  that  they  might  know 
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what  was  agate  by  way  of  a  pursuit.  She  saw,  at 
intervals,  three  men  on  horseback  go  spurring  up  the 
street  from  the  Castle  arch,  but  she  did  not  disturb 
her  master  with  the  news.  She  thought  it  better  to 
leave  him  to  his  thinking,  for  she  considered  that  he 
would  hit  upon  some  magic  way  out  of  it.  She 
imagined  that  he  had  dwelt  that  three  months 
amongst  wizards  and  sorcerers  that  he  should  have 
met  during  his  vigil  in  the  little  old  chapel  that  was 
a  very  haunted  place. 

At  last  he  raised  his  head  and  said  : 
u  Old  woman,  tell  me  truly  now,  all  your  news." 
What  she  knew  first  was  that,  on  the  morning 
when  the  Lord  Lovell  had  died,  all  the  lords  and 
knights  and  the  Prince  Bishop  and  the  others  being 
gone  from  the  hall,  there  remained  only  the  dead 
lord,  his  wife  in  a  swound,  the  Lady  Margaret  Eure 
and  her.  Then  Sir  Walter  Limousin  of  Culler- 
ford  with  his  wife  Isopel  and  the  other  sister  had 
approached  with  several  men  of  theirs  in  arms  and 
had  carried  the  good  body  of  her  senseless  lady  up 
to  a  little  chamber  in  the  tower  called  Wanshot,  in 
the  very  top  of  it.  She,  Elizabeth  Campstones,  had 
carried  her  lady's  feet,  but  all  the  rest  of  her  bearers 
had  been  men-at-arms.  The  Lady  Margaret  had 
followed  them  up  into  that  little  stone  cell  and  asked 
them  what  they  would  do  with  that  lady  in  that 
place.  But  no  one  of  them  answered  her  a  word, 
high  and  haughty  as  she  was,  and  at  last  they  went 
away  and  left  them,  the  Lady  Rohtraut  just  coming 
to  herself  on  a  little,  rotting  frame  bed  that  had  no 
coverings  but  the  strings  that  held  it  together. 

The  Lady  Margaret  had  sought  to  go  out  with 
them,  calling  them  all  proud  and  beastly  names  and 
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she  was  determined  to  set  her  own  men  that  she  had 
there,  to  the  number  of  twenty,  all  well  armed,  to 
make  war  upon  these  and  to  raise  the  Castle.  But 
when  she  came  to  the  doorway  that  was  little  and 
low  Sir  Simonde  Vesey  set  his  hand  upon  her  chest 
and  thrust  her  back  so  hard  into  the  room  that  she 
fell  against  the  wall  and  lost  her  breath.  When  she 
had  it  again  the  door  was  locked  and  it  was  of  thick 
oak,  studded  deep  with  nails. 

Finely  she  raved,  but  when  she  came  to,  the 
Lady  Rohtraut  was  in  a  sort  of  stupour,  sitting  still 
and  shaking  her  head  at  all  that  they  said.  She 
thought  this  must  be  a  dream  that  would  vanish 
upon  her  awakening,  and  so  it  was  lost  labour  to  talk. 

So  they  remained  until  well  on  into  the  afternoon, 
seeing  nothing  but  the  ceaseless  run  of  the  clouds 
and  the  sky  and  the  gulls  upon  the  Fame  Islands 
and  the  restless  sea,  from  their  little  window.  Then 
there  came  three  weeping  maids  of  their  lady's, 
bearing  bedding  that  they  set  down  on  the  floor,  and 
a  little  food  and  some  wine  that  were  placed  upon 
the  window-sill.  But  these  girls  spoke  no  word,  for 
Sir  Simonde  Vesey  stood  outside  and  looked  awfully 
upon  them.  The  Lady  Margaret  made  to  run  from 
the  room,  but  two  men  that  stood  hidden  put  their 
pikes  to  her  breast  so  that  she  ran  upon  them,  and 
would  have  been  sore  hurt  only  they  were  somewhat 
blunted. 

The  Lady  Rohtraut  sat  for  a  long  while  eating  a 
little  white  bread  that  she  crumbled  in  her  fingers, 
and  sipping  at  the  wine  from  the  black  leather  bottle, 
but  still  she  said  little,  which  was  a  great  pity. 

Towards  four  of  the  afternoon,  to  judge  by  the 
shadows,  Sir  Simonde  let  himself  in  at  the  door  and 
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asked  the  Lady  Margaret  if  she  would  forthwith 
marry  the  Decies.  She  said  no,  not  if  Sathanas 
himself  branded  her  with  hot  irons  to  make  her  do 
it.  Sir  Simonde  said  she  might  as  lief  do  it  since 
she  was  betrothed  to  that  good  knight  and  that 
could  never  be  altered.  Then  she  caught  at  the 
little  dagger  with  which  she  was  wont  to  mend  her 
pens.  It  hung  in  her  girdle,  and  Sir  Simonde  went 
swiftly  enough  out  at  the  little  door. 

The  Lady  Margaret  chafed  up  and  down  that 
small  place,  but  those  women  said  little,  for  they 
knew  well  what  this  all  meant  in  the  way  of  robbery 
and  pillage  and  bending  them  to  their  wills.  But 
the  Lady  Margaret  swore  that  she  would  have  the 
Eures  of  Witton  and  the  Widdringtons  and  the 
Nevilles  themselves — aye  and  the  spy  Percies — who 
were  all  her  good  cousins,  and  they  should  hang  the 
Decies  and  do  much  worse  to  the  Knights  of 
Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle. 

And  no  doubt  she  had  the  right  of  it,  for  long 
after  it  was  dark  they  saw  a  glow  of  light  illumining 
in  a  dreary  way  the  face  of  the  White  Tower,  so  that 
the  Lady  Margaret  thought  it  was  a  fire  of  joy  or  at 
least  a  baal-blaze,  but  Elizabeth  Campstones  said 
that  it  was  houses  burning  in  the  township.  Then  a 
man  with  a  torch  came  through  the  little  doorway 
and  lighted  in  the  Magister,  or  as  he  now  was,  the 
Bailiff  Stone,  since  the  Prince  Bishop  had  signed  the 
appointment  for  him  that  morning.  This  rendered 
him  safe  against  any  persecution  or  processes  of 
laymen  in  those  parts,  nevertheless,  when  the  torch- 
bearer  had  stuck  his  torch  in  a  ring  by  the  door 
and  gone  away,  the  lawyer  would  have  the  little  door 
left  open,  and  they  knew  afterwards  that  it  was  done 


60  THE   YOUNG   LOVELL  part  i 

so  that  the  men  without  might  rescue  him  if  the 
Lady  Margaret  meant  to  strike  or  slay  him,  for  she 
could  have  slain  five  of  such  lean  cats. 

Before  the  Lady  Margaret  could  bring  out  a 
question,  for  she  was  astonished  and  could  not  think 
why  such  a  person  should  come  there,  he  broke  into 
a  trembling  gibber  : 

"  Oh,  good  kind  ladies  ;  oh,  gentle  sweet  and  noble 
dames,  for  God  His  love  and  sufferings,  save  all  our 
lives  and  houses  of  which  two  are  burning  !  " 

The  Lady  Margaret  asked  highly  what  all  this 
claver  was  and  what  he  wanted. 

"These  are  very  violent  and  high-stomached 
people,"  the  lawyer  babbled  quaveringly  on.  "Two 
houses  of  the  township  they  have  burned,  and  hanged 
the  husbandmen  for  an  example.  So  that  if  you  do 
not  save  us.  .  .  ." 

He  stretched  his  hands  to  the  Lady  Rohtraut, 
but  she  looked  before  her  and  said  nothing. 

"Well,  go  you  and  make  common  cause  with 
them,"  the  Lady  Margaret  said  to  him  contemptuously. 
"  So  you  will  save  your  neck. 

"Ah,  but  no,"  he  answered  miserably  but  with  a 
sort  of  professional  and  cunning  air.  "I  must  be  on 
the  side  of  the  law." 

"  Then  what  does  the  law  say  ? "  she  asked  as 
bitterly.  "  I  will  warrant  you  will  not  be  far  from  the 
top  dog." 

He  began,  however,  to  whine  and  wring  his  hands 
and  said  that  he  had  not  long  to  live  if  he  could  not 
win  these  ladies  to  do  the  wills  of  the  violent  people 
who  had  taken  that  Castle,  not  but  what  it  might  not 
be  said  that  they  had  not  some  shew  of  equity  on 
their  sides. 
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"  I  thought  we  should  come  near  there,"  the  Lady 
Margaret  said;  "come,  Master,  what  is  the  worst 
on  't?" 

"Ah,  gentle  lady,"  the  lawyer  said,  "this  is  at  the 
best  a  grievous  matter  ;  at  the  worst  it  is.  .  .  ."  And 
he  waved  his  hand  as  if  there  were  no  speaking 
of  it. 

"  Go  on,"  the  Lady  Margaret  said  grimly. 

"  I  have  been  so  confused,"  the  lawyer  answered, 
"with  much  running  here  and  there  and  seeing  such 
blood  flow  and  the  hearing  of  such  threats.  .  .  ." 

"  Come,  come,"  the  lady  said,  "  you  are  a  man  of 
law  and  such  a  clever  one  that  if  I  threw  you  out  of 
this  window  you  could  tell  the  law  of  it  or  ever  you 
fell  to  the  ground." 

"  I  am  not  saying,"  he  retorted,  with  a  sort  of 
relish,  "that  I  go  in  doubts  concerning  the  law. 
What  perplexes  and  affrights  me  is  the  fall  of  great 
and  powerful  lords.  As  to  the  torts,  replevins,  fines, 
amercements  and  the  other  things  too  numerous  to 
recite,  I  am  clear  enough." 

"  Well,  it  is  in  the  fall  of  mighty  lords  that  the 
rats  of  your  trade  find  bloody  bones  to  gnaw,"  she 
answered  him.  "  But  if  you  are  too  amazed  at  the 
contemplation  of  the  wealth  that  you  shall  make  out 
of  this  to  tell  me,  get  you  gone.  If  not,  speak 
shortly,  or  I  warrant  you  a  (c\v  cousins  of  mine  shall 
burn  this  Castle  and  you  in  a  little  space." 

The  lawyer  shrank  at  these  words  and  she  went 
on  : 

"  I  trysted  with  my  cousin  Widdrington  to  meet 
him  at  Glororem  at  six  to-night  and  bade  him  fetch 
me  hence  with  what  companions  he  needed  at  twelve 
if  I  were  not  home,  so  you  have  but  an  hour." 
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"Ah,  gentle  lady,"  the  lawyer  said,  "it  is  three 
hours." 

"Well  then,  you  have  kept  me  twelve  hours  here," 
the  lady  said  ;  "  I  shall  pay  you  in  full  for  your 
entertainment." 

"  Ah,  gentle  lady,"  the  lawyer  sighed,  "  not  me, 
not  me  !  " 

She  answered  only  :  "  Out  with  your  tale." 

He  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  began  with 
another  sigh : 

11  For  your  noble  cousin  Paris,  Lord  Lovell,  I  fear 
it  is  all  done  with  him." 

"  I  think  he  may  be  dead  that  he  did  not  come  to 
his  betrothal  with  me,"  the  lady  said.  "  If  that  is  so 
you  have  my  leave  to  tell  me." 

"  It  is  worse  than  that,"  he  groaned.  "  Woe 
is  me,  that  noble  lordings  should  bend  to  violent 
passions." 

The  Lady  Margaret  looked  at  him  with  disdain. 

"  If  ye  would  tell  me,"  she  said,  "  that  the  Young 
Lovell  is  gone  upon  a  sorcery,  ye  lie." 

Again  the  lawyer  sighed. 

"  It  is  too  deeply  proven,"  he  said.  "  These  poor 
eyes  did  see  him  and  two  other  pairs — both  his  well- 
wishers,  even  as  I  am." 

"  Even  whose  ? "  she  asked.  "  And  what  saw 
ye  ?  " 

"  For  the  eyes,"  the  lawyer  said,  "  they  were  those 
of  the  Decies  and  of  an  ancient  goody  called  Meg  of 
the  Foul  Tyke." 

"  For  well-wishers,"  the  Lady  Margaret  answered, 
"you  well-wish  whence  your  money  comes;  the 
Decies  would  claim  my  cousin's  land  and  gear  :  and 
Meg  of  the  Foul  Tyke,  though  the  best  of  the  three 
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is    a   naughty  witch  in    a  red   cloak.     I   have  twice 
begged  her  life  of  my  lording." 

"  The  more  reason,"  Master  Stone  said, "  why  you 
should  not  doubt  she  is  your  well-wisher,  even  more 
than  the  young  lording's.  And  that  is  why  she 
would  see  you  have  a  better  mate." 

The  lady  said  :  "  Aha  !  " 

"  I  will  tell  you  how  it- was,"  the  lawyer  said.  M  I 
could  not  very  well  sleep  that  night  because  I  had 
been  turning  of  old  parchments,  where,  to  make  a 
long  story  short,  I  had  found  that  if  the  Lord  Lovell 
should,  on  the  next  day,  swear  to  give  the  Bishop  the 
rights  of  ingress  and  fire-feu  over  his  lands  in  Barn- 
side  he  should  do  himself  a  wrong.  For,  since  the 
days  of  that  blessed  King,  Edward  the  Second,  those 
lands  have  been  held  by  carta  directa  .  .  ." 

"  Get  on  ;  get  on,"  the  Lady  Margaret  cried. 

"  But  this  is  in  the  essence  of  the  thing,"  the 
lawyer  protested,  "  for  a  carta  directa  .  .  ." 

"  I  will  not  hear  this  whigamaree,"  the  lady  said. 
"  Let  us  take  it,  though  no  doubt  you  lie,  that  you 
had  found  certain  parcels  of  sheepskin.  But  under- 
stand that  we  have  stomachs  for  other  things  than 
that  dry  haggis." 

"  That  is  a  lamentable  frame  of  mind,"  the  lawyer 
said,  "for  look  you,  a  carta  of  that  tenure  is  the  best 
that  can  be  come  by."  But,  at  a  gesture  of  the  lady's 
hand,  he  began  again  very  quickly  :  M  I  spent  a  night 
of  groaning  and  sighing,  for  it  was  a  grievous  dilemma. 
On  the  one  hand,  my  beloved  young  lord  might  do 
himself  a  wrong  by  swearing  away  his  chartered 
rights.  On  the  other  hand,  if  I  should  tell  him  that 
I  had  found  them,  this  might  be  deemed  foul  play  by 
the  Pro-proctor  Regis  Rushworth,  who  is  a  lawyer  for 
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the  house  of  Lovell  in  the  Palatine  districts.  Though 
how  it  is  that  Rushworth  knoweth  not  of  this  charter 
I  cannot  tell." 

"  How  came   you   by   them  ? "    the   lady    asked. 
1  Without  a  doubt  you  stole  them  to  make  work." 

"  They  were  old  papers  that  were  there  when  I 
bought  the  study  of  my  master  that  was  Magister 
Green  well,"  the  lawyer  answered,  and  again  the  lady 
said  :  "  Get  on  ;  get  on." 

"  So,  at  the  last,"  Stone  continued,  "  I  made,  after 
prayer,  the  resolution  and  firm  intent  to  tell  my  lord. 
And  so  I  arose,  remembering  how  he  would  be 
praying  in  the  chapel,  and  gat  me  into  the  street. 
And  there,  in  the  grey  dawn,  I  lighted  upon  Meg  of 
the  Foul  Tyke,  who  was  returning  from  gathering  of 
simples  by  the  light  of  the  moon  in  the  kirkyard." 

"There  was  no  moon  last  night,"  the  Lady 
Margaret  said. 

"  Then,  by  the  light  of  the  star  Arcturus,"  the 
lawyer  claimed.  "  Well,  my  first  motion  was  to  rate 
her  for  a  naughty  witch.  And  so  I  did  full  roundly 
till  that  woman  fell  a-weeping  and  vowed  to  reform." 

<l  Well,  you  were  more  powerful  than  the  prophets 
with  the  Witch  of  Endor,"  the  lady  mocked  him. 

"  And,  seeing  her  in  that  good  mind,"  Stone  went 
on  with  his  tale,  "  I  remembered  that  she  was  a  very 
old  woman — the  oldest  of  all  these  parts.  So  I  told 
her  that  if  she  could  remember  matters  of  Barnside 
years  agone,  since  she  was  in  a  holier  mind,  without 
doubt  the  young  lording  would  be  gracious  to  her 
and  would  grant  her  a  halfpenny  a  day  to  live  by  ;  so 
she  might  live  godly,  after  repenting  in  a  sheet.  .  .  . 
So  she  remembered  very  clearly  that  one  Hindhorn 
of  Barnsides,    Henrice  Quinto  Rege,  had  been  used, 
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once  a  year,  at  Shrovetide,  to  drag  with  three  bullocks, 
an  oaken  log  bound  with  yellow  ribbons  to  the  Castle. 
This  was  direct  and  blinding  evidence  that  the  right 
of  fire-feu  .  .   ." 

"  Well,  you  went  with  the  old  hag  to  the  chapel," 
the  Lady  Margaret  said.  "  I  can  follow  the  cant  of 
your  mind  and  spring  before  it." 

"  But  you  may  miss  many  and  valuable  things,"  he 
retorted.     "As  thus.  .  .  .  Whilst  we  went  up  the  hill, 
this  old  goody,  being  repentant  and  weeping,  cried 
out  when  she  heard  whither  we  were  bound  :  '  Alas  ! 
Horror  !  Woe  is  me  ! '  and  other  cries.     And,  when  I 
pressed  for  a  reason,  she  said  that  the  young  lording 
was  a  damned   soul  and  that  was  one  of  her  sins. 
For  she  had  taught  him  magic  and  the  meeting-places 
of  warlocks  ;  one  of  which  was  that  chapel  that  was 
an  ill-haunted   spot,   and  that  was  why  the  lording 
was  there  at  night.     And  she  was  afraid  to  go  near 
the  chapel  ;  for  the  warlocks  would  tear  her  limb  from 
limb.     And  the  familiar  and  succubus  of  the  Young- 
Lovell  was  the  toad  that  was,  in  afore  time,  the  step- 
mother of  the  Laidly  Worm  of  Spindleston,  that  to 
this  day  spits  upon  maidens,  so  much  she  hateth  the 
estate  of  virginity,  as  often  you  will  have  heard." 
The  lawyer  paused  and  looked  long  at  that  lady. 
"  So  that  old  witch  repented  ? "  she  said  at  last, 
but  she  gave  no  sign  of  her  feelings. 

"There  was  never  a  more  beautiful  repentance 
seen,"  the  lawyer  said.  "  So  she  sighed  and  groaned 
and  the  tears  poured  off  her  face  to  think  that  she 
had  corrupted  that  poor  lording.  .  .  ."  And  it  had 
been  her  repentance,  he  went  on,  that  had  let  them 
see  what  they  had  seen,  and  so  made  it  possible  for 
them  to  save  htm. 

F 
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Now  when  they  came  to  the  chapel,  said  the 
lawyer,  the  young  lording,  as  if  he  were  demented, 
came  rushing  out  from  the  door,  and  the  Decies  who 
had  watched  all  night  in  the  porch  came  out  after 
him,  and  asked  him  what  he  would.  But  he  answered 
nothing  to  the  Decies  and  nothing  to  them,  but,  with 
a  marvellous  fury,  like  a  man  rushing  in  a  dream,  he 
ran  into  the  shed  where  his  horse  was  tethered,  and 
bringing  it  out,  so  he  galloped  away  that  his  long 
curls  of  gold  flapped  in  the  wind.  It  was  not  yet 
cockcrow,  but  pretty  clear. 

Thus  those  three,  standing  there  and  lamenting, 
saw  how,  at  no  great  distance,  but  just  under  Budle 
Crags,  there  was  a  fire  lit,  and  round  it  danced 
wonderful  fair  women  and  some  old  hags  and  witch- 
masters,  but  most  fair  women. 

The  lawyer,  saying  this,  gazed  hard  at  the  Lady 
Margaret,  but  once  again  the  lady  said  no  more 
than — 

"  Aye,  my  cousin  was  always  one  for  fair 
women." 

"  So  he  kissed  and  fondled  them  ;  it  was  so 
horrid  a  sight.  .  .  ."  the  lawyer  went  on. 

"  Now  is  it  a  horrid  thing,"  the  lady  asked,  "  to 
see  a  fine  lording  kiss  a  fair  woman  ? " 

"  I  only  know,"  the  lawyer  said,  "  that  at  once  all 
we  three  fell  to  devising  how  you,  ah,  most  gentle 
lady,  might  be  saved  from  the  embrace  of  this  lost 
man  ;  and  how  that  poor  lording  might  be  saved 
from  his  evil  ways,  and  have  his  lands  and  all  his 
heritage  preserved  to  him." 

"And  the  upshot,"  the  lady  asked,  with  a  dry 
pleasantness,  "  was  what  the  Decies  did  in  the  Great 
Hall.  .  .  ." 
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When  the  Young  Lovell,  sitting  amongst  the 
furze  and  broom,  had  heard  so  far,  he  sighed  with  a 
deep  satisfaction.  The  old  Elizabeth  had  told  her 
tale  of  sorcery  alleged  against  himself  at  an  in- 
tolerable length,  dwelling  on  the  nature  of  linen 
clouts  here  and  there,  and  upon  all  that  she  had  said 
to  the  Lady  Rohtraut  when  she  lay  in  the  swoon. 
But  he  kept  himself  quiet  and  did  not  interrupt  her  ; 
he  had  listened  to  her  tales  since  he  had  been  a 
young  boy,  and  knew  that  if  you  hastened  her  they 
took  five  times  as  long.  Yet  he  sat  all  the  while  on 
tenterhooks  for  fear  she  should  say  they  had  seen  his 
meeting  with  the  lady  that  sat  upon  a  white  horse 
amongst  doves  and  sparrows.  Had  they  seen  that  it 
might  have  gone  ill  with  him  in  a  suit  at  law.  For, 
if  they  had  seen  it,  it  was  twenty  to  one  that  there 
would  be  other  witnesses ;  the  place  was  well 
frequented  by  people  journeying  from  Bamburgh  to 
Holy  Island.  Nay,  he  would  have  been  visible  to 
the  very  fishers  upon  the  sea,  and  to  stay  with 
such  a  lady,  he  well  knew — though  at  the  moment 
he  sighed  deeply — would  be  accounted  a  felony 
of  the  deepest  magic  kind  in  any  ecclesiastical 
court. 

But  now  he  knew  that  this  lawyer  was  simply 
lying,  and  that  was  an  easier  thing.  He  saw,  and  so 
he  told  Elizabeth  Campstones,  how  they  had  hit 
upon  that  tale.  The  lawyer  coming  by  the  chapel, 
after  the  Young  Lovell  had  threatened  him  with 
death  for  the  moving  of  his  neighbour's  landstones, 
and  the  old  witch  meeting  with  him,  after  she  had 
been  threatened  with  drowning  for  her  wicked  ways  ; 
both  trembling  with  fear,  since  they  knew  him  for  a 
man  of  his  word  and  a  weighty  but  just  lord  in  those 
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lands,  had  come  together  to  the  chapel  door.  No 
doubt  they  had  entered  in,  meaning  to  steal  his 
armour  that  was  visible  lying  there,  and  hold  it  for 
ransom  as  the  price  of  their  miserable  lives.  But  in 
the  deep  porch  they  would  see  the  Decies  snoring 
like  a  hog. 

Him  they  wakened,  and,  the  old  witch's  mind 
running  on  sorcery,  the  lawyer's  on  suits,  and  the 
Decies  desiring  to  have  his  heritage  and  his  bride, 
whilst  the  other  two  desired  to  save  their  lives  ;  all 
three  together  had  hit  upon  this  stratagem  that 
would  give  them  what  they  desired.  For  in  those 
days  there  was  in  Northumberland  a  stern  hatred  of 
the  black  arts,  which  had  grown  the  greater  since  the 
twelve  children  of  Hexham,  two  years  before,  had 
been  slain,  that  their  blood  and  members  might  stew 
in  a  witch's  broth — a  thing  proven  by  many 
competent  witnesses.  So  that,  if  the  Decies  should 
come  in  and  claim  the  Young  Lovell's  knighthood, 
name,  and  the  rest,  he  might,  with  the  support  of  his 
father,  make  a  pretty  good  suit  of  it,  and,  maybe, 
take  the  whole.  And,  if  the  Young  Lovell  should 
come  back  soon  for  his  armour,  they  would  murder 
him.  Thus,  the  lawyer,  and  the  witch,  the  one  with  a 
rope  to  cast  over  his  neck,  and  the  other  with  a  sharp 
dagger,  hid  waiting  behind  the  thick  pillars,  whilst 
the  Decies  dressed  in  his  half-brother's  harness. 

And  it  had  worked  better  for  them  than  they  had 
expected,  so  that  now  they  held  the  Castle,  and  the 
law  might  be  very  hard  set,  if  it  ever  made  the  essay, 
to  get  them  out  of  it. 

For,  as  Elizabeth  Campstones  presently  told  him, 
they  had  taken  all  the  charters  and  the  deeds  of  the 
Castle  to  Haltwhistle,  where  the  one  knight  had  them 
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hidden  up,  and  all  the  deeds  and  charters  of  his 
mother's  lands  and  houses  to  Cullerford,  where  the 
other  kept  them.  The  Castle  itself  they  held  all 
three,  the  Decies  and  the  two  knights — or  rather 
their  two  ladies — being  captains  there  by  turns  of 
three  days  each,  and  dividing  the  revenues  of  it  very 
fairly. 

They  had  cast  out  all  the  men-at-arms  that  were 
any  way  faithful  to  the  Young  Lovell,  taking  away 
their  arms  too.  For  they,  with  their  armed  men,  had 
been  in  possession  of  the  Castle  and  had  taken  the 
keys  of  the  armoury,  whilst  the  Lovell  men  were 
without  arms  and  leaderless.  So  that  some  of  the 
Lovell  men  had  become  bedesmen  at  the  monastery 
at  Belford,  and  many  perished  miserably  about  the 
country  in  the  great  storm  of  the  second  day  of 
April,  whilst  some  had  taken  to  robbery,  which  was 
all  that  was  left  them.  Those  in  the  Castle  had  hired 
men  from  the  false  Scots  and  other  ragged  com- 
panions of  the  Vescy  that  was  Sir  Symonde's 
brother,  and  there  they  all  dwelt  comfortable,  having 
between  them  about  three  hundred  men-at-arms  and 
a  numerous  army  of  bowmen,  but  no  cannon.  They 
deemed  that  they  could  well  await  any  assault  of  the 
Young  Lovell  if  he  should  return.  They  considered 
that  he  had  been  slain  by  the  outlaw  Elliotts,  who 
had  been  seen  to  ride  by,  three  miles  north  of  the 
Castle,  going  up  into  the  Cheviots. 

But  all  these  things  happened  only  after  they  had 
settled  with  the  Lady  Margaret  in  that  little  room. 
And  that  had  happened  in  this  way,  Elizabeth 
Campstones  said  : 

After  the  lawyer  told  her  the  tale  about  the  fair 
witches  she  had  broken  into  no  cries  and  oaths  as  he 
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had  expected  ;  not  even  when  he  had  particularised 
one  witch  with  red  hair  and  great  breasts  that 
danced  and  sprang  all  naked  over  a  broomstick,  with 
her  hair  tossing,  and  how  the  Young  Lovell  had 
singled  this  witch  out  for  favours  apart.  The  Lady 
Margaret  said  only — 

"And  so  you  two  and  the  Decies.  .  .   ." 

"  We  stood  there  weeping  and  lamenting,"  the 
lawyer  said. 

"  I  marvel  that  not  one  of  you  had  heart  to 
adventure  for  the  caresses  of  such  fair  women  as  you 
have  told  me  of.     Had  ye  been  men  ye  would." 

The  lawyer  answered  with  an  accent  of  horror  : 

"  But  witches  and  warlocks  !  " 

"  Ah,  I  had  forgotten,"  the  lady  said.  "  So  j^e 
wept  and  turned  your  heads  away.  And  after- 
wards ? " 

"  After  they  were  gone,"  Magister  Stone  answered, 
"we  fell  to  devising  how  we  might  rescue  you,  ah 
gentle  lady,  from  that  lost  knight  and  himself  from 
himself."  That  was  to  be  in  this  way :  The  Decies 
should  seek  to  possess  himself  of  the  lands,  knight- 
hood and  name  of  the  Young  Lovell,  and,  if  he  did 
this  with  the  irrevocable  blessing  of  the  Lord  Bishop, 
the  act  of  the  Border  Warden,  who  in  those  parts 
stood  for  the  King,  as  well  as  in  presence  of  his 
father,  he  might  establish  a  very  good  title  whether 
of  presumption  or  possession.  And  if  in  the  same 
way  he  might  be  betrothed  to  the  Lady  Margaret 
in  the  presence  of  the  Lady  Rohtraut  to  whom  she 
was  ward  and  with  the  formal  rite  of  the  Church, 
which  like  the  other  is  irrevocable,  the  Young  Decies 
would  be  in  a  very  fair  way  to  achieve  his  pious 
desires. 
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"  And    that    should    be    as    how  ? "     the    Lady 
Margaret  asked. 

He  desired,  the  lawyer  said,  to  hold  the  Young' 
Lovell's  heritage  only  as  a  faithful  steward  and 
brother  and,  so  holding  it  with  a  very  arguable  title, 
neither  Prince  Bishop  or  King  could  extort  from  it 
any  very  great  fines  or  amercements.  Meanwhile 
the  Decies  should  consummate  that  very  night  his 
wedding  with  the  Lady  Margaret  whom,  after  the 
betrothal,  he  alone  could  marry.  And  they  had  a 
good  priest  there  present  and  himself  ready  to  draw 
up  marriage  charters  enough  to  fill  two  bridal  chests. 
And,  the  more  to  incline  her  to  this,  it  was  the  mind 
of  the  gallant  Decies  to  allow  her  such  marriage  lots, 
dowers  and  jointures,  out  of  the  heritage  of  the 
Young  Lovell  as  together  with  her  own  lands  of 
Glororem  and  the  other  places,  and  by  inducing  the 
Lady  Rohtraut  to  forego  the  great  fine  that  they 
should  pay  her  upon  her  marriage,  would  leave  them 
one  of  the  richest  married  pairs  of  that  part  of  the 
King's  realms. 

And  when  the  Lady  Margaret  asked  how  that 
should  be  brought  about,  and  the  particulars,  feudal 
and  direct,  of  the  deeds  he  would  make,  he  went  off 
into  a  great  flood  of  Latin  and  Norman  words  of  the 
law.     At  last  she  said  : 

"  I  make  out  nothing  of  all  this  talk.  But  I  think 
I  will  not  marry  with  a  great  toad  that  hath  a  weasel 
gnawing  at  his  vitals." 

"  Ah,  gentle  lady  ..."  the  lawyer  began,  and  his 
voice  rose  in  its  tones. 

"  To  put  it  shortly,"  the  lady  continued,  "  the 
great  toad  is  the  gallant  Decies,  for  toads  do  shelter 
under  other  men's  rocks  and  stones,  and  this  gallant 
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— for  I  will  not  rob  him  of  the  title  you  give  him,  and 
I  know  no  other  by  which  to  call  him — is  minded  to 
shelter  under  the  stones  and  rocks  of  my  cousin's 
Castle  that  in  God's  good  time  shall  be  my  cousin's 
and  mine.  And  for  who  the  weasel  is  that  gnaweth 
at  the  vitals  of  the  gallant  Decies  I  will  not  further 
particularise,  since  I  might  well  go  beyond  courtesy. 
So  now  get  you  gone,  or  I  will  wave  one  of  the  clouts 
from  this  little  window  which,  by  the  light  of  the 
burning  houses,  my  cousins  the  Eures  and  the 
Widdringtons  and  the  Percy  shall  perceive  from 
where  they  wait  upon  Budle  Crags,  and  very  soon  you 
shall  be  hanging  from  the  White  Tower  to  affright 
the  morning  sun.     And  that  I  promise  you.  .  .  ." 

The  lawyer  protested  in  various  tones,  rising  to  a 
sick  squeak,  but  she  said  no  more  to  him.  It  was 
not  true  what  she  said,  that  her  cousins  were  waiting 
to  fall  upon  the  Castle,  though  they  would  well  have 
done  it  on  the  next  morning  or  in  two  days'  time. 
But  the  lawyer  did  not  know  that  it  was  not  true  and 
so  he  shivered  and  went  away. 

A  little  later  there  came  Henry  Vesey  of  Wall 
Houses,  the  evil  knight  that  was  brother  to  Sir 
Symonde.  He  had  a  red  nose,  a  roving  eye  and 
staggered  a  little.  He  affected  a  great  gravity,  but  she 
laughed  at  him.  His  cloak  was  monstrous  and  of 
green,  slit  all  down  the  great  sleeves  to  show  the  little 
coat  of  purple  damask.  His  shirt  was  wrought  up 
into  a  frill  very  low  down  in  his  neck,  so  that  it 
showed  much  of  his  chest,  and  in  his  stiff  biretta  of 
scarlet  he  had  a  jewel  of  scarlet  that  held  five  white 
feathers.  His  hair,  which  was  reddish,  fell  almost  to 
his  shoulders,  for  he  affected  very  much  to  be  in 
the  fashions  of  his  time — more  than   most  lordings 
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and  knights  of  that  part.  And,  indeed,  the  Lady 
Margaret  considered  him  a  very  proper,  impudent 
gentleman. 

"Cousin  Meg!" — he  began,  and  then  he  stam- 
mered with  the  liquor  that  was  in  him.  But  he 
achieved  again  an  owlish  gravity  and  a  sweet  reason. 
His  proposition  was  that,  still,  she  should  marry  the 
Decies  and  that  he  himself  would  wed  the  Lady 
Rohtraut  so  that  he  could  defend  her  interests  the 
better.  And  so  they  could  all  live  there  comfortably 
together,  for  it  was  better  to  live  in  one  great  family 
than  scattered  here  and  there.  The  Lady  Margaret 
was  already  laughing,  but  he  continued  with  a  great 
gravity,  that,  as  for  the  Decies,  he  loved  her  so 
desperately  he  did  not  dare  to  come  nigh  her,  but, 
now  he  had  no  need  to  conceal  it,  was  rolling  about 
the  carpet  in  the  great  hall,  bellowing  with  the  pain  of 
his  passion. 

"  Well,  I  have  been  aware  of  it  this  many  months," 
the  lady  said,  "  and  it  is  a  very  comfortable  love  that 
will  not  let  him  come  nigh  me.  I  pray  it  may 
continue." 

At  that  Vesey  of  Wall  Houses  fell  to  laughing. 

He  tried  to  explain  that  he  had  come  to  her  with 
the  idea  that  she  might  be  more  apt  to  wed  the 
Decies  if  she  knew  that,  by  his  wedding  the  Lady 
Rohtraut,  the  Castle  should  have  for  its  head  and 
guidance,  such  a  sober,  answerable,  prudent  and 
valorous  head  as  himself. 

"  So  the  cage  of  apes  made  the  parrot  their 
captain  when  they  went  a-sailing  to  the  Indies,"  she 
said,  and  then  he  laughed  altogether. 

"Nay,  indeed  Meg,  sweetmouthed  Meg,"  he  said, 
"  will   ye   still   keep   troth  to  the  monstrous  wicked, 
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idolatrous,  blaspheming  lording  called  Lovell  that, 
dances  with  fair  naked  witches  and  all  the  other 
horrid  things  that  we  would  all  do  if  we  could  ? 
Consider  your  wretched  soul  !  " 

But  his  liquorish  manner  showed  that  he  believed 
nothing  of  that  witches'  dance,  and  indeed  he  was 
pretty  sure  that  the  Young  Lovell  had  been  carried 
off  by  the  outlaw  Elliotts  that  had  been  seen  near 
that  place,  and  that  he  would  return  and  send  them 
ransom. 

"Friend  Henry,"  the  Lady  answered,  "good  Sir 
Henry,  if  my  love,  who  is  a  gallant  gentleman,  would 
not  dance  and  courteously  devise  with  beautiful 
women,  naked  or  how  they  were,  I  should  think  the 
less  of  him  supposing  they  entreated  it.  But  I  do 
not  believe  that  he  did  this  thing  such  as  the  calling 
up  of  succubi,  however  fair,  since  his  desire  for  me 
only  was  so  great,  and  that  ye  well  wis." 

"  Ah  well,"  the  Vesey  sighed,  "  sweet  mouth  that 
ye  are,  if  it  was  I  that  had  the  ordering  of  this  Castle  I 
should  not  let  you  go  so  easily." 

"  That  I  well  believe  and  take  it  kindly,"  the  lady 
said. 

"  But,  being  as  it  is,"  he  continued,  "  the  poltroons, 
my  brother  and  Cullerford  and  their  wives  and  the 
Decies  and  the  lawyer  tremble  so  at  the  thought  of 
your  kinsmen  camped  on  Budle  Crags  that  they  are 
minded  to  open  the  gates  on  this  pretty  bird.  But 
well  I  know  that  it  is  a  lie,  though  they  will  not  hear 
me. 

"  In  truth  there  is  a  monstrous  great  host  awaits 
the  waving  of  my  kerchief,"  she  said,  "  with  nine 
culverins  planted  there  and  all  ;  and  ye  know  what 
the  culverins  did  to  Bamburgh  ?" 
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He  closed  one  eye  slowly  and  then  he  sighed. 

"  Well,  I  must  take  you  down,"  he  said,  "lama 
reckless  devil,  woe  is  me,  and  if  there  are  no 
Widdringtons  and  the  rest  there  now,  I  know  that 
Wall  Houses  would  burn  to-morrow  and  I  should 
hang  when  they  caught  me.  .  .  .  But  oh,  I  repent  me 
to  let  you  go.  .  .  ."  And  he  regarded  her  with  very 
amorous  and  melancholy  laughing  eyes. 

"  Friend  Henry,"  she  laughed,  u  if  you  will  open 
the  doors  for  me,  for  me,  for  your  good  behaviour  you 
may  kiss  me  twice,  once  here  and  once  at  the  gate,  for 
I  dare  say,  if  the  truth  be  known,  though  you  are  too 
much  drunk  to  be  clear  and  not  drunk  enough  to  speak 
the  truth,  you  are  more  the  friend  of  mc  and  of  my  love 
than  any  here." 

"  Well,  they  are  a  curst  crew,"  he  said,  "  and  I 
will  not  hang  with  them  ;  only,  where  there  are 
pickings  I  must  have  my  poke,  and  that  is  good 
Latin." 

So,  approaching  and  lifting  his  legs,  as  high  as  he 
might  in  the  politer  fashion  of  the  day,  though  once 
in  his  progress  he  fell  against  the  wall,  he  took  her  by 
the  hand  and  kissed  her  on  the  cheek.  She  said  she 
wondered  how  a  man  could  make  himself  smell  so  like 
a  beast  with  wine,  and  so  he  led  her  forth  from  the 
room,  after  he  had  waved  away  the  guards  and  after 
she  had  taken  leave  of  the  Lady  Rohtraut  who  spoke 
never  a  word.  And  that  was  as  much  as  Elizabeth 
Campstones  knew  of  her  at  that  time,  except  that  she 
promised  not  to  rest  a  night  in  bed  until  she  had 
roused  all  the  Dacres  of  the  North  to  come  to  her 
aunt's  assistance. 

But  afterwards  Elizabeth  heard  that  the  Vesey  of 
Wall  Houses  had  conducted  the  lady  very  courteously, 
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not  only  to  the  gate,  but,  having  found  her  a  horse  and 
guards,  to  her  very  tower  of  Glororem.  And  on  the 
way  he  gave  her  very  good  counsel  as  to  how  she 
should  aid  her  aunt.  But  that  had  proved  a  very 
difficult  matter,  for  the  Dacres  themselves,  in  those 
disturbed  and  critical  times,  lay  under  such  clouds  of 
suspicion  that  the  best  of  them  were  detained  in 
London  near  the  King  and  his  court ;  so  that,  if  they 
were  not  actually  in  the  Tower  or  some  other  prison, 
they  might  as  well  have  been.  As  for  coming  to  rescue 
the  Lady  Rohtraut  by  force,  they  could  not  do  it  and, 
as  for  aiding  her  by  any  process  of  law,  that  was  a 
matter  well-nigh  impossible  for  its  slowness  and  be- 
cause the  Knight  of  Cullerford  had  stolen  all  her  deeds 
and  titles.  Moreover,  all  the  middle  part  of  Yorkshire 
was  in  a  state  of  rebellion,  so  that  it  was  very  difficult 
for  messengers  to  come  through,  either  the  one  way 
or  the  other.  It  is  true  that  a  lawyer  from  Durham 
came  to  the  Castle  and  sought  an  interview  with  the 
lady  on  behalf  of  the  Prince  Palatine,  but  they  pelted 
him  from  the  archway  with  dung  at  first  and  then 
with  flint-stones  so  that  they  never  heard  what  his 
errand  was.  And  although  many  in  that  neighbour- 
hood would  gladly  have  set  upon  the  Castle  and 
sacked  it,  it  was  difficult  to  find  a  leader  and  head. 
For  the  Percy  was  afraid,  not  knowing  how  the  law 
was  or  how  he  should  best  please  the  King,  and  the 
Nevilles  were  in  the  South,  so  that  there  was  no  one 
left  of  great  eminence. 

The  Lady  Margaret  and  some  young  squires  of 
degree  raised  a  force  of  a  couple  of  hundred  or  so  and 
began  to   march   on    the    Castle.      But   before   they 
reached  it  the  men-at-arms  repented,  saying  that  they 
would  not  be  led  by  a  woman  and  a  parcel  of  beardless 
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boys  ;  and  when  the  Lady  Margaret  beat  them  with 
a  whip  these  men  shrugged  their  shoulders  and  rode 
back  the  faster  to  their  homes.  She  had  two  of 
them  led  to  the  gallows  and  the  ropes  round  their 
necks  till  they  fell  on  their  knees  and  sued  pardons. 
But  that  did  not  mend  things  much  and  there  the 
business  sat. 

The  Lady  Rohtraut  came  to  herself  one  night  and 
knew  it  was  no  dream.  And  she  would  have  letters 
written  to  the  Lord  of  Croy  in  Germany,  that  was 
her  mother's  father,  that  he  might  come  to  her  rescue. 
And  no  doubt  he  would  have  sent  ships,  though  he 
was  a  very  ancient  man.  He  was  a  mighty  prince, 
and  had  taken  prisoner,  in  the  old  time,  Edward  Dacre, 
the  Lady  Rohtraut's  father,  in  a  battle  that  his 
suzerain  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  who  was  of  uncertain 
mind,  fought  against  the  English  in  Flanders.  So, 
waiting  in  the  Castle  for  his  ransom  to  come,  Edward 
Dacre  loved  the  Duke's  daughter,  the  Princess 
Rohtraut,  and  was  beloved  by  her.  And,  at  the 
intercession  of  the  Talbot,  for  the  better  soldering  of 
a  new  friendship  between  the  English  and  the 
Burgundians,  the  Duke,  though  sorely  against  his  will, 
had  given  his  daughter  to  Edward  Dacre,  he  being 
made  a  baron  of  England  on  the  day  of  the  wedding. 
Her  mother,  the  Princess  Rohtraut,  was  still  alive  and 
lived  with  her  son,  the  Lord  Dacre,  in  London.  But 
between  mother  and  daughter  there  was  a  lawsuit 
about  some  of  these  very  lands  that  her  daughters 
sought  to  take  from  her,  and  in  that  way  there  was 
no  commerce  between  them. 

Thus  it  was  that  the  Lady  Rohtraut  was  very 
haughty,  and  would  in  no  way  submit  to  the  impor- 
tunities of  her  daughters  and  their  husbands,  for  she 
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had  the  pride  of  the  Dacres  and  of  a  Princess  of 
Low  Germany.  The  daughters  would  still  have  had 
her  marry  the  Vesey  of  Wall  Houses,  so  that  they 
might  have  the  management  of  her  properties,  but 
she  answered  that  for  nothing  in  the  world  would  she 
do  that  thing,  and  that  it  would  be  to  give  them  both 
to  Satan.  She  had  the  right  to  an  annual  dower  of 
3,000  French  crowns  and  to  all  the  furnishings  that 
had  been  taken  by  her  husband,  upon  their  marriage, 
from  her  Castle  at  Cramlinton,  as  well  as  her  houses  at 
Plessey  and  Killingworth.  And  she  had  the  right  to 
enter  again,  her  husband  being  dead,  into  the 
possession  and  administration  of  those  places  as  well 
as  of  her  lands  by  Morpeth. 

She  was  minded  to  live  as  a  proud  and  wealthy 
dowager  and  she  was  not  minded  to  abate  one  jot  of 
her  rights  and  possessions  to  buy  her  freedom,  though 
her  daughters  and  their  husbands  came  day  by  day 
and  clamoured  to  her  to  do  it. 

So  there  abode,  like  a  prisoner  in  that  little  room, 
the  Lady  Rohtraut  till  that  hour.  All  of  her  servants 
were  driven  away  from  her,  and  she  had  only 
Elizabeth  Campstones  to  dress  and  undress  her  :  and 
of  linen  she  had  so  little  that  the  old  woman  must 
come  forth  and  wash  it  every  three  days.  And, 
when  she  brought  it  forth,  the  daughters  searched  it 
into  the  very  seams  to  see  that  there  was  no  letter  to 
the  Duke  of  Croy  or  to  the  Dacres  concealed  within 
it.  And  the  Lady  Rohtraut  fell  ill,  and  she  thought 
her  daughters  had  poisoned  her  with  a  fig  laid  down 
in  honey,  till  the  doctor  cured  her  with  another  such 
fig,  the  one  poison,  if  it  were  a  poison,  driving  out  the 
other. 


PART    II 


So  the  Young  Lovell  sat  listening  to  the  old  Elizabeth 
in  the  sun  that  grew  hottish  amongst  the  flowering 
bushes.  He  thought  to  himself  nigh  all  the  time, 
and  still  every  second  thought  was  of  that  lady. 

His  thoughts  went  like  this — 

There  could  be  no  doubt  that  the  law  would  not 
help  him  to  retake  his  Castle  ;  but  he  longed  for  her 
red,  crooked,  smiling  lips.  He  must  therefore  get  to- 
gether a  band  and  besiege  that  place  ;  and  at  the 
thought  of  climbing  through  a  breach  in  great  towers 
whilst  the  cannon  spoke  and  the  fascines  fell  into  the 
ditches,  arrows  clittered  on  harness,  greek  fire  rustled 
down,  and  the  great  banners  drooped  over  the 
tumult,  his  blood  leapt  for  a  moment.  But  her  hair 
he  remembered  in  its  filaments  and  it  blotted  out 
the  blue  sea  that  lay  below  his  feet  and  was  more 
golden  than  the  gold  of  the  broom  flowers  and  the 
gorse  that  surrounded  him.  He  thought  that,  first,  he 
must  have  the  sanction  of  the  Bishop  Palatine  and 
his  absolution  from  any  magic  he  might  in  innocence 
have  witnessed  ;  but,  in  longing  for  her  queer  smile, 
he  could  scarcely  keep  from  springing  to  his  feet. 
He  knew  he  must  be  moving  over  the  hills,  but  the 
remembrance   of  her  crossed  breasts  with  her  girdle 
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kept  him  languishing  there  in  the  hot  sun  as  if  his 
limbs  had  lost  their  young  strength. 

So,  when  the  old  woman  had  finished  her  story, 
she  sat  looking  at  him  with  a  queer  glance.  He 
spoke  no  word  until  she  could  not  but  say — 

"Master,  where  did  ye  bide?  Was  it  with  the 
bonny  witch-wives  ?  " 

He  contemplated  her  face  cxpressionlessly. 
11  Tell  me  truly,  old  woman,"  he  said,  "  where  will 
ye  say  that  I  did  bide,  to  save  my  name  ?  "  for  he 
knew  that  this  old  woman  could  tell  a  very  good  tale. 
"  I  will  say  Gib  Elliott  took  ye  up  into  Chevyside 
and  held  ye  there  in  an  old  tower,  till  a  scrivener  of 
Embro'  could  be  found  to  take  your  bond  for  a 
thousand  marks.  And  ye  shall  send  fifty  crowns  to 
Gib  by  me — he  was  my  mother's  sister's  foster  son — 
and  he  shall  say  that  so  it  was." 

"  Say  even  that,"  he  answered,  without  either  joy 
or  sorrow  in  his  tone. 

"  Oh  my  fair  son,"  she  cried  out  in  an  unhappy 
and  lamenting  voice,  "  I  knew  ye  had  been  among 
the  witch-wives ;  and  shall  your  face,  a  young 
comely  face  of  a  golden  lording.  ..." 
"  What  ails  my  face  ? "  he  asked. 
"  Sirs,"  she  cried  out,  "  his  face  is  like  the  very 
still  water  of  old  grey  rock-pools,  with  no  dancing 
before  the  wind  and  sun." 

"  Even  let  it  be  so,"  he  answered. 
"  Ay,  ye  are  in  a  worse  case  than  your  dad,"  she 
cried.     "  All  the  Ruthvens  had  these  traffics." 
He  looked  at  her  hardly. 

"  My  brother  Decies  was  a  witch's  son  ? "  he 
odid.  "  That  was  my  father's  sin  that  sent  him 
roaming  ?  " 
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"  Of  a  witch  that  dressed  as  a  nun  and  stole  into 
a  convent,"  she  said,  and  rocked  herself  woefully 
where  she  sat  beside  her  washing  board  at  the  edge 
of  the  pool.  "They  found  witch  marks  upon  her. 
They  should  have  drowned  the  child,  but  he  took 
it  by  force  and  with  great  oaths  and  sent  it  into 
foreign  shires.     And  that  made  his  sin  the  heavier." 

"Ah,  well ! "  the  Young  Lovell  said. 

"You  RufTyns,"  the  old  woman  went  on  lamenting, 
"  for,  call  yourselves  never  so  much  Lovells,  Ruthvens 
ye  will  remain,  and  ye  are  never  of  this  countryside 
but  of  the  Red  Welsh  or  the  Black  Welsh  or  of  some 
heathen  countryside.  And  always  ye  have  had  truck 
with  witches  and  warlocks.  The  first  of  ye  that 
came  into  these  parts  was  your  grandfather's  father 
and  he  had  a  black  stone,  like  a  coal  but  not  like 
a  coal.  That  was  given  him  by  a  witch  that  loved 
him,  as  she  went  on  the  way  to  the  faggots,  for  they 
burnt  her.  And  without  it,  how  could  he  have  made 
his  marvellous  booties,  riding  thro'  the  land  of 
France,  from  how  'twas  to  how  'twas,  and  sacking  the 
marvellous  rich  and  walled  cities  ?  And  I  had 
thought  to  have  saved  you  from  these  hussies,  seeing 
that  you  might  well  be  of  a  better  race,  your  mother 
being  of  a  German  house  and  the  Almains,  as  all  the 
world  tells,  being  foul  and  dirty  in  their  lives,  but 
almighty  pious  so  that  nine  crucifixes  in  ten  that  we 
buy  come  from  there.  Therefore  as  you  came  first 
from  your  mother's  womb  I  put  the  fat  of  good 
bacon  in  your  mewling  mouth,  and  your  sleeves  I  tied 
with  green  ribbons,  and  I  took  you  to  the  low  shed 
in  the  tennis  court  and  rolled  you  down  the  roof — 
and  the  one  thing  should  have  saved  you  from  the 
fiends  and  the  other  from  the  witches,  and  the  third 

G 


82  THE  YOUNG   LOVELL         part  ii 

even  from  the  fairy  people.  And  these  things  are 
older  than  holy  water,  though  you  had  enough  of 
that.  .  .  ." 

"  May  it  save  me  yet !  "  the  Young  Lovell  said. 
11  But  what  I  now  have  to  consider  is  how  to  take  my 
mother  from  these  people  and  to  get  back  what  is 
mine  own." 

"  Aye,"  the  old  woman  said,  "  you  were  ever  a 
good  child  to  your  mother  ;  therefore  I  had  hopes  of 
you.  For  your  sisters,  they  were  all  black  Ruffyns, 
bitter  and  so  curst  that  they  had  no  need  for  resort  to 
the  powers  of  evil  to  help  them." 

"  Tell  me  truly  now,  old  woman,"  her  master  said, 
"  how  long  may  my  mother  live  and  abide  the  treat- 
ment that  she  now  has  and  not  die  ?  " 

"  Ah,"  the  old  woman  lamented,  "  how  altered  is 
now  her  estate  from  what  it  was,  who  had  the  finest 
bower  that  was  to  see  in  the  North  Country  !  Not 
a  Percy  lady  nor  any  Neville  nor  any  mistress  of  a 
Canon  of  Durham  had  such  a  one.  Remember  the 
great  red  curtains  there  were  to  the  bed,  and  the 
painted  windows  that  showed  the  story  of  the  man 
without  a  coat.  And  the  great  chest  carved  with 
curliecues  from  Flanders,  and  the  other  chest  with  the 
figures  of  holy  kings,  and  the  third  that  was  from 
Almain  and  stood  as  high  as  my  head  upon  twisted 
pillars  and  had  angels  holding  candles  at  each  corner. 
And  for  what  was  in  the  chest — the  stores  of  gowns, 
the  furs  of  zibelline  and  of  marten,  the  golden 
chains  joining  diamond  to  diamond  and  pearl  to 
pearl !  .  .  .  And  now  she  lieth  upon  a  little  pallet, 
and  here,  upon  these  bushes,  is  drying  all  the  linen 
that  she  hath.  The  one  gown  of  scarlet  is  all  that 
there  is  for  her  back,  except  for  the  great  slit  coat 
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that  they  have  given  her  for  fear  that  she  die  of  the 
cold.  And  her  little  dog  Butterfly  is  all  that  she  hath 
for  comfort,  that  sits  in  her  sleeve.  .  .  .  But  yet  I 
think  she  will  not  die,  and  it  is  certain  that  none  of 
them  wish  her  death  that  should  bring  against  them 
the  mighty  house  of  Dacre  to  have  her  heritage. 
But  day  after  day  they  come  in,  now  one,  now  two, 
now  three  and  cry  out  upon  her  with  great  and 
curious  words  seeking  to  gar  her  give  them  her  lands 
and  render  up  her  yearly  dower.  And  so  she  sits 
still ;  and  sometimes  she  gives  them  back  hard  words, 
but  most  often  she  says  no  more  than  that  they  shall 
give  her  her  due  and  let  her  go.  And  so  they  rave 
all  the  more.  But  I  do  not  think  that  she  will 
die.  .      ." 

"And  has  she  never  sent  word  to  her  own  mother?" 
the  Young  Lovell  asked,  "  I  think  that  ancient  dame 
could  do  more  than  another  to  save  her." 

"  I  think  she  is  too  proud,"  the  old  woman  said. 
"Of  the  Duke  of  Croy  she  has  spoken  often  enough, 
but  of  her  mother  never  one  word,  so  that,  God  forgive 
me,  I  had  forgotten  that  she  had  that  mother  though 
it  was  in  her  house  I  saw  the  first  of  God  His  good 
light  three  score  and  twelve  years  was.  For  you 
know  that  these  ladies  have  never  spoken  together 
nor  written  broad  letters  since  your  grandfather 
Dacre  died,  and  your  father,  on  the  day  the  funeral 
was,  was  sacking  the  castles  and  houses  that  were 
your  mother's  inheritance.  And  the  old  lady  thought 
they  should  have  been  hers  ;  so  that  to  this  day  she 
is  wealthy  enough  in  gold  but  hath  little  or  no  land 
and  dwells  in  but  a  moderate  house  in  the  Bailey  at 
Durham,  though  when  her  son,  the  Dacre,  is  in 
London  she  is  mostly  there  herself." 
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The  Young  Lovell  stood  up  upon  his  legs. 

"Then  if  there  is  no  great  haste  to  save  my 
mother's  life,"  he  said,  "it  is  the  better.  I  would  else 
very  well  have  hastened  to  get  together  twenty  or 
thirty  lusty  bachelors  and  so  we  might  have  burst 
into  this  Castle  of  mine.  But  if  my  mother  may  stay 
out  a  fortnight  or  a  month  it  is  the  better.  For  I  will 
get  together  money  and  a  host  and  cannon  and  so  we 
may  make  sure." 

"  Ay,"  the  old  woman  said,  u  but  hasten  all  ye  may 
for  the  sake  of  Richard  Bek  and  Robert  Bulmer." 

"  Now  tell  me  truly  what  is  this  ? "  her  master 
asked. 

The  old  woman  burst  out  into  many  ejaculations 
how  that  with  the  haste  and  her  master's  strange  looks 
she  did  not  know  what  she  had  told  him  and  what 
she  had  missed  out. 

Certain  it  was  that  Richard  Bek,  Robert  Bulmer, 
and  Bertram  Bullock  held  the  White  Tower  for  him, 
the  Young  Lovell.  The  others  could  not  come  to 
them  for  the  White  Tower  stood  on  a  rock  twenty 
yards  from  the  Castle  and  joined  to  it  by  such  a 
narrow  stone  bridge  that  it  was,  as  it  were,  a  citadel. 
It  could  stand  fast  though  all  the  rest  of  the  Castle 
should  be  taken,  having  been  devised  for  that  purpose. 
Richard  Bek  and  Robert  Bulmer,  poor  squires,  or 
almost  of  the  degree  of  yeomen,  had  always  been 
captains  of  the  White  Tower  and  in  it  the  dead  Lord 
Lovell  had  kept  his  marvellous  store  of  gold — as  much 
as  four  score  thousand  French  crowns,  more  or  less — 
and  all  these  were  theirs  still,  with  such  strong 
cannon  as  might  well  batter  down  the  Castle  ;  only 
Richard  Bek  would  not  do  this.  And  to  him  there 
had  resorted  from  time  to  time  certain  strong  fellows 
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that  were  still  faithful  to  their  master,  creeping  in  the 
night  along  the  narrow  bridge  into  the  tower  .  .  . 
such  as  Richard  Raket,  the  Young  Lovell's  groom 
that  had  lost  his  teeth  at  the  fight  of  Kenchie's 
Burn.  There  might  be  a  matter  of  twenty-five  of 
them  that  held  it  and  victualled  it  by  boats  from  the 
sea  at  night. 

"  Old  woman,"  the  Young  Lovell  said,  "  ye  keep 
the  best  wine  for  the  last,  but  ye  have  our  Lord's 
warrant  for  that." 

So  he  got  slowly  up  and  put  the  bit  in  the  mouth 
of  Hamewarts,  that  had  been  grazing,  and  when  he 
was  on  that  horse's  back  he  looked  down  on  Elizabeth 
Campstones  and  said — 

"  Old  woman,  tell  me  truly,  shall  I  take  thee  with 
me  upon  this  great  horse  ;  for  I  think  my  kin  will  very 
surely  hang  thee  for  having  talked  and  walked  with 
me  ? " 

She  looked  up  at  him  with  a  surly,  sideways 
gaze. 

"Ah,  gentle  lording,"  she  said,  "  if  I  may  not  with 
my  tongue  save  my  neck  from  thy  sisters  and  their 
men  I  may  as  well  go  hang,  for  my  occupation  will 
be  gone."  He  left  her  straining  a  twisted  and  wet 
clout  over  the  dark  pool. 

When  he  came  to  the  high  uplands  where  there 
was  some  heather,  he  saw  a  man  with  a  grey  coat  with 
a  hood,  and  as  soon  as  that  man  was  aware  of  him, 
he  went  away  with  great  bounds  like  a  hare,  but 
casting  his  arms  on  high  as  he  sprang.  The  Young 
Lovell  was  well  accustomed  to  that  stretch  of  land. 
It  was  full  of  soft,  boggy  places  and  he  knew  there- 
fore that  that  man  had  some  money  in  his  poke  and 
desired    to    betake    himself  where    no   horse    could 
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follow.  But  because  the  Young  Lovell  knew  that  land 
so  well,  he  threaded  Hamcwarts  between  bog  and 
soft  places,  calling  the  notes  of  the  chase  to  hasten 
him.  Thus  the  great  horse  breathed  deep  and  made 
large  bounds.  And  the  Young  Lovell  thought  that 
times  were  not  all  that  they  should  be  when  every 
footman  must  run  from  every  gentle  upon  a  horse 
and  upon  Lovell  ground.  For  either  that  man  was 
a  felon,  which  was  not  unlike,  or  he  feared  that  the 
gentleman  should  rob  him,  which  was  more  likely 
still.  The  Young  Lovell  was  resolved  that  these 
things  should  be  brought  to  better  order  on  his  lands, 
for  he  would  fine,  hang,  or  cut  the  ears  off  every  felon 
of  simple  origin  that  was  there.  To  the  gentle 
robbers  too,  he  would  not  be  very  easy,  though  this 
was  not  so  light  an  enterprise,  since  most  of  them 
would  prove  to  be  his  cousins  or  not  much  further  off. 
Still,  they  could  go  harry  the  false  Scots. 

In  five  minutes  he  was  come  up  to  that  man  in 
grey,  and  that  man  cast  himself  at  first  on  his  knees 
in  the  heather  and  then  on  his  face,  for  his  sides 
were  nearly  burst  with  running  and  leaping.  The 
Young  Lovell  sat  still  and  looked  down  upon  the  hind, 
for  he  was  never  a  lord  of  much  haste.  And  after- 
wards, the  man,  with  his  face  still  among  the  heather, 
for  he  was  afraid  to  look  at  death  that  might  be  ready 
for  him — this  man  fumbled  for  the  grey  woollen  poke 
that  lay  under  him.     He  pushed  it  out  and  bleated — 

"  I  have  but  three  shillings  ;  "  and  when  the  Young 
Lovell  asked  him  how  he  came  by  his  three  shillings, 
he  said  that  he  was  bound  for  Belford  neat's  fair  to 
buy  him  a  calf. 

44  Then  I  wager  two  cow's  tails,"  the  Young  Lovell 
said,  "  Hugh  Raket,  you  owe  me  those  shillings  ;   for 
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such  a  knave  as  you,  for  docking  me  of  my  dues,  I 
have  never  known.  You  should  pay  me  twelve 
pence  and  five  hens  and  three  days'  labour  a  year — 
yet  when  did  you  pay  my  sire  even  the  half  of  the 
hens  in  one  year?  " 

This  Hugh  Raket  turned  himself  right  over  upon 
his  back  and  setting  his  arm  above  his  head  to  shield 
his  eyes  from  the  sun  he  gazed  upwards  at  the  rider's 
head.     His  jaw  fell  though  he  lay  down. 

"  If  I  am  no  Scot,"  he  said,  "  ye  are  the  Young 
Lovcll." 

"  I  am  Lord  Lovell,"  he  got  his  answer,  "  get  up 
and  kiss  my  foot,  for  that  is  your  duty." 

He  looked  down  at  the  man  whilst  he  did  his 
homage  and  said  with  an  aspect  of  grimness : 

"  Ay,  Hugh  Raket,  if  you  were  not  my  horse-boy's 
brother  you  would  be  a  poorer  man  and  I  a  richer !  " 

The  man  looked  up  at  his  lord  with  an  impudent 
shade  on  his  face  that  had  a  thin  beard.  It  was  true 
that  he  had  not  many  times  done  either  suit  or 
service  since  the  field  of  Kenchie's  Burn,  for  so  surely 
did  a  Court  Baron  come  round  so  surely  would  Hugh 
Raket  be  away  on  the  hills  after  a  strayed  sow  or 
goose,  and  Richard,  his  brother,  would  beg  him  off 
from  the  Young  Lovell.  Nevertheless,  from  time  to 
time,  the  Young  Lovell  would  take  a  couple  or  two 
of  hens  from  him  by  force,  for  this  was  a  very 
impudent  family,  and  if  they  had  the  land  scot-free 
and  lot-free  for  a  few  years  they  were  such  fellows  as 
would  swear  it  was  their  free-holding — gay  fellows 
they  were,  both  brothers,  but  they  had  always  a  wet 
mouth  for  the  main  chance : 

"  Friend  Raket,"  his  lord  said  now,  "  that  you  are 
a  very  capable  cozener  I  have  known  very  well  ever 
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since  your  brother  aided  me  upon  the  field.  But,  if 
you  are  upon  Belfordtrod,  catch  you  hold  of  my 
stirrup  leather  and  you  may  have  its  aid  as  far  as 
that  town  is.  And,  if  hidden  hereabouts — for  you 
hold  this  land  of  me — you  have  any  sword  or  cross- 
bow or  pike  or  such  arms  as  naughty  knaves  like  you 
are  forbidden  to  have,  you  may  go  dig  it  up  and 
bring  it  to  me  and  I  will  look  the  other  way.  For, 
since  I  came  out  of  my  prison  I  have  no  arms  at  all, 
and  it  is  not  meet  or  seemly  that  I  should  ride 
unarmed." 

The  husbandman  looked  keenly  at  his  lord  ;  for, 
since  Bosworth  Field,  the  King  had  ordered  that  none 
of  the  simple  people,  unless  they  bought  a  licence  at 
the  cost  of  one  pound  English,  should  carry  more 
arms  than  a  short  knife. 

" Friend  Raket,"  his  lord  said,  "I  think  I  can  find 
thy  arms  as  well  as  thou  canst,  for  well  I  know  this 
terrain,  and  they  lie  in  a  stone  chest  over  beside  that 
holed  rock.  But,  if  you  will  fetch  them  for  me,  giving 
me  the  sword  and  carrying  for  me  the  crossbow  and 
for  thyself  the  pike,  I  will  call  thee  my  man-at-arms, 
and  so  you  shall  have  licence  to  keep  all  the  arms 
you  will  in  your  own  steading,  which  shall  much 
comfort  you  when  you  think  of  the  false  Scots  in 
the  night-time."  And  at  that,  calling  out,  "  O  joy  !  " 
and  ducking  his  head  between  his  hands,  the  fellow 
ran  over  the  ling  to  a  great  stone  with  a  round  hole 
in  it  that  maidens  were  accustomed  to  pass  their 
hands  through  up  to  the  elbow  to  show  their  lovers  or 
bridegrooms  that  they  were  pure.  He  knelt  down 
beside  this  stone. 

The   Young    Lovell    sat    on    his    horse    in    the 
summer    weather.     He    gave    one    great    sigh    and 
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gazed  upon  the  blue  sea  behind  and  below  him 
and  the  green  plain  before  and  on  a  level.  The 
husbandman  came  back  to  him.  Upon  his  head  he 
had  a  cap  of  steel  ;  over  his  back  a  small  target  was 
slung ;  in  his  left  hand  he  held  a  pike  with  a  steel 
head  three  foot  long  and  armed  with  a  hook  such  as 
the  common  sort  use  in  battles  to  pull  knights  from 
off  their  horses.  Bundled  together  in  his  arms  were 
a  Genoese  cross-bow,  a  great  sword  and  a  little  dagger, 
whilst  slung  across  his  back  was  a  leather  bag  filled 
with  such  heavy  steel  quarrels  and  bolts  as  should 
fit  the  cross-bow.  These  arms  Hugh  Raket  and  his 
fellows  used  when  they  went  raiding  into  the  Scots 
or  the  Middle  or  the  Western  Marches ;  for  they 
cared  little  whom  they  journeyed  upon  ;  even,  when 
they  heard  that  the  Scots  marched  with  a  strong 
body  upon  Carlisle  or  the  Debateable  Lands  they 
would  take  a  hand  with  the  Scots  and  bring  back 
what  they  could. 

And  without  any  manner  of  doubt  these  arms — 
the  knight's  great  sword  and  dagger  which  were  a 
pair,  and  the  Genoese  bow — had  been  taken  in  a 
foray  when  the  Lord  Dacre  was  Warden  of  the 
Middle  Marches  and  had  some  Genoese  and  many 
gentlemen  to  help  him,  though  he  had  not  made 
much  of  it.  The  little  target  had  certainly  been 
taken  from  the  Scots,  for  it  was  such  a  one  as  the 
Murrays  and  the  Macleods  use,  being  not  much 
larger  than  a  cheese-top  with  many  bosses  and 
bubbles.  But  the  pike  and  the  steel  cap  this  fellow 
might  have  made  himself,  for  they  were  rude 
enough. 

He  stood  looking  up  at  his  lord  with  a  face  of 
anxious  roguery,  but  the  Young  Lovell  never  heeded 
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him  till  the  husbandman  spoke  ;  he  was  gazing  to 
northward  as  if  his  eyes  would  start  from  his  head. 

The  man  continued  watching  his  lord  and 
thinking  his  thoughts  as  to  where  that  lord  had 
been  until  he  spoke  and  asked  the  Young  Lovell 
whether  he  should  indeed  have  leave  to  bear  all 
these  weapons  and  be  a  man-at-arms.  The  Young 
Lovell  came  out  of  his  reverie  and  said  : 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  ye  shall  be  my  man-at-arms."  And 
then  he  said  :  "  Give  me  the  great  sword  and  the 
dagger.  I  will  make  them  serve  as  arms  enough  till 
we  come  to  Belford." 

The  bondsman  was  intent  upon  his  own  bargaining. 

"  Then  if  I  be  a  man-at-arms,"  he  said,  "  I  shall 
no  longer  be  a  bondsman." 

"  If  you  will  give  me  back  your  lands,  that  is  so," 
said  his  lord.  He  was  buckling  on  his  sword  and  he 
hung  the  dagger  from  the  belt.  He  drew  the  sword 
from  the  scabbard  to  see  that  it  was  not  rusted  in, 
and  it  came  out  very  easily,  for  it  had  been  lately 
greased. 

"  It  is  not  very  long  since  you  used  this  sword  in 
gentle  feats  of  arms,"  the  Young  Lovell  said. 

"  For  using  it,"  the  man  said,  "  I  will  not  say  that ; 
cudgels  and  stones  proved  enough." 

"  Well,  you  shall  tell  me,"  Young  Lovell  said. 
"  But  now  take  my  stirrup  leather  and  let  us  go  to 
Belford,  for  the  sun  is  high." 

The  man  took  the  stirrup,  and  whilst  he  ran 
lightly  beside  the  great  horse  over  the  ling  and  the 
mosshags  he  called,  a  little  coyly,  his  story  up  to  his 
lord.  It  was  a  long  tale,  or  he  made  it  so,  for  there 
was  a  great  deal  to  tell  as  to  how  a  Milburn  called 
Barty  of  the  Comb  and  Corbit  Jock  had  called  the 
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bondsmen  of  the  Castle  Lovell  together,  and  of  how 
they  had  said  that  in  the  absence  of  the  Young  Lovell 
they  would  pay  no  heriots,  nor  yet  hens,  nor  yet 
bolls  of  wheat.  So,  when  the  bailiff  of  the  Castle  had 
come  among  their  steadings  and  had  sought  to  take 
heriots  for  the  death  of  the  Lord  Lovell  and  tythes 
in  hens  and  pence,  they  had  greeted  him  at  first 
civilly  and  had  asked  to  see  the  charters  and  papers 
of  their  lands,  saying  that  that  was  the  custom  upon 
the  death  of  the  lord. 

That  had  occasioned  some  delay,  since  the 
charters  and  papers  had  all  been  taken  to  Cullerford, 
to  the  tower  of  Sir  Walter  Limousin  that  had  married 
the  Young  Lovell's  sister,  the  Lady  Isopel.  So  a 
strong  guard  was  sent  to  Cullerford  and  brought  the 
charters  back  for  the  time.  At  beat  of  drum  the 
charters,  customs,  the  number  of  the  rent-hens  and 
such  things  had  been  read  out  by  the  bailiff  and  the 
lawyer  called  Stone,  standing  upon  a  little  mound  at 
the  head  of  the  village.  From  here  these  things  had 
been  read  from  time  immemorial,  even  to  the  oldest 
ages  when  it  had  been  called  the  Wise  Men's  Talking- 
place.  The  lawyer  Stone  had  told  them  that  the 
heritage  of  the  old  Lovell  had  fallen  to  those  three, 
the  Decies,  called  now  Young  Lovell  and  the  husbands 
of  the  ladies  Isopel  and  Douce.  They  had,  the 
lawyer  read,  fyled  a  suit  against  the  late  Young 
Lovell  for  sorcery,  at  a  Warden's  Court  held  in  the 
Debateable  Land  on  St.  Mark's  Day  last  gone.  Since 
the  Young  Lovell  had  not  appeared,  that  bill  had 
been  fouled  and  those  three  had  taken  his  lands  and 
all  he  had.  And  the  lawyer  Stone,  standing  upon 
that  mound  had  bidden  them  go  back  to  their  byres 
and,  peaceably,  to  do  suit  and  service  and  pay  their 
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heriots  and  rent-hens  and  bolls  of  corn  and  the 
rest. 

Then  Barty  of  the  Comb  and  Corbit  Jock,  his 
friend,  and  Robert  Raket,  had  answered  for  the  other 
bondsmen  that  they  would  think  upon  it.  Then  the 
three  of  them  had  ridden  to  Lucker,  where  there  was 
a  lawyer  called  Shurstanes,  and  had  taken  counsel 
with  him.  So  when,  upon  the  morrow,  the  bailiff  of 
that  Castle  came  again,  those  three  cunning  ones  had 
met  him  courteously,  and  said  that,  for  a  suit  of 
sorcery,  a  Warden's  Court  could  not  foul  or  find  a 
bill.  It  must  go  before  a  court  of  the  Bishop 
Palatine.  They  had  great  respect  for  the  Lord 
Warden,  but  so  it  was  and  his  court  was  only  for 
raidings  in  the  Marches.  And  for  the  dispossession 
of  a  barony  that  could  only  be  tried  (after  the 
Bishop's  Court  in  Durham  had  found  a  true  bill  of 
sorcery)  in  an  assize  of  the  King's  justices  travelling, 
Alnwick  or  wheresoever  it  might  be.  And  any  such 
finding  of  the  assize  court  must  be  ratified  by  the 
most  dreadful  King  of  England  in  council  before 
ever  the  Young  Lovell  could  be  dispossessed  of  his 
lands. 

And  those  three  cunning  men  had  further 
answered  the  bailiff  that  they  were  very  willing  to 
pay  rent-hens  and  tythes  and  heriots  and  pence  and 
whatever  was  rightfully  to  be  had  of  them.  But  first 
they  must  be  assured  of  what  the  King  said  in  his 
council.  Else  the  Young  Lovell,  coming  again,  might 
have  it  all  of  them  a  second  time,  and  that,  being 
poor  men,  they  could  not  well  abide. 

Then  the  bailiff  went  back  to  the  Castle — he  was 
not  the  old  bailiff  of  the  Lord  Lovell  who  had  been 
cast  out  of  his  dwelling  in  the  King's  Tower  and  had 
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gone  to  live  at  Beal — but  it  was  a  new  bailiff  that  Sir 
Walter  Vesey  had  brought  from  Haltwhistle,  where 
he  had  been  a  surveyor's  clerk. 

But,  in  three  days,  the  bailiff  had  issued  again 
from  the  Castle  and  had  gone  to  the  byres  of  the 
poor  widow  of  Martin  Taylor,  having  about  him  ten 
pikemen  for  his  protection. 

Then  Barty  of  the  Comb  and  Corbit  Jock  and 
Richard  Raket  considered  that  if  this  thing  were 
done,  even  upon  the  poorest  of  them,  it  might  well 
serve  as  a  precedent.  They  had  called  together  all 
the  bondsmen  and  their  sons,  and  the  number  of 
sixty-seven  men  and  all  the  women  had  come,  being 
ninety  in  number,  and  the  more  noisy  because  it  was 
a  woman  and  a  widow  that  the  bailiff  sought  to 
oppress.  So  they  had  thrown  stones  at  the  pikemen 
who  were  bearing  off  the  widow's  donkey,  and  had 
broken  out  the  bailiff's  teeth,  and  driven  them  all 
back  to  the  Castle. 

And,  in  expectation  that  the  bailiff  should  come 
again  with  a  greater  force,  they  had  fetched  from 
their  hiding-places  all  their  arms,  and  had  them 
ready.  But  the  people  from  the  Castle  never  came 
again  ;  without  doubt  they  thought  they  were  not 
strong  enough  ;  the  bondsmen  of  Castle  Lovell  were 
all  very  notable  reivers  and  fighting  men. 

Thus,  if  Sir  Walter  and  Limousin  and  the  Decies 
came  out  with  such  forces  as  they  had,  it  was  very 
likely — nay  it  was  certain — that  the  men  who  were  in 
the  White  Tower  and  still  faithful  to  the  Young 
Lovell  would  issue  behind  them  into  the  Castle 
with  their  cannons,  and  so,  if  they  might  not  take 
the  Castle  they  might  at  least  set  free  the  Lady 
Rohtraut,  and  have  her  away  by  sea  ;  for  they  of  the 
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Castle  had  no  boats,  and  no  fisherman  would  help 
them. 

The  Young  Lovell  listened  as  attentively  as  he 
might  to  what  Hugh  Raket  had  to  say,  and,  at  the 
end  of  the  story,  they  were  come  to  the  hill  top  where 
the  heather  and  marshy  ground  ceased.  They  saw 
before  them  great  plains  of  green  grass  with  people 
going  about  everywhere,  and  there  getting  their  hay. 
And  a  little  way  away  there  were  going,  along  a 
trodden  road,  some  ten  armed  men  and  another 
amongst  them,  all  on  horseback. 

So  the  Lord  Lovell  kept  himself  apart,  but  sent 
Hueh  Raket  to  look  who  these  men  were  that  went 
abroad  upon  his  lands.  Before  him,  but  a  little  to 
the  right  was  the  town  of  Bel  ford,  but  the  monastery, 
with  its  great  church  and  its  great  tower  just  in 
building,  was  a  little  to  the  South,  near  the  wood 
called  Newlands.  Further  to  the  South  was  the 
little  hamlet  of  Lucker.  He  cast  his  eyes  behind 
him  and  he  frowned.  For,  apart  from  the  sea  and 
the  sky,  the  two  Castles  and  the  islands  set  in  foam, 
he  had  seen  mostly  the  square  tower  of  Glororum. 
A  little  company,  in  the  clear  weather,  were  riding 
out  of  this  tower,  and  there  the  Lady  Margaret 
dwelt.  It  seemed  a  weary  thought  to  him  since  he 
remembered  the  lady  with  the  crooked  smile. 

Hugh  Raket  came  back  to  him  and  said  that 
those  ten  men  rode  with  a  prisoner  that  had  been 
convicted  of  theft  in  the  Courts  of  the  Nevilles.  He 
had  appealed  to  the  Bishop's  Courts  in  Durham,  and 
so  they  were  taking  him  there.  Hugh  Raket  thought 
that  it  was  a  folly  to  make  such  matter  of  a  felon. 
Let  them  hang  him  to  the  first  tree  and  ride  back. 
For  this  appeal,  before  they  had  the  thief  strung  up, 
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should  cost  the  Neville  lord,  for  guards  and  victual 
and  horsemeat  and  harbouring,  nothing  less  than  ten 
pounds  which  was  a  great  sum  of  money,  and  a 
folly  too. 

He  was  of  opinion  that,  if  such  great  lords  as  the 
Nevilles  and  the  Darceys  and  the  Young  Lovell 
suffered  none  to  appeal  from  their  courts,  but  hung 
every  man  that  came  before  them,  it  would  be  much 
better  ;  for  then  there  would  be  none  of  this  monstrous 
outlay  that  was  for  ever  occurring,  and  the  great 
lords  could  excuse  their  poor  bondsmen  their  rent- 
hens  and  their  suit  and  service. 

The  Lord  Lovell  made  Hugh  Raket  tell  all  over 
again  his  story  of  how  they  had  contended  with  the 
bailiff.  For,  the  first  time,  he  had  not  been  very 
attentive.  But  now  he  bent  his  brows  firmly  on  the 
face  of  this  cunning  bondsman  and  gave  him  all  his 
mind.  And  then  it  speedily  appeared  to  him  that  it 
was  this  fellow  that  had  really  moved  in  the  resistance 
to  the  bailiff,  and  that  Barty  of  the  Comb  and  Corbit 
Jock  had  had  little  to  do  with  it,  for  they  were  simple, 
slow  fellows.  So  the  Young  Lovell  frowned  upon 
Hugh  Raket  and  called  him  a  naughty  knave,  for  the 
Young  Lovell  prized  good  order  in  his  dominions 
above  everything. 

The  bondsman  began  to  cry  out  then,  that  if  they 
had  paid  their  tributes,  heriots  and  what  not  to  the 
bailiff  of  the  false  pretenders,  they  would  have  none 
wherewith  to  pay  the  Young  Lovell's  bailiff  when  he 
came  in  turn  as  come  he  would. 

"  Now  are  you  a  very  naughty  fellow,"  the  Young 
Lovell  cut  into  his  outcry,  "for  well  ye  knew  ye 
thought  I  should  never  come  again,  but  was  away 
amongst  the  false    Scots  and  dead,  or  amongst  the 
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false  witches  and  worse.  So  yc  were  minded  to  escape 
all  your  suits  and  services  for  ever.  And,  for  the 
bailiff  of  a  great  lord,  proclaimed  with  drums  upon 
his  hill,  he  is  no  person  for  such  scum  and  vermin  as 
ye  are  to  protest  against,  or  against  whom  to  cry  out 
to  lawyers.  It  is  for  you  to  do  your  services  to  those 
whom  God  for  the  time  sees  fit  to  set  over  you,  and  to 
our  Lord  the  King  and  the  Prince  Bishop  and  the 
Lord  Warden  and  others.  For,  if  such  fellows  as  you 
are  to  question  whom  ye  shall  pay  and  whom  ye 
shall  not  pay,  what  peace  or  order  should  we  have  in 
these  my  lands  ?  Nay,  we  shall  see  ye  rise  up  against 
mine  own  bailiffs,  so  that,  by  God  His  sorrow,  I  must 
speedily  come  against  ye  with  fire  and  brands.  ..." 

The  Lord  Lovell  set  his  teeth  and  the  bondsman 
shrank  back.  Nevertheless,  he  mumbled  that  they 
were  very  poor  folk  and  could  never  pay  two  sets  of 
masters,  the  one  against  the  law  and  the  other  their 
rightful  lord. 

"  Sir,  you  lie,"  the  Lord  Lovell  said.  "  For  very 
well  ye  know  that  such  a  parcel  of  rich  scoundrels  are 
not  between  Tweed  and  Tyne.  For  my  Castle  is  a 
very  strong  Castle,  and  I  have  been  and  shall  be  to 
you  a  very  powerful  lord  at  whose  name  all  the  false 
Scots  do  tremble.  So  that,  from  the  shadow  of  that 
my  Castle,  ye  go  burning  and  reiving  into  Scotland 
and  the  Marches,  whereas  none  dare  ever  come  against 
ye  to  take  what  ye  have  by  right  or  what  ye  have 
falsely  stolen.  I  have  had  complaints  against  ye,  in 
my  father's  time,  that,  in  one  winter  season,  you  and 
Barty  of  the  Comb  and  the  other  Milburns  and  Jock 
Corbit  and  his  fellows  and  others  that  are  upon  my 
lands,  with  fellows  from  Haltwhistle,  and  God  only 
knows    where  or  under  whose    leadership  (though  I 
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think  it  was  a  Wharton  that  led  ye),  you  cast  down  or 
burned  ninety-two  towns,  towers,  stedes,  barnekyns, 
and  parish  churches  ;  ye  slew  one  hundred  and  seven 
Scots,  and  prisoners  taken  were  two  hundred  and 
nine,  who  were  ransomed  with  whitemail  and  black  ; 
2,700  horned  cattle  ye  took,  and  3,039  sheep,  along 
with  nags,  geldings,  goats,  swine  and  eight  hundred 
bolls  of  corn.  .  .  ." 

Hugh  Raket  mumbled  that  he  had  had  very 
little  of  all  this. 

"  Filthy  knave,"  his  lord  said,  "  I  know  not  what 
you  had  but  you  had  your  share,  you  and  Barty  of  the 
Comb  and  Jock  Corbit.  And  well  I  know  that  I 
was — God  help  and  save  me — surety  for  you  and  my 
other  men  at  the  Warden's  Court  where  complaint 
was  made  against  ye.  And  well  I  know  that  when 
ye  should  have  assoiled  yourselves  by  arms,  it  was  my 
armourer  that  had  made  the  arms  ye  wore,  and  so  war- 
like did  ye  appear  that  none  came  into  the  field 
against  ye,  the  complainers  being  mostly  Scots  widows 
that  ye  had  made.  God  keep  and  save  me !  now  I 
wish  I  had  never  done  those  things  for  you,  for  you 
came  away  with  no  bills  fouled  against  ye  and  ye  had 
the  Scots  horned  cattle,  and  black  and  white  mail, 
and  their  nags  and  geldings  and  goats,  and  so  ye 
have  waxed  fat,  and  would  rise  up  against  your 
betters." 

The  bondsman  was  silent,  deeming  that  the  better 
course  before  the  visible  anger  of  his  lord,  and  the 
Young  Lovell  continued  : 

"  If  ye  would  not  pay  your  just  dues  to  me  where 
then  should  ye  be  ?  If  it  were  not  for  the  fear  of  my 
name  how  should  you  be  safe  in  the  nights  ?  And 
how  may  I  make  my  name  feared  but  by  keeping  a 
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great  store  of  knights  and  men-at-arms  and  bondsmen 
and  my  Castle  very  strong  ?  Where  should  ye  be  if 
I  had  no  lead  upon  my  roofs,  and  the  rain  and  frost 
destroyed  my  towers  ?  Ye  would  be  men  undone, 
for  the  false  Scots  would  come  burning  and  slaying, 
and  the  Lords  Percy  should  take  all  ye  had,  and  the 
Bishops  Palatine  would  sell  ye  into  slavery.  So  I 
rede  ye  well,  pay  me  what  ye  owe  me,  or  I  will  be  in 
your  steads  and  barnekyns  a  very  burning  torch,  and 
upon  your  nags  and  geldings  a  death  rider  such  as  ye 
never  saw." 

The  bondsman  fell  upon  his  knees  before  his 
lord's  horse. 

"Ah  gentle  lording,"  he  cried  out,  "  God  forbid 
that  we  should  not  pay  ye  all  that  we  owe.  Then 
indeed  were  we  all  undone,  for  no  men  ever  had  lord 
so  gentle  and  so  kind." 

"Foul  knave,"  his  lord  said,  "I  know  that  if  by 
my  murder  ye  might  well  profit,  murder  me  ye  would, 
you  and  your  fellows  ;  but  ye  dare  not  for  fear  of  the 
Scots." 

The  bondsman  wept  and  groaned  with  his  hands 
held  up,  and  his  hood  fallen  from  his  face. 

"  Now,  by  God's  dreadful  grace,  that  is  not  so," 
he  cried.  "  For  if  I  would  have  murdered  ye — and  I 
tremble  at  that  word — might  I  not  have  done  so  even 
now,  when  I  had  the  arms  and  weapons  that  I 
surrendered  to  you  so  that  ye  might  have  killed  me  ? 
Ye  are  my  very  dread  lord,  and  well  I  know  it.  For 
I  have  sate  under  the  mass  priest  and  heard  his 
sermons,  and  well  I  know  how  that  the  lion  is  the 
symbol  and  token  of  Antichrist,  the  dragon  of  Satan, 
the  basilisk  of  death,  and  the  aspic  of  the  sinner  that 
shut  his  ears  to  the  teachings  of  life.     And  have  I  not 
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seen  all  these  trampled  beneath  the  feet  of  the  Saviour 
in  stone  set  upon  the  church  door?  And  shall  I  be 
like  unto  the  aspic  and  pass  from  life  to  hell  .  .  .  the 
aspic  that  shutteth  his  ears  ?  Alas,  no  !  I  do  know 
that  there  are  set  over  me,  God  and  the  Saints  and 
the  most  dreadful  King  Henry,  Seventh  of  that  name, 
and  the  Bishop  Palatine  and  the  Border  Warden  and 
the  monks  of  St.  Radigund.  But  before  all  these 
men  and  next  only  to  God,  comes  my  most  dread 
Lord  Lovell  of  the  Castle,  and  that  if  I  do  not  serve 
him  with  all  rights  and  dues,  fire  and  sword  will  be 
my  portion  in  this  life  or  else  the  barren  hillside  and 
hell-flame  in  after  time.  .  .  ." 

The  Lord  Lovell  said  : 

"  Well,  ye  have  learnt  your  lesson,  the  mass  priest 
has  taught  you  well." 

Then  the  crafty  bondsman,  seeing  that  his  lord's 
face  was  softened,  and  hoping,  by  means  of  his 
brother,  still  to  escape  his  due  payments,  sighed  and 
said  : 

"  I  would  indeed,  and  before  the  saints,  that  I 
must  give  greater  payments  to  my  lord  if  there  were 
none  to  other  people.  For  there  is  no  end  to  this 
payment  of  taxes  and  tithes.  No  sooner  is  my  lord's 
bailiff  gone  than  there  come  my  Lord  Warden's  men 
seeking  to  take  my  horse  for  the  King's  wars  in 
France — God  curse  that  Lord  Warden !  And  he 
gone,  comes  the  Bishop  Palatine's  bailiff  seeking 
payment  for  the  milling  of  my  corn  at  his  mills  on 
the  Wear  though  the  grists  were  all  my  own.  Then 
comes  the  prior  of  St.  Radigund's  for  a  half  tithe  ; 
then  Sir  John,  the  mass  priest,  for  a  whole.  Then 
there  are  the  market  dues  of  Belford — for  God  His 
piteous    sake,   ah    gentle    lording,  set  us  up  here  in 
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Castle  Lovell  a  market  where  we  may  sell  toll  free — 
we  of  the  Castle.  Now  if  I  will  sell  some  bolls  of 
wheat  and  ship  them  to  the  Percies  at  King's  Lynn, 
I  must  pay  river  dues  at  Sunderland  according  to 
the  brass  plate  that  is  set  in  the  Castle  wall  at 
Dunstanburgh.  And  if  I  pay  that  due  it  is  claimed 
of  me  again  a  second  time  by  the  Admiral  of  the 
Yorkshire  coast,  saying  that  I  should  not  have  paid 
it  the  first,  though  God  He  knows  what  maketh  the 
Admiral  of  Yorkshire  in  our  rivers  and  seas.  So 
with  wood  haulage  to  Glororem,  and  makings  to  the 
King's  Castle  guard  at  Bamburgh,  and  a  day's  work 
of  service  here  and  two  days  in  harvest  there,  God 
knows  there  is  no  end  to  a  poor  man's  payments. 
But  this  I  know.  .  ."  and  the  peasant  scowled  deeply, 
"  that  my  Lord  of  Northumberland  may  rue  the  day 
when  he  taxed  us  for  the  French  wars.  It  is  not  that 
Lord  Percy  that  shall  live  long." 

The  bondsman  allowed  himself  these  words 
against  the  Percy  partly  out  of  his  great  hatred,  and 
partly  because  he  knew  his  lord  did  not  love  this 
Earl  of  Northumberland  for  his  treachery  to  King 
Richard  upon  Bosworth  Field. 

They  were  still  halted  at  the  edge  of  that  plain 
that  the  lord  might  the  better  hear  his  bondsman. 
But  the  Young  Lovell  heard  only  parts  of  what  the 
peasant  said,  for  he  was  nearly  lost  in  thought  whilst 
the  great  white  horse  cropped  the  grass.  At  last  the 
Young  Lovell  spoke. 

"  For  what  you  say,"  he  exclaimed,  "  as  to  the 
multiplicity  of  burdens  there  is  some  sense  in  it. 
And  it  might  well  be  that  I  could  buy  some  of  these 
rights  from  the  King,  or  the  Prince  Bishop,  or  others, 
as  it  chances.     And,  for  a  market,  I  am  well  minded 
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to  buy  the  right  to  hold  one  from  the  King.  And  so 
was  my  father  minded  before  me.  But  you  know 
very  well  that  your  gossip,  Corbit  Jock — like  the 
tough  rogues  that  ye  all  are — this  Corbit  Jock  stood 
in  the  way  of  it.  For  the  only  piece  of  land  I  have 
that  is  fitting  for  a  market  lies  under  the  wall  of  that 
my  Castle  on  the  way  running  through  that  my 
township  of  Castle  Lovell.  And  amid  most  of  that, 
as  ye  know,  Corbit  Jock  has  a  mound  of  his  holding. 
How  his  father  got  it  I  know  not.  But  there, 
running  into  my  Castle  wall,  is  his  mound,  and  on  it  a 
filthy  barn  leaning  against  my  Castle  wall,  and  before 
the  barnekyn  a  heap  of  dung  and  a  shed  that  might 
harbour  five  goats.  The  whole  is  not  worth  to  him 
ninepence  by  the  year,  and  it  is  far  from  his  house 
and  of  no  use  to  him.  Yet,  though  I  would  well  and 
willingly  buy  this  of  him,  and  my  father  would  have 
bought  it  of  his  father  that  there  we  might  have  a 
market  holden,  ye  know  very  well  that  this  Corbit 
Jock  will  not  sell  and  I  have  no  power  to  take  it 
from  him.  For,  though  I  might  get  a  broad  letter 
from  the  King  in  his  Council  to  take  this  mound  by 
force,  and  to  pay  him  full  value,  yet  such  a  letter 
must  cost  me  much  gold,  and  it  is  doubtful  if  the 
King's  writ,  in  such  matters,  runneth  in  these  North 
parts.  In  the  country  of  France,  as  I  heard  when  I 
was  there  of  the  Sieur  Berthin  de  Silly,  such  things 
are  done  every  day  by  the  King's  letters.  Nay,  he 
was  about  then  engaged  in  such  a  matter  with  a 
peasant,  whom  he  dispossessed,  but  paid  well  and  so 
has  a  fair  market  below  his  Castle  of  La  Roche 
Gayon.  And  so  it  may  well  be  in  the  South  of  this 
realm  for  aught  I  know.  But  here  it  is  different,  and 
I  am  not  minded  to  have  a  hornet's  nest  of  lawyers 
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about  my  ears  in  order  to  give  a  market  place — that 
should  cost  me  dear  enough  when  I  bought  the  rights 
of  my  lord  the  King — to  such  rogues  and  cozeners  as 
you  and  Barty  of  the  Comb  and  Corbit  Jock  and  the 
widow  of  Martin  Taylor.  But,  if  ye  will  talk  of  the 
matter  with  Corbit  Jock  that  he  may  sell  his  mound 
to  me,  I  will  promise  you  this,  that  you  shall  have 
your  market.  For  I  am  your  very  good  lord.  And 
so  no  more  of  talk  for  this  time." 

He  set  his  horse  towards  Belford,  going  decently 
by  roundabout  ways  and  paths  from  landmark  to 
landmark  that  he  might  not  trample  down  the  long 
grass  of  which  his  bondsmen  were  making  their  hay 
all  about  him.  Of  late  years,  since  his  father  had 
been  too  heavy  to  ride,  the  Young  Lovell  had 
considered  much  the  matters  of  his  lands,  and  he 
had  done  certain  things,  such  as  selling  by  the  year 
to  third  parties  of  the  rights  to  collect  his  dues, 
whether  on  malt,  hens,  salt,  housing  and  of  other 
things.  And  these  new  methods,  of  which  mostly  he 
had  heard  in  the  realms  of  France,  Gascony  and 
Provence,  had  worked  well  enough,  for  his  incomings 
had  been  settled  and  the  buyers  of  his  rights  had 
neither  the  power  to  steal  his  moneys  nor  so  much  to 
oppress  the  bondsmen  as  his  own  bailiffs  had.  So 
that,  in  one  way  and  another,  he  could  talk  of  these 
things  to  his  bondsman  whilst  he  thought  of  other 
matters.  And  one  of  these  matters  came  into  his 
head  from  that  talk  of  the  shed  of  Corbit  Jock  that 
leant  against  the  very  rock  below  his  Castle  wall. 

From  below  the  flags  of  the  men-at-arms'  kitchen, 
in  the  solid  stone  of  the  rocks,  there  ran  a  passage 
going  finally  through  the  earth  not  ten  feet  from  the 
mound  of  Corbit  Jock.     The  only  persons  that  might 
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know  of  this  passage  had  been  the  dead  lord  and 
Young  Lovell  himself.  The  Decies  might  know  of 
it,  for  the  dead  lord  had  prated  of  all  things  to  his 
bastard.  But  it  was  odds  that  it  would  never  come 
into  the  Decies'  head,  for  he  was  a  very  drunken 
fellow  and  remembered  most  things  too  late. 

Now  if,  under  cover  of  night,  the  Young  Lovell 
could  introduce  a  dozen  or  twenty  lusty  fellows  with 
picks  and  other  instruments  into  Corbit  Jock's 
barnekyn,  in  five  hours  or  less  they  could  dig  a  way 
into  that  tunnel  where  it  went  under  the  ground. 
Then  it  was  but  pushing  up  the  flagstones  of  the 
kitchen  and  they  would  be  terrifyingly  and  surpris- 
ingly within  the  Castle  whilst  all  the  men-at-arms 
could  be  drawn  off  from  those  parts  with  a  feigned 
attack  on  the  outer  walls.  Or,  if  by  chance  there 
were  men  in  that  passage  and  guarding  it,  they  could 
put  into  it  a  great  cask  of  gunpowder  and  so  kill 
them  all.  It  was  a  task  much  easier  than  my  lord  of 
Derby  and  Sir  Walter  Manny  had,  who  tunnelled 
under  the  Castle  of  la  Reole  for  eleven  weeks  when 
Agout  de  Baux  held  it  and  yet  could  not  take  that 
place  which  is  in  Languedoc,  though  he  had  with  him 
three  Earls,  five  hundred  knights  and  two  thousand 
archers.  The  young  Lovell  thought  he  would  have 
his  Castle  more  easily. 

And  as  he  rode  through  the  fields,  the  thoughts 
of  war  driving  out  those  of  the  lady  with  the  crooked 
smile,  the  siege  of  that  Castle  grew  clear  to  him  and 
like  a  picture,  red  and  blue  and  pink,  at  the  edge,  or 
the  head  of  a  missal.  At  first,  hearing  that  the  White 
Tower  was  held  for  him  with  its  gold  and  cannons, 
he  had  thought  that,  going  by  sea  into  that  place, 
which  was  like  a  citadel  over  against  a  walled  city, 
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such  as  he  had  seen  at  Boulogne  and  Carcassowne 
and  other  places,  he  would  set  the  cannon  to  batter 
down  the  walls  and  so  enter  in  with  what  many  he 
could  get  together. 

But  then  it  had  seemed  to  him  that  that  was  his 
own  Castle  and,  if  he  beat  down  its  walls,  he  must 
build  it  up  again  at  his  own  pains  and  great  cost — for 
the  building  of  castles  is  no  light  work  to  a  lord, 
however  rich.  Moreover,  his  sisters  would  certainly 
set  his  mother  in  whatsoever  part  of  the  Castle  he 
began  to  batter — so  that  he  must  either  kill  his 
mother  or  leave  off ;  for  that  was  the  nature  of  his 
good  sisters. 

And  then  he  began  to  think  of  stratagems  and 
devices  by  which  he  might,  more  readily  and  at  less 
cost,  come  to  his  desires.  And  so  he  cast  about  for  a 
cunning  device  by  the  means  of  which  he  might  get 
possession  of  the  great  gate  of  that  Castle.  But  at 
that  time  he  thought  of  none. 

So  he  rode  an  hour  through  the  fields,  divert- 
ing himself  with  that  picture  in  his  mind  and  with 
his  bondsman  stepping  beside  him.  Then  they 
came  to  a  brook  which  was  a  bowshot  from  the 
frowning  and  high  tower  of  Belford  monastery.  This 
was  so  new  that  the  stones  were  still  white  and  the 
scaffold  poles  and  planks  all  about  its  crenellations. 
The  Young  Lovell  stayed  his  horse  by  the  streamside 
and  spoke  to  his  bondsman. 

"  Now  this  I  will  do,"  he  said,  "  and  you  may  set 
it  privately  about  the  countryside.  For  I  know  well, 
Hugh  Raket,  that  it  is  you  that  are  the  masterful 
rogue  in  these  affairs.  Although  in  your  story  you 
have  sought  to  make  it  appear  that  Barty  of  the 
Comb  and  others  had  a  great  share  in   devising   a 


I  THE   YOUNG   LOVELL  105 

mutiny  against  that  bailiff,  yet  it  was  you  alone  that 
stirred  up  the  people.  So  let  it  be  known  to  my  men 
a  fortnight  hence,  at  nine  at  night  they  shall  meet  me 
at  a  certain  place  of  which  I  will  warn  you  later. 
And  each  man  shall  be  armed  as  he  is  when  he  goes 
against  the  Scots.  Then  they  shall  come  into  my 
service  for  four  or  five  days  each,  as  if  it  were  harvest 
time  and  they  doing  their  services  due  to  me.  Then 
they  shall  sack  a  tower  and  have  their  sackings.  And 
of  the  prisoners  that  they  take  in  another  place  they 
shall  have  the  ransoming,  unless  I  prefer  to  hang 
those  prisoners.  In  that  case  I  will  pay  them  what 
the  ransoming  would  have  been.  And,  for  the  men 
out  of  the  sea,  they  shall  be  excused  all  rent-hens 
and  services  and  heriots  that  they  owe  me.  You — 
that  is  to  say — have  called  them  heriots,  but  rather 
they  should  be  called  deodanda.  For  a  heriot  is 
paid,  the  tenant  being  dead,  by  the  tenant's  heirs. 
But  in  this  case  it  is  the  lord  that  is  dead  and  what  is 
paid  is  paid  by  the  bondsmen  as  a  fine  or  a  forfeit, 
because  they  did  not  save  the  life  of  their  lord." 

The  bondsman  looked  upon  the  face  of  his  lord 
and  marvelled  what  manner  of  man  this  was  that,  in 
the  very  conception  of  a  martial  scheme,  could  so 
hang  upon  the  niceties  of  words.  But  the  Young 
Lovell  was  a  very  sober,  hardy  and  cunning  lord. 
In  all  that  he  said  he  had  his  purpose.  So  that, 
before  the  peasant  could  speak  and  ask  him  fur  more 
particulars  of  that  bargain,  the  young  lord  drew  up 
Hamewarts'  mouth  from  the  water  where  he  had 
drunk  sufficiently  and  went  on,  lifting  his  hand  in  the 
sunlight. 

"  So  that  it  is  in  the  nature  of  deodand  rather  than 
of  heriot.     And  how  it  works  is  in  this   wise — that, 
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every  tenant  having  to  pay  and  suffer  upon  the  death 
of  his  lord,  so  he  works  very  carefully  to  keep  his  lord 
alive.  So  mark  you  well  that,  Hugh  Raket.  For,  if 
I  succeed  in  this  enterprise,  two  out  of  three  of  you 
shall  be  excused  all  rent-hens  and  deodands  due  at 
the  death  of  my  father.  But  if  I  fail  and  die — and, 
full  surely  I  will  not  live  if  I  fail — ye  must  all  of  you 
pay  double,  rent-hens,  deodands  and  all.  For  then 
shall  my  sisters  be  my  lawful  heiresses  and  you  must 
pay  to  them  firstly  all  that  you  owe  upon  my  father's 
death  and  then  all  that  you  owe  upon  mine  who  am 
your  rightful  lord.  So  you  will  be  in  a  very  pitiful 
case  if  I  die,  and  it  will  well  repay  you  to  fight  well 
for  me.  Mark  that  very  carefully  and  report  it  where 
you  will.  But,  if  you  think  rather  to  make  favour 
with  my  sisters,  you  know  very  well  it  is  not  they 
that  will  go  to  the  sweat  and  cost  of  getting  leave  of 
our  lord  the  King  to  hold  markets.  No,  but  they 
will  get  them  to  Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle  and 
strengthen  these  places,  and  the  Castle  will  be  thrown 
down,  and  the  Scots  will  come  in  upon  you  and  you 
will  be  in  a  very  lamentable  case." 

He  paused  and  looked  earnestly  upon  his  bonds- 
man.    And  then  he  continued  : 

"  So  I  have  spoken  what  was  in  my  mind  very 
soberly  and  I  think  well.  For  this  business  of  being 
a  great  lord  is  not  merely  the  riding  about  in  summer 
time  and  the  sacking  of  castles.  But  I  have  to  think 
what  is  good  for  me  to  do  for  my  people.  For  your 
good  is  mine  and  I  study  how  to  bring  it  about. 
And  that  I  learned  of  the  Lord  Berthin  de  Silly  when 
I  was  in  France.  Now  think  well  upon  what  I  have 
said  and  give  me  your  answer,  yea  or  nay.  For  I 
know  well  that  the  others  will  be  guided  by  you." 
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The  bondsman  looked  upon  the  stream  and  upon 
the  monastery  whose  wall,  like  a  castle's,  lay  new  and 
square  in  the  sunlight. 

"  I  take  thought,"  he  said,  "not  that  I  doubt  the 
upshot,  but  that  I  may  find  words.  For  these  matters 
are  above  my  head  that  you  have  deigned  to  speak 
of.  But  of  this,  gentle  lording,  you  may  make  sure 
that,  at  eight  of  the  clock  a  fortnight  hence,  I  will 
meet  you  at  any  place  of  which  you  shall  send  me  the 
name.  And  there  shall  be  with  me  sixty-eight  or 
seventy  stout  men  and  well  armed  after  our  fashion." 

He  went  on  to  try  to  say  that  this  lording  was  a 
soldier  so  cunning  and  so  great  a  knight  that  all  the 
countryside  said  they  would  very  gladly  go  a-riding 
or  a-foot  with  bows,  into  Scotland  or  Heathenesse  or 
the  South,  whatever  his  enterprise.  But,  since  he 
was  a  better  hand  at  grumbling  at  taxes  than  in 
praising  his  lord,  he  got  little  of  it  out.  Nevertheless 
he  made  it  plain  that  fighting  men  would  be  there  on 
the  appointed  day,  and  so  they  parted — the  lord 
riding  across  the  stream  to  the  monastery  and  the 
hind  along  it  to  Belford  town. 


II 

The  monk  Francis  was  a  small,  dark,  quiet  man  and 
not  overlearned.  He  was  rising  thirty  and  he  was 
always  at  work.  The  monastery  of  Belford  was  one 
given  over  rather  to  study  and  learning  so  that  he,  the 
active  one,  had  always  much  upon  his  hands.  But 
all  such  time  as  he  could  save  from  his  duties  he 
devoted  to  praying  for  the  soul  of  the  cousin  he 
had  slain  by  mischance,  taking  her  for  a  deer  and 
slaying  her  with  an  arrow,  as  she  came  to  him  amongst 
thick  underwood  to  tell  him  that  the  Scots  were 
marching  southwards  through  the  Debateable  Lands. 
That  had  been  ten  years  before  ;  nevertheless  he 
had  prayed  that  morning  very  reverently  for  his 
cousin's  soul,  walking  up  and  down  between  the  rows 
of  haymakers  and  their  cocks,  in  the  sunshine  ; 
keeping  one  finger  between  the  leaves  of  his  book  of 
prayers  and  yet  marking  diligently  that  none  of  the 
bondsmen  slipped  away  into  their  own  grass  to  use 
the  scythe  there.  For  it  was  marvellously  fine 
weather,  and  such  as  had  never  in  the  memory  of 
man  been  known  in  those  parts  for  the  heat  of  the 
sun  and  the  dry  clear  nights.  So  that  it  was  con- 
sidered that  the  saints  must  be  blessing  that  part. 
Nevertheless,  these  naughty  bondsmen,  owing  some 
three,  some  five  days'  labour  of  themselves  and  their 
wives   and   children   to   the  monastery,   must  needs 
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always  be  seeking  to  slip  away  to  their  own  lands  and 
doing  their  scythe  work  there.  This  they  would  do, 
if  no  monk  watched  them,  though  by  so  doing  they 
robbed  the  monastery  and  went  in  danger  of  excom- 
munication. But  those,  as  the  learned  Prior  said, 
were  evil  days,  so  that  it  might  almost  be  said,  as  was 
said  aforetime  of  the  accursed  robber  who  came 
against  the  Abbey  and  Church  of  St.  Trophime,  that 
he  proclaimed  that  a  thousand  florins  would  get  him 
more  soldiers  than  seven  years  of  plenary  absolution 
from  the  Pope  at  Avignon.  As  to  whom,  said  the 
Prior,  Froissart,  the  chronicler  declared  that  men-at- 
arms  do  not  live  by  pardons  nor  set  much  store 
thereby.  And  as  much  might  be  said  of  their 
bondsmen. 

For  it  was  to  be  said  for  this  monastery  of  Belford 
that  the  monks  set  more  store  by  a  great  chronicle 
that  they  were  assisting  the  monk  Oswald  to  write — 
all  of  them  searching  here  and  there — than  by  the 
work  done  by  their  bondsmen,  the  good  estate  of  the 
lands  of  the  monastery  or  even  the  saying  of  the 
offices.  They  set  more  store  by  learning  than  by 
aught  else. 

Their  lands  were  administered  by  laymen,  so  that 
they  were  often  robbed,  and  when  the  monk  Francis 
had  come  amongst  them  their  revenues  had  been 
scarcely  an  hundred  pounds  by  the  year,  or  very  little 
more.  And,  even  at  the  time  of  his  coming,  the 
monks  had  been  against  receiving  him,  for  they  said 
that  here  was  a  man,  though  of  piety  undoubted,  who 
could  not  tell  the  chronicle  of  Giraldus  Cambrensis 
from  that  of  the  monk  Florence,  or  Asser  from  Vergil 
and  Flaccus.  But,  in  those  days,  the  Prior  had  over- 
ridden them,  pointing  out  that  this  novice  was  very 
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wealthy  ;  that  their  kitchen  and  dinner  tables  were  in 
a  sad  state,  that  they  had  no  longer  money  enough 
to  pursue,  upon  a  princely  scale,  the  succouring  of  the 
poor  that  sat  upon  their  benches,  and  that  they  could 
with  the  greater  serenity  pursue  their  studies  and 
sleep  after  meat,  if  they  had  amongst  them  a  knight 
who  had  proven  himself  diligent  upon  his  own  affairs 
and  had  increased  his  substance  in  the  world.  For, 
though  they  had  butlers  and  cellarers  amongst  their 
number,  yet  the  butler  thought  more  of  Brute  than  of 
his  office  and  the  cellarer  was  more  minded  to  know 
where  lay  the  bones  of  the  British  Kings  than  where 
were  his  keys.  The  ungodly  came  in  and  drank  their 
wine  in  the  cellar,  yea,  and  carried  away  the  mead  in 
black-jacks. 

These  monks  were  portly,  learned  and  somnolent, 
religious  with  a  solid  contempt  for  the  unlearned — 
though  they  would  upon  occasion,  being  large  men, 
line  the  walls  and  hew  down  attacking  raiders  with 
balks  of  timber,  bars  of  iron  and  other  weapons  that 
drew  no  blood,  those  being,  according  to  the  canon, 
the  proper  arms  for  churchmen.  These  haughty 
monks  accepted  this  Francis,  who  was  known  to  the 
world  as  Sir  Hugh  Ridley,  to  be  of  their  holy  and 
learned  brotherhood.  But  yet  they  regarded  him  as 
little  more  than  a  lay  brother,  though  he  wore  the 
monk's  frock,  and  they  never  voted  for  his  advance- 
ment to  any  office  such  as  sub-prior  or  the  like. 

Yet  that  day  he  had  said  two  offices  for  them,  had 
watched  in  the  hay  fields  and  was  now  coming  in,  at 
noontide  to  check  accounts  with  the  bailiff  of  the 
Priory  about  the  great  tower  that  was  then  in  building. 
Seventeen  monks  there  were  and  twenty  lay  brothers 
who  were  a  lazy  band.     Thirty  men-at-arms  they  had 
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for  their  protection  under  the  leadership  of  a  knight, 
Sir  Nicholas  Ewclme,  and  they  afforded  shelter  and 
victuals  for  136  poor  men,  each  of  the  seventeen  monks 
being  the  patron  of  eight  of  them.  These  poor  men 
sat  in  the  sun  on  benches,  each  before  their  patron's 
room  and  should  be  served  by  him  at  meals.  But 
this  was  nowadays,  mostly  done  by  the  lay  brothers, 
the  learned  monk  laying  one  finger  beneath  a  dish  or 
vessel  served  to  the  poor  men,  so  that  it  would  not  be 
said  that  the  custom  had  died  out. 

The  monk  Francis,  in  his  grey  cloak  came  in  by 
the  little  postern  gate  from  the  hayfields.  He  went 
to  his  rooms  across  the  quadrangle  ;  and  he  perceived 
how  certain  peasants  in  hoods  of  black  cloth  with 
belts  of  yellow  leather  were  bringing  in  sacks  and 
baskets.  These  sacks  and  baskets,  as  the  monk 
Francis  knew  from  the  dress  of  those  peasants,  con- 
tained ammunition,  small  round  balls  of  lead  or,  in 
the  alternative,  well-rounded  stones  from  the  beach. 
These  peasants  were  workers  in  the  lead  mines  upon 
the  lands  of  the  monastery  and  it  was  so  they  paid 
tribute  with  balls  to  shoot  against  the  false  Scots  if 
they  came  a-raiding  to  Belford. 

And,  as  he  was  going  into  his  room,  before  his 
benchful  of  poor  men  that  stretched  their  legs  in  the 
sun,  it  happened  that  one  of  the  peasant's  bags  burst 
open  and  all  the  round,  leaden  balls  ran  out  under 
the  archway.  Then  there  was  a  great  bustle,  the 
guards  on  duty  and  the  guards  that  came  out  of  the 
chambers  in  the  arch  starting  to  pick  up  the  balls. 
And  the  monk  Francis  smiled  to  think  how  universal 
is  the  desire  in  men  to  help  in  picking  up  small, 
round  objects  that  fall  out  of  a  sack.  So  that  if  the 
false  S^ots  had  been  minded  to  take  that  place,  they 
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could  have  done  it  very  well  then,  all  the  guards  and 
peasants  and  others  being  on  their  hands  and  knees, 
huddled  together  and  the  gate  open.  And  it  seemed 
to  the  monk  Francis  that  that  would  be  a  very  good 
stratagem  for  the  taking  of  a  tower  or  the  gateway 
of  a  strong  place. 

One  of  the  poor  men  had  been  a  man-at-arms  at 
Castle  Lovell,  but  was  put  out  now  and  master- 
less.  He  came  to  the  monk  Francis  as  he  went  in  at 
his  door,  and  reported  that  it  was  said  that  the  young 
Lord  Lovell  had  been  seen,  having  come  out  of 
captivity  of  the  false  Gilbert  Elliott.  The  monk  said 
he  hoped  well  that  that  was  so,  for  then  all  the  men- 
at-arms  from  Castle  Lovell  that  were  there  could  go 
again  to  his  service,  and  that  he  was  a  very  good 
lording  and  his  good  friend  in  God. 

He  wished  to  cut  the  matter  short  for  that  time 
because  he  knew  that  there  awaited  him  in  his  outer 
room  John  Harbottle  an  esquire,  and  the  receiver  of 
many  domains  of  the  Earl  of  Northumberland. 
This  esquire  was  come  with  the  accounts  for  the 
building  of  the  great  new  tower  that  the  Earl  had 
given  to  the  monastery.  But  the  former  men  of  the 
Lord  Lovell  crowded  before  the  monk  and  after  him 
into  his  outer  room,  all  bringing  tidings  that  the 
Young  Lovell  had  been  seen  to  ride  through  his 
township.  And,  to  the  number  of  thirty  or  so,  they 
clamoured  all  at  once,  asking  for  his  advice  as  to 
how  they  should  find  their  lord  and  what  to  do  when 
he  was  found. 

The  monk  Francis  was  very  glad  to  think  that 
the  Young  Lovell  was  come  back,  not  only  because 
he  was  his  true  friend  but  also  because  this  rabble  of 
disemployed    men-at-arms    was    a    burden    to    the 
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monastery  and  he  had  it  on  his  conscience  that  he  let 
them  bide  there.  For  that  he  had  done,  so  that  they 
might  serve  his  friend  if  he  came  back.  That 
monastery  was  rather  for  the  relief  of  poor  men  ruined 
by  raiders,  for  travellers  and  for  criminals  seeking 
sanctuary.  He  would  very  gladly  have  had  news  of 
his  friend  whom  he  loved,  and  have  settled  the 
disposal  of  these  sturdy,  idle  and  hungry  men.  Yet, 
being  a  man  of  many  affairs,  he  thought  that  the  day 
could  only  be  got  through  by  doing  all  things  in  order, 
and  behind  all  these  ragged  men  in  grey,  he  perceived 
the  esquire,  John  Harbottle,  a  portly,  bearded  man 
in  a  rich  cloak  of  purple,  with  a  green  square  cap  that 
had  a  jewel  of  gold.  This  John  Harbottle  appeared 
not  greatly  pleased  at  the  clamour,  for  he  also  was  a 
man  of  many  affairs,  being  the  Percy's  receiver,  and 
a  very  diligent  one. 

So,  without  many  words,  but  quietly,  the  monk 
Francis  drove  out  some  of  these  fellows,  and  then, 
calling  to  a  grizzled  and  dirty  lay  brother,  he  bade 
him  drive  out  the  rest  and  bar  the  door.  And  so 
he  took  John  Harbottle  by  the  sleeve  of  his  purple 
coat  and  drew  him  through  the  doorway  into  his 
inner  room  and  closed  the  door.  Then  there  was 
peace. 

This  inner  cell  was  a  light  room  with  no  glass  in 
the  windows.  Beside  the  bed  head  there  was  a 
shelf  that  had  on  it  the  water-bottle  of  the  monk 
Francis,  his  plate,  his  cup,  his  napkin  and  the  book 
of  devotions  in  which  he  read  during  the  dinner 
hour,  his  needles  and  bodkins,  his  leather  book 
of  threads  and  such  things  as  he  needed  for 
the  repair  of  his  clothes.  Beneath  this  shelf  was 
a  curtain,  and  this  hid  the  spare  garments  of  the 
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monk,  as  the  vestments  in  which  he  said  the  simpler 
offices,  his  spare  breeches,  stockings,  braces,  and 
belt.  At  the  other  side  of  the  bed  head  was  a  large 
crucifix  of  painted  wood,  from  which  there  hung  Our 
Lord  who  was  represented  as  crying  out  in  a  perpetual 
agony.  Before  the  crucifix  was  a  fald  stool,  that  had 
across  one  corner,  a  great  rosary  of  clumsy  wooden 
beads,  and  upon  it  a  skull  whose  top  was  polished  and 
yellowed  by  this  monk's  hands.  For  he  had  it  there 
the  better  to  be  reminded  of  what  death  is  when  he 
prayed  for  the  soul  of  the  cousin  he  had  slain. 

When  he  had  killed  that  woman  he  had  been 
possessed  rather  with  the  idea  of  what  he  could  do 
for  her  poor  unhanselled  soul  than  with  agonies  of 
ecstasy.  And  so,  with  a  strong  will  he  prayed,  year 
in,  year  out,  for  her  sooner  relief  from  the  pains  of 
purgatory,  knowing  God  to  be  a  just  Man  and  prayer 
most  efficacious. 

So,  having  brought  John  Harbottle  in,  he  sat 
himself  down  on  his  three-legged  stool  of  wood 
before  his  double  pulpit.  This  had  in  its  side  a 
round  opening,  and  in  the  interior  such  books,  papers, 
or  parchments  as  the  monk  Francis  had  in  immediate 
use.  He  was  of  a  very  orderly  nature,  rather  like  a 
soldier  than  a  priest. 

He  reached  into  the  inside  of  his  pulpit  for  his 
parchment  that  he  was  to  peruse  with  John  Harbottle, 
and  that  esquire  stood  behind  him  leaning  over  his 
back.     Then  John  Harbottle  said  : 

"Meseems  the  Master  of  Lovell  has  come 
back?" 

"That  I  hear,"  the  monk  Francis  answered. 

"  I  think  there  is  heavy  trouble  in  store  for  him," 
John  Harbottle  said. 
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"  I  think  there  is  but  little,"  the  monk  answered. 
John  Harbottle  meant  that  the  Earl  Percy,  in  the 
Border  Warden's  Court,  had  given  judgment  against 
the  Young  Lovell.  The  monk  meant  that  the  religious 
of  that  countryside  were  not  best  pleased  with  the  Earl 
Percy ;  they  considered  that  sorcery  was  a  matter  for 
the  courts  ecclesiastical.  But  each  was  a  man  of  few 
words,  and  without  any  more,  the  monk  Francis 
unfolded  his  parchment.  They  went  to  their  accounts, 
John  Harbottle  standing  behind  the  monk  and 
checking  each  item  as  he  read  it : 

"  And  in  the  like  payment  of  money  to  the  prior 
of  the  house  of  the  Brethren  of  St.  Cuthbert,  within 
the  parish  of  Belford,  near  the  wood  called  Newlands, 
for  this  year,  (as  well  for  that  part  of  the  work  of  the 
new  tower  there  as  for  the  carriage  of  stone  and  other 
stuff  by  the  contract,  in  gross)  100  shillings.  .  .  ." 
The  Earl  was  giving  the  tower  to  the  monks,  they 
employing  two  contractors  called  Richard  Chambers 
and  John  Richardson  to  build  it  for  them  and  the 
Earl  paying  the  accounts. 

"Just!"  John  Harbottle  said,  and  the  monk 
read  on — 

u  Carting  four  loads  of  lead,  24s.  6d.  ;  bought  eight 
loads  of  stone,  lod. ;  iron,  with  the  workmanship  of 
the  same,  for  the  doors  and  windows,  Ss. ;  bought  seven 
locks  4s.  2d.,  with  keys  ;  six  latches  i2d.  ;  and  snecks 
and  other  iron  4s.  2d.  .  .  ."  So  the  monk  read  on, 
and  the  receiver  nodded  his  head,  saying,  "  Just." 

Once  he  said — 

"  I  wish  I  could  have  things  so  cheap  fo&  my 
lord." 

"Then,"  the  monk  answered,  "you  must  haggle 
as  I  do  and  in  God  His  high  service." 
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So  they  made  out  between  them  that  all  these 
things,  and  making  the  arch  between  the  great 
chamber  and  the  tower  came  to  £10  6s.  4^.,  and 
since  they  owed  Robert  Chambers  and  John  Richard- 
son already  £\J  13^.  ^d.,  the  whole  payment  then  to 
be  made  was  £27  igs.  8d. 

The  esquire,  John  Harbottle,  pulled  his  money 
bag  from  beneath  his  girdle  and  counted  out  the 
money,  throwing  it  on  to  the  bed,  for  there  was  no 
table  in  that  cell. 

Then  he  drew  from  his  belt  two  papers  and  so  he 
said  : 

"My  lord  will  have  you  buy  from  Christiana 
Paynter  the  armorial  bearings  of  my  lord  to  set  up 
upon  the  tower,  and  that  shall  cost  you  3s.  And  this 
you  shall  have  carved  upon  the  same  stone  : 

"  '  In  the  year  of  Xt.  jhu  MCCCCLXXXV 
This  tower  was  builded  by  Sir  Henry  Percy 
The  IV.  Earl  of  Northumberland  of  great  honour  and  worth 
That  espoused  Maud  the  good  lady  full  of  virtue  and  beauty 
.  .  ,  Whose  soule's  God  save.'  " 

"  That  shall  be  set  up,"  the  monk  said. 

"  Then,"  John  Harbottle  said,  "  there  is  this  you 
may  do  to  convenience  me  who  have  been  your 
favourer  in  all  things.  That  you  may  the  earlier 
come  to  it,  read  you  this  paper  which  I  have  written 
out,  but  in  English,  for  I  have  no  Latin  beyond 
mass-Latin." 

"What  we  may  do  to  please  you,"  the  monk 
said,  gravely,  "  that  we  will,  if  it  be  not  to  the 
discredit  of  God." 

"  It  is  rather  to  His  greater  glory,"  the  esquire 
said. 
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So  the  monk  took  the  paper  and  read  : 

"The  Prior  of  Belford,  Patent  of  XX  merks  by 
yere.  Henry  Erie  of  Northumberland.  .  .  ."  The 
monk  glanced  on,  and  his  eye  fell  upon  the  words, 
"  myn  armytage  builded  in  a  rock  of  stone  against 
the  church  of  Castle  Lovell,"  and,  later  on  .  .  .  "  the 
gate  and  pasture  of  twenty  kye  and  a  bull  with  their 
calves  sukyng," — "  One  draught  of  fisshe  every 
Sondaie  in  the  year  to  be  drawen  fornenst  the  said 
armytage,  called  the  Trynete  draught.  .  .  ." 

The  monk  looked  up  over  his  shoulder  at  the 
esquire. 

"  I  perceive,"  he  said,  "  that  you  would  have  us  to 
take  over  the  commandment  of  my  Lord's  hermitage 
at  Castle  Lovell." 

John  Harbottle  looked  down  a  little  nervously  at 
his  hands.     That  was  what  he  sought. 

"  I  have  heard  that  the  holy  hermit  is  dead  ? " 
the  monk  asked. 

"  It  is  even  that,"  John  Harbottle  said.  "  I  am 
worn  with  the  trouble  of  riding  over  from  Alnwick 
to  Castle  Lovell.  It  is  a  great  burden,  yet  there  is 
the  hermitage  that  must  be  kept  up  for  the  honour 
of  the  Percies." 

"  That,"  the  monk  said,  "  was  because  it  was 
esteemed  a  privilege  to  house  a  holy  anchoret." 

"  Then,"  John  Harbottle  asked,  "  may  not  my 
lord  save  his  soul  as  well  by  making  your  brother- 
hood a  payment  to  watch  over  the  holy  man  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  saying  that  he  may  not,"  the  monk 
said. 

"Then  of  your  courtesy,  do  this  for  me,"  John 
Harbottle  said,  "  for  it  is  a  troublesome  matter. 
This  last  year,  once  a  month,  news  has    been  sent 
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me  that  this  holy  man  was  dead.  Then  I  have 
ridden  over  to  Castle  Lovell  and  lost  a  day,  calling 
into  the  hole  in  his  cell  to  see  if  he  would  answer 
1  Et  cum  spiritu  tuo/  as  his  manner  was.  And, 
after  a  whole  day  lost,  he  will  answer  ;  or  maybe  not 
till  the  next  day,  and  there  are  two  days  lost  when  I 
should  be  getting  rents  or  going  upon  my  lord's 
business.  And  I  am  not  the  man  to  have  much 
dealing  with  these  holy  beings.  A  plain  blunt  man  ! 
It  gives  me  a  grue  to  be  thus  calling  in  at  a  little 
hole.  And  the  stench  is  very  awful.  I  do  my  duty 
by  the  blessed  sacraments  on  Sundays  and  feast 
days.  And  if  he  be  dead,  I  must  find  a  successor. 
It  will  not  be  very  easy  for  me  to  find  a  man  to  go 
into  that  kennel  and  be  walled  up.  And  never  again 
to  come  out.  .  .  ." 

The  monk  looked  again  at  the  paper  with  the 
particulars  of  the  gift. 

"Well,  I  will  think  of  it,"  he  said,  "or  rather  I 
will  commune  with  the  worshipful  Prior  and  Sub- 
Prior.  But  I  would  have  you  know  that  if  they 
agree  to  do  this  thing  it  is  upon  me  that  the  pain  and 
labour  will  fall,  for  there  is  none  else  in  this  monastery 
to  do  it.  So  I  must  go  over  to  Castle  Lovell  once 
by  the  week  at  least  to  see  that  the  holy  hermit  is 
given  bread  and  water.  And  if  he  be  truly  dead  it 
is  I  that  must  find  his  successor  ;  that  will  not  be 
easy." 

"But  twenty  marks  by  the  year  for  doing  it," 
John  Harbottle  said,  "  that  is  a  goodly  sum  to  fall  to 
your  brotherhood." 

"  I  do  not  understand,"  the  monk  answered  him, 
"  for  this  patent  is  not  very  clear — whether  that  twenty 
marks  is  in  addition  to  the  grassground,  the  garden 
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and  orchard  at  Conygarth,  the  pasturage  of  kine,  bulls, 
horses  and  the  draughts  of  fishes.  Or  are  the  draughts 
of  fishes  and  the  rest  to  be  taken  as  of  the  value  of 
twenty  marks  by  the  year  ?  " 

"  It  is  the  last  that  is  meant,"  John  Harbottle 
answered,  a  little  dubiously. 

"Then  it  is  not  enough,"  the  monk  said  firmly 
and  made  to  roll  up  the  paper,  "  I  cannot  advise  the 
Prior  to  accept  this  gift.  For  the  monastery  must 
lose  so  much  of  my  time  and  prayers,  though,  God 
knows,  those  are  little  worth  enough  ;  yet  I,  a  not 
very  holy  man,  am  all  that  these  saintly  brothers 
have  to  care  for  their  temporalities." 

John  Harbottle  grumbled  some  retort  beneath  his 
breath,  and  then  he  sighed  and  pushed  the  paper 
with  his  hand. 

"  Then  take  and  write,"  he  said,  and  when  the 
monk  had  mended  his  pen  he  dictated.  "  '  And  in 
addition  the  said  stipend  of  XX  markes  by  year  to 
be  taken  and  received  of  the  rent  and  ferm  of  my 
fisshyng  of  Warkworth,  by  thands  of  my  fermour  of 
the  same  for  the  tyme  beynge,  yerly  at  the  times 
there  used  and  accustomed  to,  even  portions.  In 
wytnes  whereof  to  these  my  letters  patentes,  I  the 
said  erle  have  set  the  seale  of  my  names.'  .  .  .  That," 
John  Harbottle  continued,  "  if  you  will  agree  to,  you 
shall  have  written  out  fair  on  parchment,  and  so  the 
matter  ends." 

"  I  think  it  will  end  very  well,"  the  monk  answered, 
"  and  the  Earl  of  Northumberland  shall  have  honour 
of  it  in  Heaven.  And,  since  I  am  about  to  do  this 
thing  in  your  service,  and  to  relieve  you  of  travels 
and  the  fear  of  a  holy  man,  having  no  advantage 
myself  and  seeking  none,  since   I  am   a  monk,  so  I 
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will  take  it  as  a  kindness  if  you  will  do,  for  my  sake, 
what  you  can  at  odd  moments  to  advantage  the 
cause  of  my  friend,  this  Young  Lovell,  who  is  lately 
come,  as  I  have  heard,  from  prison  amongst  the  false 
thieves  of  Rokehope  and  Cheviot." 

John  Harbottle  did  not  answer  this,  for  he 
thought  there  was  little  love  lost  between  his  lord 
and  that  young  lording.  Within  himself  he  thought 
that,  if  the  religious  should  espouse  that  lording's 
cause  it  would  be  a  good  thing  for  the  Percy  to  be 
advised  to  let  him  be,  and  this  monk  had  great  voice 
with  the  lower  order  of  people  whom  the  Earl  had 
cause  to  fear,  since  they  were  sworn  to  have  his  blood 
because  of  the  taxes  that,  in  the  King's  name,  he  laid 
upon  them.  But  he  did  not  speak  upon  those  matters, 
saying  aloud  : 

"  It  is  strange,  though  I  know  it  to  be  true, 
that  my  lord  shall  have  honour  in  heaven  by  reason 
that  a  man  be  found  to  be  walled  up  in  a  space  no 
larger  than  the  kennel  of  my  hound  Diccon  and  so 
live  out  his  life." 

"  My  friend,"  the  monk  said,  "  I  may  not  listen  to 
you  further,  for  that  would  come  near  conversing 
with  a  heretic.  And  the  penalty  for  such  conversa- 
tion is  that  at  every  Easter  and  high  feast  I  must 
stand  beside  the  high  altar,  in  a  robe  of  penitence, 
having  in  my  hand  a  rod  or  peeled  wand  ten  foot  in 
length  and  other  penances,  a  many  I  must  do." 

"  God  forbid  !  "  John  Harbottle  said,  "  for  I  am 
no  heretic  and  no  more  than  a  plain,  blunt  man. 
And  surely  these  things  are  hard  to  understand." 

"  My  son,"  that  monk  said,  and  by  the  creasing  of 
his  tight  lips  John  Harbottle  knew  that  he  had  been 
pleasant   with    him    before    and   had    not   meant    in 
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earnestness  to  call  him  a  heretic.      u  Every  day  you 
hear  of  the  ways  of  God  that  are  hard  to  understand. 
You  have  heard  to-day  or  yesterday  of  the  miracle 
that  was  wrought  on  Tuesday  in  the  Abbey  of  our 
own   town    of  Alnwick — how   that   the   foot   of  Sir 
Simon  de  Montfort,  that  there  they  have  and  that  is 
incorruptible,  cured   a  certain  very  wealthy  burgess 
of  Newcastle  called  Arnoldus  Pickett.     For  he  was 
not  able  to  move  his  foot  from  his  bed  or  put  his 
hand  to  his  mouth  or  perform  any  bodily  function. 
And  so,  in  a  dream  he  was  bidden  to  go  to  your 
Abbey  of  the    Premonstratensian    Brotherhood  and 
the  foot  of  Simon    de    Montfort    should    cure    him. 
Which,  when    it   was    known    to   the    canons,   there 
serving    God,    in    order   that    this    merchant    might 
approach  more  easily — for  as  yet  he  heavily  laboured 
in  his  lameness — and  lest  he  should  suffer  too  much, 
two  of  them  brought  it  reverently  to  him,  in  its  silver 
shoe.      But,  before  the  patient  was  able  to  approach 
for  the  purpose  of  kissing  it,  and  by  the  mere  sight 
of  the  slipper,  on  account  of  the  merits  of  Simon  de 
Montfort,   he  was  restored.     And    this,  to-day,   our 
monks    are  writing  in   their  chronicle    and    praising 
God.      And  consider  what  glory  there  will  be  in  this 
foot  of  Simon  de  Montfort  when  it  is  reunited  to  his 
whole  body  after  the  great  judgment,  by  comparison 
of  its  efficacy  before  Doomsday,  when  such  healing 
virtue  went  out  of  it  as  a  dead  member,  concealing 
itself  in  a  slipper  of  silver.  .  .  ." 

The  monk  was  determined  very  thoroughly  at 
once  to  abash  and  edify  this  minion  of  the  Earl  of 
Northumberland  and  so  to  bring  that  Lord  more 
thoroughly  to  the  reverence  of  the  Church  and  more 
particularly  of  the  Bishop  Palatine  with  whom  these 
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monks  had  a  great  friendship.  And  this  not  only  in 
the  matter  of  the  Young  Lovell,  where  the  Earl  had 
sought  to  give  judgment  in  a  matter  that  was  full 
surely  ecclesiastical  and  not  pertaining  to  the  lay 
Court  of  the  Border  Warden.  So  that  monk 
continued  in  a  loud  voice  : 

"  Shall  you  seek  to  understand  these  miracles 
that  are  of  daily  happening  and  occur  all  round  you, 
God  knows,  often  enough  ?  For  in  the  monastery  or 
priory  of  Durham  they  have  not  only  the  most 
famous  bodies  of  St.  Cuthbert  and  St.  Bede,  but  the 
cross  of  St.  Margaret  that  is  well  known  to  be  of 
avail  to  women  that  labour  with  child.  And  in  the 
Cella  of  Fenkull  they  have  St.  Guthrie,  and  in 
Newminster  the  zone  and  mass-book  of  St.  Robert, 
and  in  Blondeland  the  girdle  of  St.  Mary  the 
Mother  of  God.  And  all  these  cure,  according  to 
their  marvellous  faculties,  the  halt,  the  blind,  those 
who  have  the  shaking  palsy  and  those  with  the 
falling  sickness.  And  in  Hexham  they  have  the 
Red-book  of  Hexham,  and  at  Tyne mouth  they  have 
not  only  the  body  of  St.  Oswin,  King  and  martyr 
in  a  feretory,  but  also  the  spur  of  St.  Cuthbert,  the 
finger  of  St.  Bartholomew  and  the  girdle  of  Blessed 
Margaret.  .  .  .  And  all  these  things  being  under 
your  very  eyes  or  at  a  short  day's  journey,  you  will 
question  the  glory  and  the  strangeness  of  God  and 
you  will  set  yourself  up — oh,  stiffnecked  genera- 
tion !  .  .  ." 

A  gentle  knocking  came  at  the  cell  door  and  the 
old  and  dirty  lay-brother  who  was  in  the  outer  room 
pushed  it  ajar.  They  heard  immediately  a  great 
outcry  from  beyond  and  the  lay  brother  whispered 
that,   at    the   outer   door   stood  the    Young    Lovell 
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asking    for    admittance    with    all    his    men-at-arms 
around  him. 

The  monk  opened  a  little  door  in  the  wall  that 
gave  into  a  passage  leading  to  the  church  of  the 
monastery.  Through  this  he  led  John  Harbottle, 
and  at  the  entrance  to  the  church  he  let  him  go. 
For,  because  John  Harbottle  was  receiver  for  the 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  he  was  not  much  beloved 
by  the  Lovell  men-at-arms,  and  the  monk  Francis 
feared  that  they  might  offer  him  some  violence  now 
that  their  spirits  were  inflamed,  and  their  stomachs 
rendered  proud  and  rebellious  by  the  return  of  their 
lord  who  should  take  them  into  his  service  again. 
And  when  the  monk  had  thrown  himself  down 
before  the  image  of  the  Mother  of  God  that  was  in 
the  Lady  Chapel  near  that  entrance,  and  had  laid 
there  long  enough  to  say  twelve  "  Hail  Maries,"  he 
arose  and  went  back  to  his  cell  and  bade  the  lay 
brother  let  in  Young  Lovell. 


Ill 

WHEN  the  Young  Lovell  was  admitted  to  the  inner 
cell,  a  fine  smile  of  friendship  came  over  the  monk's 
hard  face.  He  loved  this  young  lord  for  his  open 
features,  his  frank  voice,  his  deeds  of  arms  and  his 
great  courage.  He  stretched  forward  his  hand  towards 
the  Young  Lovell,  but,  in  his  faded  scarlet  cloak,  and 
with  his  pierced  cap  in  his  hands  the  young  lord 
went  down  upon  his  knees  and  wished  to  confess 
himself. 

The  monk  Francis  blessed  him  very  lovingly,  but 
said  that  he  did  not  wish  to  hear  a  confession,  and 
that  the  Young  Lovell  should  seek  a  holier  man. 
But  he  was  ready  to  hear  the  Young  Lovell's  true 
story,  and  to  take  counsel  with  him  as  to  how  all 
things  might  be  turned  to  the  greater  glory  of  the 
Most  High.  He  observed  with  concern  the  saddened 
and  blank  eyes  of  his  friend,  his  faded  clothes,  in  which 
he  appeared  like  a  figure  in  a  painted  missal  that  the 
dampness  of  a  cell  had  rendered  dim.  And  he  was 
determined,  if  he  could,  to  render  aid  to  his  friend, 
for  twice  already  he  had  befriended  the  young  man, 
once  after  the  battle  of  Kenchie's  Burn,  and  he  had 
done  it  since.  For  indeed,  when  he  had  had  time,  he 
had  gone  to  the  township  of  Castle  Lovell,  and  had 
talked  with  the  lawyer  Stone  and  with  the  witch 
called  Meg  of  the  Foul  Tyke.  With  the  Decies  he 
had  not  talked,  but  he  had  heard  him  on  that  day  in 
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the  Great  Hall  and  knew  him  for  a  false  knave.  He 
had  observed,  too,  that  the  stones  of  the  lawyer 
Stone  and  of  the  old  women  did  not  in  all  things  tally. 
One  talked  of  the  naked  witch  as  having  black  hair 
and  six  paps  ;  the  other  said  she  was  most  fair  and 
had  no  deformity.  The  lawyer  placed  the  witches' 
fire  to  the  left  of  the  large  rock  called  Bondale  that 
was  before  the  chapel,  and  the  old  woman  said  it  was 
to  the  right,  with  the  wind  from  the  east,  so  that  if  it 
had  been  a  real  fire  there  must  be  the  marks  of  burn- 
ing upon  it. 

The  monk  had  asked  his  questions  very  cunningly, 
rather  as  a  religious  anxious  for  information  as  to  the 
ways  of  sinners,  in  order  that  he  might  the  better 
detect  and  punish  them,  than  as  one  desiring  to  sift 
their  answers.  But  he  was  very  certain  that  they 
were  evil  liars,  and  he  was  sure  that,  were  they  brought 
before  the  Bishop's  courts  in  Durham,  he  would  be 
able  to  bring  their  perjuries  to  light.  So  he  was 
very  certain  that  the  lording  had  been  taken  by  Gib 
Elliott  and  held  for  ransom,  and  well  he  knew  that 
no  one  in  the  Castle  would  ransom  him,  so  that  it 
was  small  wonder  if  they  had  heard  nothing  of  it. 
The  Decies  and  his  confederates  would  conceal  any 
news  they  had  from  Elliott,  and  perhaps  slay  his 
messenger  or  keep  him  jailed  that  the  outlaw  might 
be  angered  and  slay  the  Young  Lovell.  So  that  it 
was  with  a  great  cheerfulness  that  now  he  offered  to 
have  brought  to  his  friend,  food  and  clean  linen  and 
hot,  scented  water,  and  a  serving  man  to  wash  his 
feet ;  for  he  thought  he  must  be  come  from  far  after 
having  fared  ill  enough. 

But  the  Young  Lovell  would  have  none  of  these 
things,  neither  would  he  be  persuaded  to  rise  from  his 
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knees  ;  but,  being  there,  he  said  a  long  prayer  to  Our 
Lord  that  hung  from  the  crucifix  and  appeared  in  an 
agony.  And  the  monk  sat  himself  at  the  foot  of  the 
box  of  straw  covered  with  a  rug  that  was  his  bed 
and  again  marvelled  at  the  face  of  his  friend.  For 
the  long,  brown  hair  was  blanched  by  the  sun,  the 
closed  eyes  were  sunken,  the  lids  gone  bluish,  the  lips 
parched  as  if  with  desire.  And  so,  whilst  the  lording 
prayed,  the  monk  sat  on  the  bed  foot.  Then  he  heard 
a  rustle  of  wings  and,  on  the  sill  of  the  glassless 
window,  he  saw  a  blue  dove  and,  in  the  sunlight  with- 
out, a  fair  woman  that  peered  in  at  that  window  and 
smiled — all  white  and  with  the  sunlight  upon  her. 

The  monk  got  down  from  the  bed  foot,  to  reprove 
her  courteously,  for  no  woman  should  be  seen  there 
between  the  church  and  the  monk's  cells.  But  then 
he  considered  that  it  might  be  a  penitent  of  one  of 
the  other  monks,  and  when  he  looked  towards  the 
window  again,  the  woman  and  the  dove  alike  had 
vanished  from  the  view  of  that  window,  and  he  judged 
he  had  better  let  the  matter  be.  And  so  he  sat  down 
upon  the  bed  foot. 

The  Young  Lovell  groaned  several  times  in  his 
praying,  and  most  he  had  groaned  when  that  fair 
woman  had  looked  in  at  the  cell.  His  breathing 
made  a  heavy  sound  in  the  silent  room.  And  then 
he  cried  out  in  a  great,  lamentable  voice  : 

"  I  have  been  with  a  fairy  woman  !  Three  months 
long  I  have  looked  upon  the  whiteness  of  a  fairy 
woman  !     Who  shall  absolve  me  ?  " 

The  monk  slipped  down  from  the  bed. 

"  Ah  misericordia ! "  he  cried  out  and  :  "  Jesu 
pity  us ! " 

His  face  went  pale  even  to  the  edges  of  his  lips 
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and,  involuntarily,  he  moved  backwards  away  from 
that  sinner  until  he  crouched  against  the  wall.  Then 
they  were  silent  a  longtime  and  the  large  flies  buzzed 
in  at  the  window  and  out. 

Then  the  monk  took  his  courage  to  himself  again. 

"  But  if  you  truly  repent,"  he  said  quickly, 
"lording,  and  my  friend,  and  sinner,  you  may  be 
pardoned." 

And  since  the  young  lord  still  kept  silence  he 
asked  many  swift  questions  :  What  sort  of  woman 
was  this  ?  Where  was  her  bower  ?  How  had  she 
entertained  him  and  he  her  ?  Had  he  eaten  of  fruits 
from  her  dishes  ?  Had  he  done  deeds  of  dishonesty 
with  a  willing  heart  ?  How  did  he  know  her  for  a 
fairy  woman  ?  Had  he  partaken  of  magic  rites ; 
sprinkled  the  blood  of  newborn  babies  ;  taken  gifts 
of  gold  ;  witnessed  a  black  mass  ;  gathered  fernseed  ? 

The  monk  asked  all  these  questions  with  a  breath- 
less speed  that  they  might  the  more  quickly  be 
affirmed  or  denied.  And  at  last  the  young  lord 
cried  out  as  if  in  an  agony : 

"  All  that  is  a  child's  tale !  All  that  is  a  weary 
folly  I     It  was  not  like  that.  .  .  ." 

And  then  he  cried  again  : 

"  I  say  I  looked  upon  this  woman,  clothed  in  the 
white  of  foam  and  the  gold  of  sun.  ...  I  looked  but 
spoke  no  word.  .  .  .  Three  months  went  by  and  I 
knew  not  of  the  wheeling  of  the  stars,  or  the  moon 
in  her  course,  nor  the  changes  of  the  weather.  .  .  . 
I  had  seen  Sathanas  and  Leviathan  and  Herod's 
daughter  in  the  chapel.  .  .  ." 

The  monk  now  came  more  near  him  and  with  a 
calmer  eye  regarded  him.  He  had  known  of  knights 
and  poor  men,  too,    that    had    had  visions    born    of 
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fastings,  vigils,  hot  suns  and  the  despair  of  heaven. 
For  himself  he  had  desired  none  of  these  visions,  for 
to  each,  as  he  saw  it,  God  gives  his  vocation.  But 
some  that  had  seen  such  visions  had  been  accounted 
holy  and  had  taken  religious  habits  ;  others,  truly  had 
been  deemed  accursed  and  burned  or  set  in  chains  ; 
and  yet  again  others  had  proved  later  true  knights  of 
God,  had  fought  with  Saracens  and  the  heathen,  and 
at  their  deaths  had  been  accounted  saints.  And  he 
looked  upon  his  friend  whom  he  had  loved,  and  he 
considered  how  tarnished  and  stained  he  was  with  the 
air  and  with  fasting.  And  he  remembered  how,  in 
the  tents  before  and  after  Kenchie's  Burn,  they  had 
talked  together.  Then  it  had  seemed  to  him,  from 
the  way  Young  Lovell  spoke,  that  it  was  as  if  it  were 
more  fitting  that  he,  the  monk,  should  be  a  rough 
soldier,  and  that  the  esquire  and  lord's  son  a  church- 
man. 

For  the  Young  Lovell  had  talked  always  of  high, 
fine  and  stainless  chivalry,  of  the  Mother  of  God  as 
the  Mystic  Rose,  of  the  Tower  of  Ivory,  and  of  the 
dish  that  had  the  most  holy  blood  of  God.  Of  none 
of  these  things  had  Sir  Hugh  Ridley  that  was  after- 
wards the  monk  Francis,  heard  tell,  when  he  had 
been  a  knight  of  the  world.  He  had  considered 
rather  his  forbear  Widdrington  that  fought  upon  his 
stumps  at  Chevy  Chase  as  the  very  perfect  Knight ; 
and,  rather  than  of  the  death  of  King  Arthur  of 
Bretagne,  he  was  accustomed  to  sing : 

"  Then  they  were  come  to  Hutton  Ha '  ! 
They  ride  that  proper  place  about, 
But  the  Laird  he  was  the  wiser  man 
For  he  had  left  na'  geir  without." 

But  this  young  Master  of  Lovell,  who  had  lain  in 
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those  tents,  had  travelled  far  and  seen  our  father  of 
Rome  and  the  courts  of  France  and  the  envoys  of 
Mahound.  Therefore,  he  might  well  have  other  know- 
ledges. And  certain  it  was  that  the  monk  Francis 
had  never  heard  him  speak  otherwise  than  decorously 
of  the  lords  set  over  him,  charitably  of  the  poor,  firmly 
of  his  vassals  and  bondsmen  and  with  yearning  and 
love  for  Our  Lady,  St.  Katharine,  Archangel 
Michael,  St.  Margaret  and  of  our  blessed  Lord  and 
Saviour  and  St.  Cuthbert. 

And,  remembering  all  these  things,  the  monk 
Francis  considered  that  too  much  fasting  and  too 
much  learning  might  have  made  this  lording  mad. 
And  he  deemed  it  his  duty  rather  to  bring  his  mind 
back  to  regaining  of  his  lands  so  that  he  might  prove 
a  valiant  soldier  in  the  cause  of  the  Bishop  Palatine 
and  Almighty  God. 

Therefore  he  said  now  : 

"  Tell  me  truly,  ah  gentle  lording  and  my  son,  what 
it  was  that  befell  you.     So  I  may  the  better  judge." 

And  when  the  monk  heard  first  how  the  young 
man  had  watched  his  harness  within  the  chapel,  that 
alone  seemed  to  him  a  proof  of  a  midsummer 
madness  such  as  a  reasonable  confessor  should  have 
persuaded  him  against.  And  he  gained  in  this 
conviction  the  more  when  he  heard  how  Behemoth, 
Leviathan,  Mahound,  Helen  of  Troy,  the  Witch  of 
Endor  and  Syrians  in  strange  robes  had  visited  the 
young  man  and  had  tempted  him  there  in  the 
darkness.  All  these  things  were  strange  to  the  good 
and  simple  monk  whose  knowledge  of  sorceries 
ended  at  crooked  old  women  and  the  White  Lady  of 
Spindleston.  He  knew  not  more  than  half  the 
names  of  the  Young  Lovell's  hobgoblins. 

K 
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Then  he  marked  how  the  young  man  spoke  of  a 
woman's  face  that  looked  in  on  him  in  the  chapel  and 
seemed  to  tempt  him,  and  the  monk  considered  that 
that  might  happen  to  any  man,  for  had  he  not,  a 
minute  gone,  seen  a  woman,  fair  enough  to  tempt  any 
man  to  follow  her,  looking  into  his  cell.  For  he 
remembered  her  as  the  fairest  woman  he  had  ever 
seen,  with  dark  and  serious  eyes  ;  though  she  smiled 
mockingly  too,  which  was  what,  in  the  life  of  this 
world,  this  monk  had  asked  of  women.  And  he  had 
yet  to  learn  that  the  desire  to  follow  after  a  fair 
woman  was,  in  a  gallant  lording,  any  mortal  sin,  else 
Hell  must  be  fuller  than  the  kind  Lord  Jesus  would 
have  it  Who  died  to  save  us  therefrom. 

Thus  all  things  hardened  this  monk  in  the  conceit 
that  the  Young  Lovell  suffered  more  from  over 
fasting  than  from  any  cardinal  sin,  and  when  it  came 
to  the  story  of  the  very  fair  woman  sitting  upon  a 
white  horse  amidmost  of  doves  and  sparrows  and 
great  bright  flowers,  though  it  gave  him  some  pause 
to  think  that  this  had  lasted  for  ninety  days,  yet  it 
abashed  him  very  little. 

Then  the  Young  Lovell  was  done  with  his  tale. 
The  monk  asked  him  first  of  all : 

"  Now  tell  me  truly,  my  gentle  son  ;  how  can  you 
tell  this  lady  from  one  of  the  kind  saints  or  from  the 
angelic  host  ? " 

"  In  truth  I  could  not  tell  you  that,"  the  young 
lording  said,  "  it  is  only  that  I  know  it." 

"  And  if  you  spake  no  word  with  her,"  the  monk 
asked  further,  "  how  may  you  know  that  her  thoughts 
were  wicked  ?  Had  you  not  fasted  long  ?  Had  you 
dwelt  especially  upon  lewd  thoughts  before  that 
time  ?      Should   you   not   have    been,    if   any    poor 
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mortal  may  be,  in  a  degree  of  as  much  grace  as  we 
may  attain  to  ?  " 

"  It  is  true,"  the  Young  Lovell  said,  u  that  I  had 
dune  my  best,  but  we  are  all  so  black  with  sin  as 
against  any  true  and  perfect  knights.  .  .  ." 

The  monk  would  not  let  him  finish  this  speech. 

"  Hear  now   me,  Young   Lovell,"  he   said,  "  and 
what  my  reading  of  these  matters  is.     I  am  not  thy 
confessor,  but  until  a  better  shall  come  I  order  you  to 
believe  what  I  say  and  that  is  your  duty  as  a  Christian 
man.     And  I  bid  you  believe  that  this  lady  was  from 
heaven  itself,  and  if  not  one  of  the  saints  then  one  of 
the  blessed  angels  of  God.     And  how  I  read  that  is 
this  :  Firstly,  is  it  not  written  that  the  hosts  of  heaven 
shall  be  clad  in  white  raiment,  with  the  glory  of  the 
sun  about  them  and  the  light  of  the  dawnstar  upon 
their  faces  ?     And  as  for  the  doves,  is  it  not  written 
that  those  fowls  of  the  air  are  the  symbol  of  innocence, 
it  being  said  :  *  Be  ye  wise  as  the  serpent  and  free  of 
guile  as  the  dove '  ?     For  the  sparrows  we  have  the 
words  of  our  Lord  God  His  well-loved  Son,  that  the 
Almighty  had  them  in  His  especial  keeping,  and  many 
such  may  well  flutter  about  the  fair  courts  of  heaven. 
So  that  if  you  had  seen  serpents  that   are   horrible 
monsters  you  need  not  have  been  abashed,  yet  you 
saw  only  doves  and  sparrows.     And  for  the    white 
horse,   it   was  upon    such   a    beast    that   the   blessed 
Katharine,  the  spouse  of  Our  Lord,  rode  to  the  con- 
frontation of  the    forty    thousand    doctors.     It    may 
well  have  been  that  most  happy  and  gracious  Lady  ; 
though  if  you  did  not  mark  that  she   had  a  wheel, 
which  as  I  think  is  the  symbol   of  that  saint,  perhaps 
it  was  not  she.     Or  again   it  may  have   been.     For 
without  doubt  the  blessed  saints  in  heaven  are  relieved 
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of  the  labours  of  bearing  what  were  their  symbols 
here  on  earth.  And  indeed  that  is  most  likely. 
And  for  the  great  flowers,  what  should  they  be  but 
the  blessed  flowers  of  paradise  itself.  And  that  they 
should  be  in  that  place  is  in  nowise  wonderful.  Are 
we  to  think  that,  having  been  once  set  around  by 
those  blossoms  like  the  jewels  of  Our  Lady's  diadem, 
any  one  of  the  hosts  of  heaven  would  willingly  go 
without  them  ?  Not  so,  but  assuredly  our  Lord 
God  will  let  them  have  the  company  and  stay  of  such 
flowers,  Who  hath  promised  to  those  bright  beings 
an  eternity  of  such  bliss  as  shall  surpass  mortal 
imaginations.  .  .  ." 

The  monk  had  spoken  these  words  with  a  tone 
nearly  minatory  and  full  of  exhortation.  But  now 
he  approached  the  Young  Lovell  and  set  his  arms 
around  his  shoulder  and  spoke  soft  and  in  a  loving 
fashion. 

"  My  beloved  son  in  religion  whom  I  should  hold 
as  a  brother  if  I  were  of  this  world,"  he  said,  "  I  cannot 
say  if  you  were  pure  in  heart  at  that  season,  yet  I 
hope  you  were.  If  you  were  you  may  take  great 
pride  and  be  very  thankful.  If  you  were  in  a  state  of 
sin  then  consider  this  for  a  warning  and  amend  very 
much  your  ways.  And  it  may  well  be  that  the  hosts 
of  heaven  who  are  all  round  us  and  watch  very  atten- 
tively that  which  we  do  on  earth — that  they  are  and 
have  been  concerned  to  see  how  that  you  regard  too 
little  the  needs  of  the  Church  that  is  militant  here  in 
earth,  forgetting  it  in  the  too  frequent  contemplation 
of  the  Church  Triumphant  that  is  in  heaven.  For  I 
think  that  your  tales  of  chaste  knights  of  Brittany 
and  the  pursuers  of  the  Holy  Grail  are  rather  glimpses 
vouchsafed  to  us  of  how  it  shall  be  with  the  Church 
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Triumphant  than  of  anything  that  can  be  until  that 
day.     In  these  North  parts  the  times  are  very  evil  and 
we  have  more  need  of  a  great  lord  and  one  ready  tr. 
be  a  strong  protector  than  of  ten  Sir  Galahads  seeking 
mysteries,  though  that  too  may  be  a  very  excellent 
thing  in  its  time  and  place.     Yet  I  would  rather  see 
you  Warden  of  these  Marches,  since  the  one  that  we 
have,  though  an  earl  pious  and  generous  enough,  turns 
rather  his  thoughts  in  fear  to  the  King  in  London 
Town  than  in  love  and  homage  to  the  Prince  Bishop 
that  is  set  above  us.     And   I  make  no  doubt  that  it 
was  to  exhort  you  to  this  that  that  angel  or  that 
saint  came  down.     And,  in  token,  you  have,  for  the 
time  being,  lost  your  lands  to  very  godless  people 
who  have  sought  to  dispossess  you  by  having  recourse 
to  the  courts  temporal  upon  a  false  charge.     You  say 
to  me  that  ever  since  you  saw  that  lady's  face  this 
world  has  seemed  as  a  mirror  and  an  unreality  to  you 
so  that  you  cannot  cease  from  sighing  and  longing. 
I    will   tell   you  that   those    very    same    words  were 
written   of  Gudruna,    Saint,   Queen    and    Martyr   of 
these  parts.     Being  an  evil  and  lascivious  queen  she 
had  in  sleep  a  vision  of  the  joys  of  paradise  and  so 
she  said  that  she  never  ceased  from  sighing  for  them 
all  the  days   of  her  life.     Yet  nevertheless  that  did 
not  hinder  her  from  waging  war  against  the  heathen 
and   winning    a   great    part   of    this    kingdom    from 
Heathenesse,  so   that  she   converted   forty  thousand 
souls.     And,    for   the    fact  that  three    months    have 
passed,  I   will   have  you  remember   the  case  of  the 
founder    of  this    monastery — blessed   Wulfric.      For 
walking   in  the  fields  here,  Our  Lady  came  to  him 
and  so  he  remained  upon  his  knees  by  the  space  of 
fort)'  and  nine  days  in  a  swoon  or  trance,  being  fed 
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by  such  as  passed  by  or  as  gradually  flocked  there  to 
see  that  wonder.  And  so,  being  restored  to  himself, 
he  said  that  Our  Lady  had  but  just  gone  from  him, 
having  staid,  as  he  thought,  but  a  very  short  while. 
And  that  is  explained  by  this,  that  to  the  dwellers  in 
heaven  and  in  the  sight  of  God,  even  as  marriage  is 
not,  so  time  is  not,  it  being  written  that  in  His  courts 
one  day  is  as  a  thousand  years.  So  it  may  well  be 
that  that  angel — and  by  that  I  think  it  may  have 
been  rather  an  angel  than  a  saint — having  no  know- 
ledge of  time  and  none  either  of  the  necessity  of 
mankind  for  shelter  or  food — for  the  heavenly  host 
have  no  need  of  either — so  this  fair,  pretty  angel  in 
staying  ninety  days  before  you  may  have  thought  it 
was  but  the  space  of  a  minute,  for  it  is  only  God  that 
is  all-wise.  Yet  may  God,  observing  these  things 
from  where  He  sate  in  Heaven,  and  desiring  neither 
to  abash  the  angel  nor  to  starve  and  slay  you,  have 
conveyed  nourishment  to  you  by  the  hands  of  other 
angels  and  have  rendered  mild  the  winds.  And  now 
I  think  of  it,  in  these  last  ninety  days,  there  has  been 
very  little  or  no  rain  at  all  so  that  the  hay  harvest  and 
fenaison  is  a  month  before  its  time  and  all  men  have 
marked  this  for  a  marvel.  So  I  read  these  wonders, 
and  so  I  command  you  to  regard  them  until  you 
come  upon  a  man  more  holy,  to  interpret  them  other- 
wise. And  for  that,  if  I  be  wrong,  we  shall  very  soon 
know  it,  for  I  will  have  you  go  with  me — as  soon  as  I 
shall  have  arranged  certain  matters  of  this  monastery 
— to  the  Prince  Bishop  himself  in  Durham.  And 
there,  if  he  do  not  find  me  at  fault,  we  will  devise 
with  him  how  best  you  may  again  be  set  in  your 
inheritance.  For  I  will  tell  you  this.  A  fortnight 
gone   I  had  speech  with  that   gracious  prince  for  a 
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space  of  two  days  touching  the  affairs  of  the  diocese, 
and  he  said  that  he  would  very  well  that  you  should 
be  set  back  in  your  lands.  And  I  ask  you  this :  If 
such  a  mighty  prince  and  wise  and  reverend  servant 
of  God  shall  say  that,  commending  you,  what  would 
it  be  in  you  but  a  very  stiff-necked  perseverance  in 
humility  and  the  conviction  of  sin  to  gainsay  him,  a 
prince  palatine  that  hath  spent  many  years  in  the  city 
of  Rome  before  the  face  of  the  pope  himself? " 

The  Young  Lovell  sighed  deeply.  In  all  those 
long  speeches  he  had  heard  rather  the  voice  of  a  friend 
that  sought  to  enhearten  him  than  that  of  a  ghostly 
pastor  and  comforter.     And  at  last  he  said  : 

"  For  what  you  say,  father,  of  my  retaking  my 
Castle  I  will  do  it  very  willingly,  and  so  I  will 
administer  my  lands  that,  with  the  grace  of  God,  it 
shall  be  to  His  greater  glory,  if  so  I  may.  And  for 
what  you  have  bidden  me  believe  I  will  seek  to 
believe  it,  but  strong  within  me  is  the  thought  of  what 
before  was  in  my  mind  that  I  may  not  change  it  all 
of  a  piece.  Nevertheless,  by  prayer  and  fasting  I 
may  come  to  it." 

The  monk,  who  had  observed  his  penitent's  face 
to  light  up  at  the  mention  of  his  Castle,  said  quickly : 

"  Why,  I  think  you  have  fasted  enough,"  and  so 
he  bade  the  lay  brother  to  bring  there  quickly  wine 
and  meat,  and  hot  water  to  wash  with,  and  clean  linen 
if  they  had  any  good  enough.  And  so  he  bade  the 
young  lord  lay  off  the  heavier  of  his  garments  and 
unbrace  his  clothes,  for  it  was  hot  weather.  And  so 
food  and  a  table  were  brought  and  the  lay  brother 
washed  the  feet  of  the  lord,  whilst  he  reclined  upon 
the  bed-foot.  Whilst  he  ate,  little  by  little  the  religious 
brought  the  Young  Lovell  to  talk  of  how  he  should 
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have  arms  and  money  for  his  men-at-arms  and  other 
costs. 

And  the  Young  Lovell  saw  that  he  had  still  in  his 
cap  his  string  of  great  pearls  and  this  he  pledged  to 
the  monk  Francis  for  the  sum  of  two  hundred 
pounds. 

Of  this  sum,  one  hundred  pounds  the  monk 
Francis  had  of  the  funds  of  the  monastery,  and  he 
could  just  make  it  with  the  twenty-eight  pounds  that 
John  Harbottlehad  paid  him.  This  hundred  pounds 
the  Young  Lovell  should  take  with  him  upon  his 
adventure  to  Durham  and  the  other  hundred  should 
remain  with  the  good  monk.  And  this  should  pay 
for  the  keep  of  thirty  men  for  a  fortnight,  at  the  rate 
of  fourpence  a  man,  and  that  would  be  seven  pounds. 
And  the  men  should  have  arms  from  the  armourer  of 
the  monastery  and.  from  the  men-at-arms  there  until 
they  came  to  arms  of  their  own.  And  if  they  should 
return  those  arms  unbroken  and  unharmed  the  Lord 
Lovell  should  pay  for  their  hire  at  the  rate  of  one 
shilling  the  man  per  week,  and  all  that  should  be 
matter  of  account  out  of  the  hundred  pounds  that 
remained. 

So  the  monk  Francis  bargained  for  the  good  of 
his  monastery,  for  he  held  it  against  his  conscience  to 
give  these  things  for  less.  Moreover,  he  perceived 
that  in  talking  of  these  things  the  Young  Lovell 
appeared  to  come  back  to  life.  Then  the  Young 
Lovell  told  this  news  to  his  men-at-arms  who  stood 
before  the  door. 

Afterwards  the  Young  Lovell  bought  of  the  knight 
of  the  monastery,  Sir  Nicholas  Ewelme,  some  light 
armour  for  his  horse  ;  and  for  himself  he  bought  a 
light  helmet,   a  breastpiece  and  an  axe,  which  were 
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not  very  fair,  but  sufficient  to  make  the  journey  to 
Durham.  And  all  these  things  having  taken  many 
hours,  it  was  decided  that  they  should  put  off  their 
departure  until  the  next  day  at  dawn  when  the  Young 
Lovell  should  take  with  him  ten  of  his  men-at-arms. 
By  that  evening,  the  news  of  his  being  at  the 
monastery  having  spread,  more  than  twenty  more  of 
his  men,  with  an  esquire  called  Armstrong,  came 
there  and  entered  his  employment. 


IV 

The  Lady  Margaret  of  Glororem  had  that  day,  near 
dawn,  abandoned  hope  that  the  Young  Lovell,  her 
true  love,  would  come  again,  and  for  that  reason  she 
rode  south  to  Durham  to  set  about  the  releasing  of 
the  Lady  Rohtraut  in  good  earnest.  She  had  been 
unwilling  to  do  this  before  hope  departed  of  his 
returning,  because  he  was  her  lord  and  might  have 
plans  for  the  retaking  of  his  Castle  and  the  rest,  and 
any  action  that  she  might  take  might  hinder  these. 

She  had  said  that  she  would  ride  to  Durham  on  the 
day  when  the  Young  Lovell  should  have  been  ninety 
days  away  and  that  was  the  ninety-first.  That  night 
she  lay  at  Warkworth  where  she  had  the  hospitality  of 
the  Percies.  She  had  with  her  an  old  lady  called 
Bellingham  and  three  maids  with  forty  men-at-arms 
under  the  direction  of  the  husband  of  the  lady  called 
Bellingham,  an  old  esquire  who  had  never  come  to  be 
a  knight,  but  yet  a  very  honest  man  and  capable  for 
such  a  post.  For  if  he  had  little  skill  or  desire  to 
take  fortresses  or  the  like,  he  could  very  well  set  out 
his  men  so  as  to  drive  off  any  evil  gentry. 

And  that  night  the  Lady  Margaret,  after  supper — 
which  was  late  because  it  was  the  time  of  the  haying 
when  every  man  of  the  largest  castle  must  be  in  the 
fields  whilst  daylight  lasted — the  Lady  Margaret  held 
a  hot  discussion  with  the  Earl  of  Northumberland. 
The  Lady  Maud  his  wife  was  by,  that  was  daughter 
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to  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  and  she  sought  to  moderate 
at  once  the  anger  of  that  lord  and  the  importunities 
of  that  hotheaded  damsel.  The  Lady  Margaret  would 
have  the  Percy  raise  his  many  with  cannon  and  siege 
apparatus  and  march  against  Castle  Lovell  to  release 
her  aunt,  the  Lady  Rohtraut  who  was  also  that  Earl's 
cousin.  And  so  she  exhorted  him,  in  the  light  of  a 
great  fire  of  sea  coal,  for  the  nights  were  chilly  enough 
if  the  days  were  fine. 

She  said  many  words  in  that  sense  to  the  Earl 
before  he  answered  her.  At  last  he  spoke  to  a  page 
standing  behind  her,  that  was  son  to  the  esquire,  John 
Harbot.tle,  and  gave  him  a  key  and  bade  him  bring  a 
little  box  that  he  would  find  in  an  aumbry  in  the 
tower  where  his  muniments  and  charters  were  locked 
up.  For  this  Earl,  according  as  he  was  at  Alnwick 
which  he  did  not  much  love,  or  at  Warkworth  where 
he  much  delighted  to  be,  so  he  moved  his  window- 
glass,  his  muniments  and  his  charters  from  the  one 
Castle  to  the  other,  and  for  their  greater  safety  they 
were  placed  in  the  tower  called  the  Bail.  Night  and 
day  watch  was  kept  in  the  chambers  that  were  both 
above  them  and  below,  with  the  best  ancients  and 
lieutenants  that  he  had,  keeping  watch  upon  the  men- 
at-arms.  So  high  a  value  did  his  lord  set  upon  his 
charters. 

And  when  the  box  was  brought  to  him  he  opened 
it  with  another  key  and  took  out  certain  old  and  stained 
papers  and  parchments  which  he  bade  this  lady  read. 
And  she  could  make  little  of  them  because  there  was 
no  light  but  the  firelight,  for  the  Earl  and  his  wife 
were  accustomed  to  go  to  bed  after  supper. 

When  she  could  not  read  them,  the  Earl  took 
them  from  her  and  read  them  easily  enough,  for  he 
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had  them  nearly  by  heart,  though  the  writing  was 
cramped  and  nearly  fourscore  years  of  age,  or  more. 
And  once,  whilst  he  read  them,  the  Earl  looked  over 
the  edge  of  a  parchment  at  the  Lady  Margaret  and 
asked  her  if  she  had  heard  of  a  Percy  called  Hot- 
spur. She  answered,  yes,  indeed  ;  so  he  read  out 
lugubriously  what  was  in  that  writing. 

"  The  King  to  the  mayor  and  sheriffs  of  York, 
greeting :  Whereas  of  our  special  grace  we  have 
granted  to  our  cousin  Elizabeth  who  was  the  wife  of 
Henry  de  Percy,  Chevalier,  commonly  called  Hotspur, 
the  head  and  quarters  of  the  same  Henry  to  be 
buried  :  we  command  you  that  the  head  aforesaid, 
placed  by  our  command  upon  the  gate  of  the  city 
aforesaid  you  deliver  to  the  same  Elizabeth,  to  be 
buried  according  to  our  grant  aforesaid."  And,  with 
a  droning  voice  the  Earl  followed  other  pieces  of  the 
body  of  that  Henry  Percy  about  the  realm,  a  certain 
quarter  of  him  having  been  placed  upon  the  gate  at 
Newcastle,  another  at  Chester,  another  at  Shrews- 
bury, and  so  on.  And  when  he  had  done  with 
Hotspur,  the  Earl  went  on  to  read  of  the  fate  of  the 
father  of  Hotspur,  Henry,  the  Fourth  Lord  Percy 
of  Alnwick.  This  lord  fell  at  Bramham  Moor 
fighting  against  King  Henry  IV,  as  Hotspur  had 
done  at  Hately  Field,  fighting  against  the  same 
King  four  years  before.  This  lord's  head  and 
quarters  were  placed  upon  London  Bridge :  one 
quarter  upon  the  gate  of  York,  another  at  Newcastle, 
and  yet  further  pieces  at  King's  Lynn  and  Berwick- 
on-Tweed.  Lugubriously  and  in  a  level  voice  this 
Earl  read  out  all  the  writs  that  he  had  collected, 
whether  by  the  King's  hand  or  Privy  Seal,  whether 
of  setting  up  or  for  burial.     He  looked  gravely  upon 
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the  Lady  Margaret  and  asked  her  what  she  learned 
from  them.  And  when  she  said  that  she  learned 
that  those  Percies  were  very  gallant  men,  he  shook 
his  head  and  said  that  he  found  from  them  this  lesson, 
that  it  is  not  healthy  for  a  Percy  to  rebel  against  a 
King  Henry  that  slew  a  Richard.  For,  just  as 
Henry  IV  had  put  down  King  Richard  II  by  the  aid 
of  the  Percies  that  afterwards  rose  against  him,  so 
King  Henry  VII  had  put  down  and  slain  King 
Richard  IV  on  Bos  worth  Field  with  the  aid  of  that 
Percy  that  there  spoke  to  her.  And  very  surely  it 
would  be  upon  no  Bramham  Moor  or  Hately  Field 
that  that  Percy  would  fall,  for  he  was  determined  to 
be  a  very  good  liege  man  of  King  Henry  VII 
and  that  was  all  he  had  to  it. 

Then  the  Lady  Margaret  said  boldly  that,  for  this 
present  King  she  knew  nothing  of  him,  nor  either 
could  anybody,  seeing  that  he  had  reigned  but  a  little 
while.  The  Percy  made  sounds  of  disagreement 
and  anger,  for  he  was  afraid  of  having  such  things 
said  in  his  Castle,  and  moreover  desired  to  be  in  his 
bed. 

She  exclaimed  loudly  that  she  regretted  having 
seen  the  day  when  a  great  lord  should  talk  of  loyalty  to 
a  King  not  a  year  on  the  throne,  where  they,  the  great 
barons  of  this  realm,  had  set  him.  For  the  Percies 
were  a  respectable  family  though  they  were  not  of 
the  standing  and  worth,  in  those  parts,  of  the  Eures, 
the  Dacres,  or  the  Nevilles  ;  they  had  acquired  the 
most  part  of  their  lands  by  a  gradual  purchase  of 
Bishop  Anthony  Bek,  who  betrayed  his  ward  the 
young  Vesey,  so  that  the  Veseys  ever  since  were 
poor  enough  and  some  of  them  as  they  knew  had 
taken  to  evil  ways.     Still  the  Percies  had  had  some 
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very  good  knights  amongst  them,  such  as  that 
Hotspur  and  his  father  Henry,  and  others. 

At  that  point  the  Countess  Maud  sought  to  calm 
her,  but  the  Lady  Margaret  would  not  be  quieted. 
For  she  said  that  this  was  what  all  the  North  part 
was  saying,  and  it  was  better  for  the  Earl  to  hear  it 
than  to  sit  all  day  surrounded  by.  flatterers  of  the 
make  of  John  Harbottle  and  his  like,  or  than  setting 
up  tablets  on  the  walls  of  towers  as  John  Harbottle 
was  doing  at  Belford,  praising  the  credit  and  renown 
of  this  Earl. 

The  Lady  Margaret  looked  a  very  fair  woman 
and  the  Earl  had  an  eye  for  such,  or  very  certainly  he 
would  have  had  her  taken  away,  for  he  regarded 
himself  like  a  second  king  in  those  North  parts. 
Her  eyes  were  very  dark  and  flashed  with  the  fire- 
light ;  her  black  hair  fell  in  two  plaits,  one  over  her 
back  and  one  over  her  shoulder,  and  when  she  pointed 
at  him  her  white  hand,  on  which  were  many  rings  set 
with  green  stones  and  red  stones,  her  ample  sleeves 
of  scarlet  damask  touched  the  firelit  carpet.  In  the 
dark  hall  of  that  place  her  angry  figure  appeared  to 
wave  as  the  flames  went  over  the  logs  of  the  sea  coal, 
and  over  her  shoulder  looked  the  white  face  of  the 
old  lady,  Bellingham,  her  duenna,  who  was  much 
afraid.  For  the  Lady  Margaret  continued  her  rude 
speeches.  She  was  so  vexed  that  the  Percy  would 
not  go  to  the  rescue  of  her  aunt,  the  Lady  Rohtraut. 

"Sir  Earl,"  she  said,  "this  is  the  manner  of  the 
governance  of  this  realm  of  England,  that,  if  the 
great  barons  dislike  a  King  they  set  him  down.  So 
they  did,  for  one  cause  or  another,  with  Edward  II 
and  with  Richard  II  and  with  Henry  VI  and  with 
Edward  V  and  with  Richard  III.     He,  I  think,  was  a 
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very  good  King  ;  nevertheless  you  and  others  be- 
trayed him  on  Bosworth  Field,  God  keeps  the  issue. 
And  when  we  put  down  Edward  II  we  set  up 
Edward  III  ;  misliking  his  grandson  we  set  up 
Henry  Bolingbroke  instead.  And  that  Bolingbroke, 
called  Henry  IV,  we  did  not  well  like  when  we  had 
set  him  up.  Yet  I  do  not  blame  anyone  either  for 
setting  him  up  nor  yet  for  seeking  to  force  him  down 
again.  For  somebody  must  be  King.  He  will  make 
fair  promises  before  we  come  to  it,  and  if  he  break 
them  afterwards  it  must  be  put  to  the  issue  of  swords, 
pull  devil,  pull  baker.  So  this  Henry  IV  was  too 
strong  for  Hotspur,  God  rest  his  soul.  .  .  Then  came 
Henry  V  that  was  a  King  after  my  heart  and  all  good 
people's  hearts,  and  so  it  went  on.  .  .  But  that  you, 
a  Percy,  should  cry  out  before  this  King  has  sat  in 
his  saddle  a  year,  that  you  are  afraid  of  the  fate  of 
your  grandsire  Hotspur  ;  that  I  think  is  a  very  filthy 
thing  and  so  I  tell  you.  And  we  of  the  North  parts 
are  not  like  to  suffer  it." 

The  Percy  smiled  a  red  smile  in  the  firelight. 

"  Then  you  of  the  North  parts,"  he  said,  "  women 
and  jackanapes,  will  do  what  you  are  held  down  to 
do.  .  .  For  I  tell  you  this  :  this  Henry  Tudor  sitteth 
so  firm  in  his  saddle  by  my  aid  that  we  will  break  all 
your  necks  or  ever  you  raise  them  from  the  dust 
where  you  belong.  And  that  I  say  to  the  North 
parts,  brawling  and  fighting  brother  against  brother 
as  ye  are  ever  doing.  .  .  And  this  I  say  to  you 
Margaret  Eureand  my  gentle  cousin  :  that  your  aunt, 
who  has  broad  lands  should  be  in  prison  to  your 
cousins  of  Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle  and  to  Bastards 
suits  well  my  case  and  there  she  shall  stop  for  me. 
For  she  has  broad  lands  and  the  Lovells  have  broad 
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lands  and  so  have  the  Dacres,  to  whom  she  belongs, 
and  whilst  they  are  at  each  other's  throats  it  is  well 
for  the  King  in  London  Town  and  for  me  at  Alnwick. 
And  I  wish  you  were  all  at  each  other's  throats  more 
than  you  are  ;  for  the  King  shall  have  his  pickings 
by  way  of  fines  and  amercements,  and  so  will  I,  and 
so  will  lawyers  and  bailiffs  and  others,  and  so  ye  are 
weakened  the  more.  And  it  was  for  this  reason  that 
I  gave  judgment  against  your  true  love,  the  Young 
Lovell,  in  my  Warden's  court,  though  I  knew  that 
judgment  should  not  stand.  .  .  For  I  think  that 
Young  Lovell  was  a  dangerous  whelp,  with  his 
prating  of  this  and  that,  and  his  being  a  very  good 
knight  and  commander.  And  so  I  would  be  very 
willing  to  pull  him  down  again  if  the  Scots  had  not 
hanged  him,  as  I  hope  they  have.  And  I  have 
written  a  broad  letter  to  the  King  in  London  that 
these  Lovells  are  a  dangerous  race  with  their  hearts 
full  of  love  for  Richard  Crookback.  If  the  King  do 
not  forbid  it,  and,  if  Young  Lovell  shall  come  again 
to  raise  men  and  march  upon  Castle  Lovell,  I  will 
march  out  with  men  and  cannon  and  hot-trod  and 
hang  him  upon  the  first  gallows  I  come  to.  So  say 
I,  Henry,  Earl  Percy." 

The  Lady  Margaret  swallowed  her  hot  rage  and 
considered  that  she  might  better  sting  this  lord 
with  a  low  voice.  So  she  spoke  very  clearly  as 
follows : 

"  Henry  Earl  Percy,  thou  art  a  very  filthy  knave, 
and  so  thou  knowest  and  so  know  all  thy  neigh- 
bours. Thou  wast  a  foul  traitor  to  Richard ;  thou 
art  a  foul  traitor  to  thy  kith  and  kin  and  to  thy  peers. 
For  thou  mightest  well  put  down  Richard  Crook- 
back.     That  was  open  to  any  man  that  could.     And 
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thou  mightest  well  set  up  Henry  and  seek  to 
maintain  him  till  he  has  time  to  prove  himself.  But 
to  seek  to  weaken  thy  kith  and  thy  kin  and  thine 
order  and  thy  kind  that  he  may  sit  firm  rivetted 
whether  he  deserve  it  or  not,  with  the  house  of  Percy 
as  his  flatterers,  servants  and  pimps — that  is  not  a 
pretty  and  gallant  thing.  For  my  cousin  Lovell,  I  do 
not  think  ye  dare  set  out  against  him,  for  if  ye  did, 
all  the  North  part — and  it  is  not  yet  so  cast  down — 
should  rise  upon  you,  and  there  should  not  remain,  of 
Alnwick,  nor  yet  of  Warkworth,  one  stone  upon 
another.  And  for  this  thing  of  my  cousin  and  true 
love,  I  think  you  have  a  little  mistaken  it.  For  whiles 
my  true  love  is  away  we,  such  as  the  Eures  and  the 
Dacres  and  the  Nevilles  and  the  Widdringtons  and 
the  Swinburns  and  the  commoner  sort,  and  the 
Elliotts  and  Armstrongs,  go  a  little  in  doubt.  For, 
if  my  true  love  be  dead,  it  is  his  sisters  that  are  his 
heirs,  and  to  set  them  out  of  that  Castle  would  be  to 
set  down  his  heirs,  which  is  a  thing  not  to  be  done. 
But  if  the  Young  Lovell  should  come  again  I  think 
you  should  see  a  different  thing,  for  there  is  not  one 
of  these  people  but  should  rise  upon  you,  aye,  and 
the  Prince  Palatine.  I  think  you  could  not  stand 
against  us  all.  For  that  so  they  would  do  I  have 
upon  their  oaths.  .  .   ." 

The  Countess  Maud  said  then  : 

11  So  there  you  have  the  end  of  it."  But  the  Earl 
was  in  haste  to  seize  a  point : 

"Then  there  you  are  convicted  by  your  own 
mouth,"  he  said  hatefully  to  Lady  Margaret.  "  I 
hold  that  Young  Lovell  to  be  dead  and  his  sisters' 
husbands  are  the  heirs  of  that  Castle.  How  then 
shall  I  march  upon  a  Castle  that  is  the  lawful  property 
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of  Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle  upon  an  idle  peasant's 
tale  that  a  lady  there  is  captive  ?  " 

The  Lady  Margaret  made  him  a  deep  reverence, 
leaning  back  in  her  scarlet  gown  that  had  green 
undersleeves. 

"  Simply  for  this,"  she  said,  "  that  there  are  Percies 
that  would  have  done  it."  Then  she  laughed  ;  and 
after  she  was  done  with  her  curtsy  that  took  a  long 
time,  she  said  : 

"  So,  now  I  have  what  I  wish,  I  will  get  me  gone 
from  this  your  Castle  of  Warkworth." 

So  she  made  her  way  to  her  room  that  had  dark 
hangings  all  of  the  crowned  lion  of  the  Percies. 
And  when  she  was  there  she  called  to  her  the  old 
squire,  John  Bellingham,  that  had  charge  of  her  men- 
at-arms.  He  had  gone  to  his  bed  and  was  some 
time  in  coming. 

So  she  bade  him  rouse  all  her  men  because  she 
would  ride  forth  from  the  Castle.  Then  he  said  it 
would  be  very  dangerous,  seeing  the  darkness  of  the 
night  and  the  rumours  of  Scots  being  abroad.  She 
answered  that,  if  the  night  were  dark  it  would  be  as 
hard  for  the  Scots  to  see  them  as  for  them  to  see 
the  Scots.  And  she  had  chosen  him,  John  Bellingham, 
to  be  the  ancient  of  her  men  because  he  was  said  to 
possess  much  knowledge  of  the  different  ways  of  that 
country-side,  that  never  the  Scots  could  come  to  him 
if  he  had  but  two  minutes'  start  by  night. 

In  the  middle  of  that  dispute  came  the  Countess 
Maud  a  knocking  at  the  door.  She  cried  out  that  it 
was  not  to  be  thought  of  that  this  lady  should  leave 
their  Castle  in  that  wise.  She,  the  Countess,  had 
done  as  best  she  might  to  make  hospitality  for  that 
lady,  and  it  would  be  an  ill  discourtesy  if  she  left  them 
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so.  This  Countess  Maud,  daughter  of  Sir  Herbert 
Stanley,  Earl  of  Bedford,  was  of  the  South  parts,  and 
she  was  amazed  at  all  these  clamours.  Indeed  she  had 
not  well  understood  all  that  had  been  said,  for  when 
the  Earl  and  the  Lady  Margaret  had  become  heated 
they  spoke  in  the  Northern  fashion  of  which  she  knew 
nothing.  So  the  Countess  said  again  that  she  had  done 
all  she  knew  to  do  honour  to  that  her  guest.  If  she 
had  fallen  short  of  due  hospitality,  very  gladly  she 
would  amend  it.  This  Countess  was  a  large,  white 
woman  that  had  once  been  very  fair.  And  she  wrung 
her  hands. 

Then    the    Lady    Margaret    laughed    and    bade 
peremptorily    John    Bellingham    to    bid    her    men 
arm  themselves  and  lie  all  together  under  arms,  for 
they  had  been  scattered  about  the  Castle.     And,  at 
all  those  noises  the  women  of  the  Lady  Margaret 
awakened  and  came  into  the  little  room  where  they 
slept  ;    two  were  in  their  shifts  and  one  had  her  bed 
clothes  about  her.     Then  the  Lady  Margaret  bade 
them  dress  themselves  and  lie  down  upon  their  beds  ; 
but   to   be    ready.      After    that   she    answered   the 
Countess   Maud   that   her   entertainment  had    been 
such  as  she  had  seldom  had  before,  lacking  nothing, 
but  with  certain   dishes  added,  that  in  their  rough 
North  parts  they  had  seldom  seen  before  though  they 
had    heard    of  them.     Such  were  the  scents  in  the 
water  for  washing  hands,  the  golden  apples  of  Spain, 
and  the   fowl   called    a   Turkey.      And    indeed   the 
Countess  had  made  her  great  cheer.      Nevertheless, 
since   eating   these    things    she   and   the    Earl   had 
become  sworn  enemies,  and  it  would  be  contrary  to 
the  rules  of  hospitality  if  she  stayed  longer  in  that 
Castle. 
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The  Countess  wrung  her  hands  again  and  said, 
"  What  was  this  of  making  enemies  and  why  could 
they  not  live  amicably  together  as  cousins  did  in  the 
South  ?  "  The  Lady  Margaret  laughed  and  answered 
that  if  the  people  of  the  South  were  better  than  they 
of  the  North  in  these  matters,  then  they  were  better 
than  God  meant  men  to  be  ;  nevertheless  she  was 
glad  of  it. 

Then  came  John  Bellingham,  who  by  now  under- 
stood the  danger  of  the  matter,  to  say  that  the  Lady 
Margaret's  men  were  all  together  and  armed  in  a 
room  in  a  wall  by  the  postern  gate  and  at  the  foot  of 
a  stairway  just  beside  that  lady's  chamber-room. 
Then  the  Lady  Margaret  bade  him  let  her  men  lie 
down  upon  straw  in  that  room  ;  but  upon  any  sound 
that  the  Percy's  men  were  arming  or  at  any  move- 
ment of  lights  in  the  Castle,  he  should  come  at  once 
to  her. 

Then  the  Countess  Maud  asked  what  was  this,  for 
she  had  not  understood  what  had  passed  between  the 
lady  and  her  ancient,  by  reason  that  they  spoke  in 
the  Northern  tongue.  Then  came  a  knocking  at  the 
door  and  the  dame  Bellingham  said  that  there  stood 
the  Earl  Percy  in  his  night-gown.  So  the  Lady 
Margaret  said  that  was  what  she  feared — that  the 
Earl  should  come  down  at  night  with  amorous 
proposals ;  but  she  was  jesting.  The  Countess  did 
not  know  this  and  she  went  to  the  door  and  began 
to  cry  out  upon  that  lord  for  desiring  to  dishonour 
her. 

Then  between  the  two  of  them  came  a  great 
clamour,  the  Countess  holding  to  that,  and  the  Earl 
crying  out  that  she  was  a  fool  and  that  this  matter 
might  lead  to  the  deaths  of  them  all  if  she  would  not 
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let  him  come  in  to  speak  to  the  Lady  Margaret. 
This  the  Countess  did  not  wish  to  allow,  for  the 
Countess  Maud  had  no  comprehension  at  all  of  what 
all  this  trouble  was  about,  and  it  seemed  to  her  to  be 
nonsense  to  say,  as  her  lord  did,  that  this  matter 
might  lead  to  the  deaths  of  them  all. 

Nevertheless,  when  the  Lady  Margaret  heard 
those  words  she  laughed  very  silently  but  long  to 
herself.  For  she  knew  that  now,  if  she  could  come 
out  of  the  Castle  and  get  safe  away,  she  had  a  power 
that  might  well  drive  that  Earl  to  do  all  that  she 
wished  later,  or  some  of  it. 

Henry,  Earl  Percy,  had  indeed  said  much  and  so 
much  to  his  kinswoman  in  his  anger.  For  it  was 
indeed  his  intention,  secret  but  resolute,  to  break  the 
power  of  all  the  barons  and  great  nobles  in  the  North, 
so  that  King  Henry  VII  should  be  almighty  and 
himself  the  King's  viceregent.  When  the  day  came 
there  would  be  indeed  no  end  to  his  power  in  those 
parts,  for  the  King  would  be  very  distant  and  there 
would  be  no  one  to  oppose  him.  So  he  fomented  all 
the  quarrels  that  he  could  amongst  these  people,  and 
he  had  seen  with  joy  the  troubles  that  were  afoot 
about  the  Castle  Lovell. 

But  as  yet  he  was  not  ready ;  for  all  these  people 
were  still  very  strong  in  armed  men,  wealth  and  lands, 
and,  if  they  joined  together  they  might  well  overset 
both  himself  and  King  Henry  VII  with  him.  Thus 
he  wished  he  had  bitten  his  tongue  out  before  ever, 
in  his  anger,  he  had  revealed  what  was  his  secret 
design  to  his  cousin.  For  the  Lady  Margaret  was  a 
great  gadabout  and,  if  he  could  not  come  to  her, 
either  to  modify  what  he  had  said  or  to  bind  her  to 
secrecy,  there  wuuld  not  be  a  Dacre  or  a  Eure  or  a 
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Widd  ring  ton  that  would  not  soon  know  the  worst  of 
his  design. 

He  had  sought  his  bed,  but  his  pillow  had  seemed 
to  be  of  nettles,  and  since  he  had  discerned  that  it 
might  be  her  design  to  ride  away  early,  he  had  sought 
her  chamber  door  to  have  speech  with  her.  He  did 
not  in  truth  know  what  to  do.  He  was  very  willing 
to  have  laid  her  by  the  heels  and  to  keep  her  a 
prisoner  in  that  tower.  But  he  was  afraid  that  that 
might  bring  about  his  ears  a  hornet's  nest  of  his 
cousins,  and  even  it  might  bring  him  reproof  from 
the  King.  The  King  was  not  at  all  willing  or  ready 
to  have  the  whole  of  Northumberland  rise  upon  him 
at  that  time.  Nay,  Henry  VII  had  bidden  him  to  be 
very  careful  that,  whilst  he  weakened  these  trouble- 
some people  as  much  as  he  could,  he  should  rouse 
their  anger  as  little  as  he  might. 

All  this,  laughing  behind  the  door,  the  Lady 
Margaret  knew  very  well,  even  to  the  fact  that  the 
Lord  Percy  might  come  to  shutting  her  up  in  prison. 
But  she  knew  that,  whilst  the  silly  Countess  kept  him 
crying  at  the  door,  he  could  not  bid  his  men  to  arm 
against  her,  and  whilst  her  men  were  armed  and  his 
not,  he  could  do  little  or  nothing  at  all.  They  could 
all  go  out  at  the  postern  gate  and  so  into  the  track- 
less sedges  of  the  sea  and  the  marches.  Moreover, 
the  Percy  and  his  Countess  were  such  married  people 
that,  upon  any  occasion  they  quarrelled  furiously  and 
at  great  length  and  so  they  did  now. 

For  the  Countess  was  well  begun  upon  her 
grievances  such  as,  as  how  the  Earl  had  dealt  with 
his  lands  of  her  dowry,  as  to  the  little  attention  he 
paid  her  as  his  wife,  as  to  the  fact  that  she  had  no 
more  than  four  damask  dresses  and,  very  particularly, 


iv  THE   YOUNG   LOVELL  151 

as  to  the  store  he  set  by  one  of  her  ladies  called 
Isabel.  And  at  the  last  she  pushed  the  door  to 
against  his  resistance  and  set  the  bar  across  it. 

The  Earl  thundered  upon  it  very  violently  but  in 
the  end  he  went  away.  The  Lady  Margaret  did  as 
best  she  might  to  comfort  the  Countess  Maud  until 
at  last  John  Bellingham  came  to  tell  her  that  people 
were  astir  in  the  Castle  with  some  lights,  though 
whether  they  were  about  arming  themselves  or  getting 
ready  for  the  day  and  the  hay  harvest,  he  could  not 
well  say.  But  indeed  the  Earl  Percy  had  twice 
ordered  his  men  to  arm  and  seize  the  lady  and  twice 
he  ordered  them  to  desist,  during  that  night  ;  for  he 
was  in  a  very  great  quandary. 

So  the  Lady  Margaret  went  down  the  little  stair- 
way, after  she  had  roused  her  women,  and  found  her 
men  by  the  postern  gate.  The  keeper  of  the  gate 
did  not  dare  to  withhold  the  keys  for  he  knew  that 
they,  being  thirty  to  one,  could  slay  him  very 
peacefully. 

When  they  had  walked  from  the  walls  of  that 
Castle  over  the  bridge  and  two  good  gunshots  beyond 
and  the  day  was  beginning  to  break,  they  all  stood 
together  upon  a  little  mound,  and  the  Lady  Margaret 
sent  a  little  boy  called  Piers,  that  was  her  kinsman 
and  page,  back  to  the  Castle  to  ask  for  their  horses. 
For  they  could  not  have  taken  horses  out  by  the 
postern  way  which  went  narrowly  down  twisting 
steps.  She  did  not  think  that  the  Earl  would  dare 
to  come  and  take  her  there.  It  would  have  been  too 
great  an  outrage,  to  set  upon  a  lady  of  her  quality  in 
the  open  ;  besides,  being  thirty  and  more,  they  would 
be  able  to  give  account  of  themselves  and  no  doubt 
get  away  by  tracks  that  John  Bellingham  knew  very 
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well.  So  the  ladies  sat  down  upon  shields  of  the  men- 
at-arms,  for  the  grass  was  wet  with  the  night's  dew, 
and  they  watched  the  dawn  come  up  over  the  sea  and 
across  the  wide  stretches  of  the  Coquet  river.  The 
Lady  Margaret  and  her  handmaidens  made  merry 
and  played  a  game  with  white  stones  that  they 
picked  up  ;  but  the  old  lady  Bellingham  moaned 
and  grumbled  a  great  deal,  for  she  was  weary  with 
having  watched  and  stiff  with  the  rawness  of  the 
air. 

So,  after  a  time,  when  it  was  quite  light,  the  page 
called  Piers  came  back.  He  reported  that  at  first 
the  Earl  had  been  in  a  great  rage  and  had  threatened 
to  hamstring  all  the  Lady  Margaret's  horses  ;  but, 
afterwards,  he  had  seemed  to  change  his  mind  and 
had  given  orders  that  all  the  horses  should  be  sent 
out  to  her.  Moreover,  he  sent  her  word  that,  if  she 
would  come  back  into  the  Castle  he  would  give  her 
news  of  the  Young  Lovell,  for  his  receiver,  John 
Harbottle,  had  sent  him,  through  the  night  a 
messenger  from  Alnwick  with  very  certain  tidings, 
and  these  she  should  have  and  might  make  a  treaty 
with  the  Earl  if  she  would  go  back. 

But  she  believed  this  to  be  more  lying  in  order  to 
get  her  back  into  his  power  ;  so  she  sent  ten  of  her 
men  to  fetch  the  horses  from  the  Castle  gate  and  very 
soon  they  perceived  all  the  horses  come  round  the 
Castle  wall,  to  the  number  of  thirty-two  with  eleven 
mules.  The  Lady  Margaret  rode  a  tall  horse  called 
Christopher,  a  brown,  that  she  loved,  and  John 
Bellingham  had  another  tall  horse.  But  the  old  lady 
and  the  three  maids  had  mules,  and  there  were  seven 
pack  mules  that  carried  the  Lady  Margaret's 
hangings,  furnishings  for  her  room  if  she  slept  in  an 
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inn,  her  dresses  and  much  things  of  value  as  she 
would  not  willingly  leave  in  the  Tower  of  Glororem. 
The  men-at-arms  rode  little,  nimble  horses,  such  as 
the  false  Scots  had,  very  fit  for  picking  their  way 
amongst  springs,  heather  and  the  stones  of  hillsides. 
This  lady  could  not  bring  herself  to  believe  that  her 
true  love  was  not  dead,  so  that,  although  she  laughed 
and  jested  to  keep  up  the  hearts  of  her  maids,  as  her 
plain  duty  was,  within  herself  she  was  a  very  sad 
woman. 

When  the  sun  was  off  the  horizon  they  broke 
their  fast  with  small  beer  and  cheese  that  they  got 
from  a  husbandman's  tower  near  Acklington,  for  they 
were  sticking  inland.  This  husbandman  advised 
them  to  go  by  way  of  Eshot  Hill  and  Helm,  for,  by 
reason  of  the  dry  weather,  the  road  from  this  latter 
place  to  Morpeth  was  very  good  travelling,  and  it 
ran  straight.  The  Lady  Margaret  was  minded  to 
sleep  that  night  at  Newcastle,  which  would  be 
twenty-four  miles  more  or  less,  for  she  had  no  haste 
to  be  in  one  place  more  than  another.  She  had  little 
pleasure  in  life  ;  although  she  wished  to  rescue  the 
Lady  Rohtraut  she  thought  this  could  only  be  done 
by  means  of  the  Lady  Dacre,  her  mother,  that  had 
been  a  Princess  of  Croy.  And,  from  the  news  she 
had,  it  was  very  unlikely  that  that  ancient  lady  would 
reach  her  house  in  the  city  of  Durham  before  that 
night  or  the  next  day. 

So,  as  they  rode  between  the  fields,  the  sun  rose 
up — its  rays  poured  down  fiercely  and  smote  on 
them.  It  was  marvellously  hot  weather,  so  that 
those  ladies  must  at  first  lay  off  their  gray  cloaks 
and  then  open  their  shifts  at  the  neck  and  fan 
themselves  with  their  neckerchers.     A  great  langour 
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descended  upon  the  Lady  Margaret ;  her  head  ached 
sorely  and  her  sadness  grew  unbearable. 

And  all,  even  to  the  men-at-arms  and  the  page 
Piers,  complained  of  the  great  heat  and  because  they 
had  had  little  sleep  the  night  before,  and  the  ladies 
yawned  and  half  slept  upon  their  mules.  So,  when 
they  came  to  a  little  green  hill  where  ash  trees 
climbed  to  the  top,  the  Lady  Margaret  said,  out  of 
compassion  to  them,  that  when  they  were  at  the  top 
of  the  hill,  so  that  they  could  see  the  flat  country  all 
round,  they  might  get  down  from  their  horses  and 
mules  and  sleep  the  noontide  away  in  the  shade. 
And  so  they  did. 

The  men-at-arms  got  down  from  the  sumpter 
mules  mattresses  that  the  ladies  might  lie  upon  them, 
and  there,  in  a  shady  grove,  they  lay  and  slept.  The 
men  set  their  backs  against  trees  and  let  their  heads 
fall  forward  between  their  knees.  One  or  two  were 
set  to  walk  as  sentries  outside  that  wood,  to  watch 
the  flat  country  below,  so  that  no  sound  was  heard  in 
that  little  wood  save  the  light  noises  of  steel  and 
of  buckles  clinking  as  the  watchmen  walked.  And 
so  they  lay  a  long  time,  all  recumbent,  some  cover- 
ing their  faces  with  their  arms,  some  casting  them 
abroad. 

The  Lady  Margaret  awakened  from  a  slumber, 
and  the  sun  had  climbed  far  round  in  the  heaven. 
Then  she  perceived  a  lady  watching  her  through  the 
trees  and  smiling.  So  beautiful  and  smiling  a  lady 
she  had  never  seen.  She  stood  between  the  stems 
of  two  white  birch  trees  and  leaned  upon  one,  with 
her  arm  over  her  head  in  an  attitude  of  great  leisure. 
The  Lady  Margaret  rose  from  her  mattress  and  went 
towards  that  lady ;  she  had  never  felt  so  humble,  nor 


iv  THE  YOUNG   LOVELL  155 

had  her  eyes  ever  so  gladdened  her  at  the  sight  of 
the  handiwork  of  God. 

Then  that  lady  walked  through  the  wood,  very 
light  of  foot,  so  that  the  long  grass  was  hardly 
trampled  at  all,  and  no  briars  caught  at  her  gown. 
Yet  the  Lady  Margaret  could  not  overtake  her. 
So  that  lady  came  to  the  edge  of  the  wood  and 
the  hill  to  the  west,  looking  over  the  tower  called 
Helm,  where  the  white  road  ran  southward  and  the 
green  lands  swung  up  towards  the  distant  hills.  And 
here  there  was  a  white  charger  and  a  great  company 
of  ladies-in-waiting,  all  very  beautiful,  in  gowns  of 
sea-blue  silk  with  girdles  of  silver  and  gold.  The 
Lady  Margaret  had  never  seen  so  fair  a  company, 
though  she  had  seen  the  Queen  of  Richard  Crook- 
back  with  all  her  court.  Then  it  seemed  to  her  that 
that  lady  pointed  down  into  the  plain  as  if  she 
wanted  to  show  her  lover  and  her  lord.  On  the 
road  that  came  from  the  North,  the  Lady  Margaret 
perceived  one  that  she  knew  for  a  knight,  by  the  sun 
upon  his  armour ,  and  a  monk  that  walked  beside  him. 
And  a  mile  behind,  by  the  cloud  of  dust  that  rose, 
she  knew  there  were  men-at-arms,  and  perceived 
their  spears  above  the  dust.  The  Lady  Margaret 
knew  that  this  must  be  the  other  lady's  husband,  for 
certainly  such  a  troop  of  fair  women  would  never 
ride  abroad  in  that  dangerous  country  without  men 
to  guard  them. 

Then  she  saw  that  lady  riding  down  the  hill,  with 
all  her  many,  towards  the  little  figures  in  the  plain  ; 
but  they  went  so  quickly  that  it  was  like  a  flight  of 
blue  doves  in  the  sunlight  below  her.  Then  the 
Lady  Margaret  wondered  who  that  lady  must  be,  for 
she  knew  of  none  in  that  neighbourhood  that  could 
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keep  up  so  fair  a  state,  except  it  were  the  King  of 
Scots,  and  not  even  he,  and  that  could  not  be  the 
Queen  of  Scots,  for  she  was  a  stout,  black  lady, 
whereas  this  one  had  been  a  tall  woman  with  red- 
gold  hair,  such  a  one  as  she  could  have  loved  if  she 
had  been  a  man.  And,  at  the  thought  that  that 
woman  was  going  to  her  lover  and  her  lord,  the 
Lady  Margaret  wept  three  or  four  tears,  for  that  she 
would  never  do  herself,  and  going  back  tu  her 
guards,  she  upbraided  them  for  that  they  had  let 
that  lady  pass  unchallenged.  But  they  said  they  ha 
seen  no  one. 


V 

The   Princess   Rohtraut  of  Croy,  Tuillinghem   and 
Sluijs,  Duchess  of  Muijden  and  Lady  Dacre,  dowager 
of  the  North,  was  a  vociferous  old  German  woman 
who  passed  for  being  ill  to  deal  with.     She  would 
cry  at  the  top  of  her  voice  orders  that  it  was  very 
difficult  to  understand,  and,  when   her  servants  did 
not  swiftly  carry  these  out,  she  would  strike  at  them 
with  the  black  stick  that  she  leaned  upon  when  she 
hobbled    from    place    to    place.      This   she   did    so 
swiftly  that  it  was  a  marvel ;  for  she  was  short  and 
stout.      She   could    not    move   without   groans   and 
wheezing  and  catching  at  the  corners  of  tables  and 
the   backs   of    chairs.      Nevertheless    she   would    so 
strike  with   her  stick  at  her  servants,  her  stewards, 
the  gentlemen   attendant   upon   her   son,   the    Lord 
Dacre,   or   even    at   knights,  lawyers,  or    lords  that 
frequented     her    son.        She    had    told    the     King, 
Richard  III,   that  he  would  come  to  no  good  end  ; 
she  had  told  the  Queen,  Elizabeth  Woodville,  that 
she    was    an   idle   fool,   and   King    Henry  VII    that 
his  face  was  as  sour  as  his  wine.     For  that   King, 
being    a    niggard,    served    very    sour    wine    to    his 
guests.       Richard     III     had     laughed    at    her;    the 
Queen    Elizabeth   Woodville   had   gone  crying  with 
rage  to  King  Edward   IV.      King  Henry  VII  had 
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affected  not  to  hear  her,  which  was  the  more  prudent 
way.  For  her  father,  the  Duke  of  Croy,  who  still 
lived,  though  a  very  ancient  man  of  more  than 
ninety,  was  yet  a  very  potent  and  sovereign  lord  in 
Flanders,  Almain,  and  towards  Burgundy.  Seventy 
thousand  troops  of  all  arms  he  could  put  into  the 
field  either  against  or  for  the  French  King,  and 
eighty  armed  vessels  upon  the  sea.  The  Emperor 
of  Rome  was  afraid  of  him,  for  he  was  very  malicious 
and  had  great  weight  with  all  the  Electors  from 
Westphalia  to  Brunswick  and  the  Rhine.  Moreover, 
though  he  himself  rode  no  longer  afield,  his  son,  the 
brother  of  the  Princess  Rohtraut,  was  a  very  cunning, 
determined,  and  hardy  commander.  And  that  was 
to  say  nothing  of  the  powers  of  the  Dacres  in 
England. 

So  those  Kings  and  Queens  did  what  they  could 
least  to  mark  the  outrageous  demeanour  of  this 
Princess.  They  did  no  more  than  as  if  she  had  been 
a  court  jester,  and  affected  to  wonder  that  she  had 
once  been  a  beautiful  and  young  Princess,  for  love 
of  whom  her  husband,  then  a  simple  esquire,  had 
languished  longer  than  need  be  in  prison  in  Almain. 
Yet  so  it  was. 

This  Princess  spent  the  winter  of  most  years, 
latterly,  in  London  for  the  benefit  of  the  climate. 
The  summers  until  lately  she  had  been  accustomed 
to  spend  in  Bothal  Castle  or  Cockley  Park  Tower, 
which  she  hired  of  Sir  Robert  Ogle,  who  had  lately 
been  made  Lord  Ogle  of  Ogle.  Upon  the  death 
of  her  husband  she  had  inherited  much  land  near 
Morpeth  and  she  considered  that  she  would  have 
had  much  more  had  not  the  Lord  Lovell,  lately  dead, 
seized  so  much  of  it  by  reason  of  his  marriage  with 
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the  Lady  Rohtraut,  the  Princess's  daughter.  The 
lawsuits  about  these  lands  were  not  yet  concluded, 
and  it  was  these  that  the  knights  of  Cullerford  and 
Haltwhistle  were  seeking  to  force  from  the  Lady 
Rohtraut  by  keeping  her  imprisoned.  The  Princess 
had,  however,  by  no  means  abandoned  her  claim  to 
these  lands  and  it  was  to  prosecute  her  lawsuits  that, 
each  summer,  she  came  to  the  North.  She  was 
otherwise  a  very  rich  woman,  having  man)'  coronets, 
chains  with  great  pearls,  rubies,  ferezets,  silks, 
hangings,  furniture  and  much  gold.  Moreover,  she 
was  for  ever  trafficking  in  parcels  of  land  with  the 
Ogles,  the  Bartrams,  the  Mitfords  and  other  families 
round  the  town  of  Morpeth.  In  that  way  she  had 
both  occupation  and  profit,  and  she  harried  the 
leisure  of  the  several  receivers  of  her  son,  the  Lord 
Dacre  whom  the  King  kept  in  London. 

Now,  upon  a  day,  being  the  second  day  in  July 
of  the  year  i486,  this  lady  sat  upon  a  chair 
resembling  a  high  throne  upon  three  stone  steps 
covered  with  a  carpet.  She  had  behind  her  yet 
another  carpet  that  mounted  the  wall  and  came 
forward  over  her  head  in  the  manner  of  a  dais.  This 
old  lady  inclined  always  to  the  oldest  fashions. 

Thus,  upon  her  round,  old  head  she  had  an 
immense  structure  that  bent  her  face  forward  as  if  it 
had  been  that  of  our  Father  at  Rome  beneath  the 
triple  tiara.  It  was  made  of  two  pillows  of  scarlet 
velvet,  covered  with  a  net  of  fine  gold  chains  uniting 
large  pearls.  Such  a  thing  had  not  been  seen  in 
England  for  two  or  three  score  years,  but  the  ladies 
at  her  father's  court  had  worn  them  when  she  had 
been  a  girl.      For  the  rest  of  her,  she  was  dressed  in 
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black  wool  with  a  girdle,  from  which  there  hung  ten 
or  a  dozen  keys  of  silver,  steel,  or  gold  inlaid  with 
steel. 

The  room  was  fair  in  size,  but  all  of  stone  and 
very  dark  because  of  the  smallness  of  the  windows. 
The  roof  went  up  into  a  peak.  All  painted  the 
stone  walls  were,  with  woods  and  leaves,  with  fowlers 
among  trees  setting  their  nets,  and  maidens  shaking 
down  fruits,  and  men  and  women  bathing  in  pools, 
and  the  vaults  of  the  ceiling  showed  the  history  of 
the  coffin  of  St.  Cuthbert.  Each  history  was  divided 
from  the  other  by  ribs  of  stone  painted  fairly  in 
scarlet  with  green  scrolls.  There  you  might  see  how 
the  good  monks  set  out  from  Holy  Island,  or  how 
the  coffin  floated  of  itself,  or  how  the  women  called 
one  to  the  other  about  the  Dun  Cow.  This  room 
without  doubt  had  formerly  been  some  council 
chamber  or  judgment  room  of  the  Prince  Bishop's 
in  old  days.  But  its  purpose  was  by  now  forgotten, 
and  the  Lord  Dacre  had  bought  the  house  lately,  for 
he  considered  the  practice  of  living  always  in  castles 
to  be  barbarous  and  uncomfortable.  It  was  his 
purpose  to  pull  down  this  old  stone  house  and  build 
there  a  fair  palace  where  he  might  dwell  in  comfort. 
But,  for  the  time  being,  it  suited  his  mother  well 
enough  to  dwell  there. 

She  was  sitting  in  the  chair  like  a  throne,  leaning 
forward  and  perusing  a  great  book  of  accounts  held 
up  to  her  by  an  old  fellow  who  knelt  before  her  in 
black  cloths  with  the  badge  of  the  Dacres  upon  one 
shoulder  and  the  silver  portcullis  of  Croy  upon  the 
other.  The  old  lady  puzzled  over  this  tale  of  capons, 
pence,  eggs,  bolls  of  wheat,  oats  and  the  rest  that  her 
tenants  owed  her.      She  thought  it  was  not  enough. 
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And  consequently  messengers  came  in  from  the 
Prince  Bishop,  from  the  Dean,  from  the  Chapter, 
down  to  the  sacristan,  to  ask  how  it  was  with  her 
health  after  her  long  journey  from  London  city  to 
Durham.  She  had  come  there  the  night  before. 
And  one  brought  her  the  offering  of  a  deer,  another 
of  two  fat  geese,  a  third  a  salmon,  a  fourth  a  basket 
of  strawberries  grown  beneath  a  southern  wall.  And, 
as  each  of  these  things  was  brought  before  her,  she 
would  lean  forward  and  look  upon  it,  and  so  she 
would  lose  her  place  in  the  book  of  accounts  and 
scold  perpetually  at  the  old  man  that  held  it  up  for 
her. 

In  one  of  the  deep,  narrow  window  spaces  stood 
a  notable  man  of  forty,  stout  and  grave,  with  a  brown 
beard  cut  squarely,  and  wearing  a  very  rich  blue 
cloak  and  blue  round  hat  with  a  great  white  plume. 
He  said  nothing  at  all,  but  pared  his  finger-nails 
with  a  little  knife.  He  looked  between  whiles  out 
upon  the  high,  wooded  banks  of  the  Wear  that 
confronted  his  gaze  across  the  river,  and  were  all 
ablaze  with  the  sunlight :  once  the  Princess  Rohtraut 
turned  her  head  stiffly  to  have  sight  of  him.  But  he 
was  standing  too  far  in  the  depth  of  the  window,  her 
chair  being  between  one  window  and  the  other.  So 
she  cried  out  in  a  rough  voice  that  was  at  once 
insulting  and  indulgent  : 

"  This  is  very  easy  spying  for  King  Henry." 
Then  she  chuckled  and  added,  "  Do  you  hear  me, 
Sir  Bertram  of  Lyonesse  ?  This  is  very  easy  spying 
for  King  Henry." 

He  made  no  answer  to  this  gibe,  but  instead  he 
pushed  open  the  window  and  carefully  surveyed  the 
deep  gorge  beneath  him,  for  this  place  was  new  to 
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him.  The  night  before  they  had  come  in  by  torch- 
light, over  a  steep  bridge  above  a  black  river.  The 
gate  into  the  tower  had  been  opened  for  them  only 
after  long  parleying,  but  he  had  perceived  walls  well 
planned  and  formidable,  great  heights  in  the  black- 
ness, and  steep,  up-and-down  streets  amongst  which 
they  went  between  strong,  stone  houses.  But  he 
had  been  aware  that  this  city  of  Durham  was  a  very 
strong  place. 

He  had  been  set  to  sleep  that  night  in  a  room 
that  faced  inwards,  and  rising  in  the  morning  he  had 
seen  that  just  before  his  face  were  the  great  stones  of 
the  wall  surrounding  and  fortifying  the  cathedral. 
Beneath  his  gaze  were  two  great  towers,  pierced  with 
meurtrieres,  which  are  slits  through  which  arrows 
may  be  shot.  Between  these  two  towers  was  a  gate- 
way which  he  doubted  not  had  a  double  portcullis, 
devices  for  dropping  huge  stones  and  rafters  upon 
any  enemy  that  should  break  through  the  first 
portcullis  and  be  captured  by  the  second,  so  that 
they  would  be  like  rats  in  a  trap.  By  craning  his 
head  out  of  his  window  he  could  see,  further  along, 
both  to  his  right  and  to  his  left,  tall  towers  in  this 
inner  wall,  each  tower  having  the  appearance  of  an 
arch  let  into  its  face.  But  this  Sir  Bertram  was  an 
engineer  well  skilled  in  the  plans  of  fortresses,  and  he 
knew  that  what  appeared  to  be  arches  led  up  to  two 
slanting  holes  in  each  tower,  and  that  the  slant  of 
each  hole  was  directed  with  a  fell  and  cunning 
purpose.  For,  to  each  tower  foot  a  steep  and  narrow 
street  of  the  town  came  up.  So,  if  any  enemy  should 
have  won  the  town  itself  and  should  come  up  those 
streets,  then  those  in  the  tower  would  set  running 
down   these  slanting  holes  balls  of  stone  weighing 
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two,  three  or  four  hundred  pounds.  By  the  direction 
of  the  slantings,  those  balls  of  stone  would  run  bound- 
ing down  those  narrow  streets  and  cause  dreadful 
manglings,  maimings  and  death,  principally  by  the 
breaking  of  legs. 

By  those  and  other  signs,  this  Sir  Bertram  knew 
that  here,  even  within  the  walled  town  was  a  fortress 
almost  impregnable  and  dreadful  to  assault.  This 
Bishop  might  well  be  a  proud  and  disdainful  prelate. 
He  was  safe,  not  only  from  foreign  foes,  but  from  his 
own  townsmen,  which  was  not  so  often  the  way  with 
Bishops.  For  it  is  the  habit  of  townsmen  to  be  at 
perpetual  strife  with  their  Bishops,  seeking  to  break 
in  on  them  by  armed  force  and  to  make  the  Bishops 
give  up  their  rights  and  rents  and  fees  in  the  towns, 
which  if  the  Bishops  could  not  prevent  was  apt  to 
render  them  much  the  poorer.  But  at  this  Prince 
Bishop  the  townsmen  could  never  come,  so  strong 
was  this  citadel  within  the  town. 

So  he  would  become  ever  richer,  not  only  for  that 
reason  but  because  of  the  great  shrines  of  St.  Cuth- 
bert  and  of  the  Venerable  Bede.  To  these,  year  in, 
year  out,  at  all  seasons  and  in  all  weathers,  thousands 
resorted  with  offerings  and  tolls  and  tributes. 

So  this  Sir  Bertram  perceived  it  would  be  no  easy 
thing  to  humble  this  Palatine  Prince  even  though  the 
Percy  had  reported  to  King  Henry  VII  that  he  could 
smoke  out  Bishop  Sherwood  at  very  little  cost. 

It  was  true  that,  as  the  Percy  thought,  King 
Henry  VII  heartily  desired  the  downfall  of  this 
Bishop  Sherwood.  He  had  supported  Richard  Crook- 
back  and  loved  little  King  Henry.  And  indeed,  Sir 
Bertram  knew,  for  he  had  the  King's  private  thoughts, 
that  the  King  would  very  willingly  see  the  downfall 
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not  only  of  the  Bishop  Sherwood  but  of  this  whole 
see  of  Durham.  For  it  was  contrary  to  that  Prince's 
idea  of  kingship  to  have  within  his  realm  a  Palatine 
county  with  a  Bishop  there  having  such  sovereign 
powers  that  it  was  as  if  there  was  no  King  at  all  in  the 
realm.  But,  to  be  rid  of  the  bishopric,  even  King 
Henry  thought  would  be  impossible  since  it  would  raise 
against  him  all  the  Church  and  get  him  called  heretic 
and  interdicted  as  King  John  had  been.  So  that 
the  King  would  very  willingly  have  had  the  Percy  to 
act  as  his  catspaw  and  make  civil  war  upon  Bishop 
Sherwood  and  so  drive  him  out  of  the  land.  That 
might  impoverish  and  weaken  the  see  a  little,  but  not 
much.  For  a  Bishop  is  not  like  a  temporal  baron  ; 
though  Sherwood  be  cast  out  another  must  succeed 
him  and  have  all  his  rights  and  grow  as  strong  or 
stronger. 

It  was  upon  these  things  that  this  Sir  Bertram — a 
cool  and  quiet  knight,  loving  King  Henry  and  beloved 
by  him  above  most  men — meditated  whilst  that  old 
lady  cast  up  her  accounts,  and  he  trimmed  his  finger 
nails.  So,  when  he  leaned  out  of  that  bright  window, 
he  perceived  how  steeply  perched  was  the  house  in 
which  he  was.  Sheer  down  to  the  river  ran  rocky  paths 
with  here  and  there  a  tree.  At  the  bottom  was  a 
high  wall  well  battlemented  and  slit  for  archers  to 
hold  it.  The  river  ran  very  swiftly.  On  it  there  was 
a  fisherman  casting  his  nets  from  an  anchored  boat. 
The  boat  tugged  and  tore  so  at  its  chain  that  even 
the  practised  fisherman  had  difficulty  to  stand.  So 
the  river  must  be  very  swift,  and  there  would  be  no 
mining  there. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  river  the  banks  rose  as 
steeply  and  were  clothed  with  trees.     There  cannon 
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might  be  set  against  the  town.  But  to  shoot  so  far 
they  must  be  great  guns  and  the  Percy  had  none  of 
these,  nor  were  there  any  large  enough  nearer  than 
Windsor.  If  the  Percy  had  them,  it  was  difficult  to 
think  that  he  could  drag  them  there  into  position,  and 
all  that  would  take  a  year  or  two  years.  So,  this  Sir 
Bertram,  who  had  been  sent  there  by  the  King  to 
advise  him,  considered,  as  his  first  thoughts,  that  if 
the  Earl  of  Northumberland  attacked  this  Bishop 
Palatine  he  might  take  the  city,  but  hardly  the  inner 
citadel,  and  never  at  all  the  castle  within.  Or,  if  the 
King  lent  him  cannon,  he  might  break  the  wall  of  the 
citadel. 

On  the  other  hand,  having  the  Bishop  shut  up  in 
the  castle  the  Earl  might  starve  him  out — but  this  he 
could  not  do  unless  all  the  country  round  were 
friendly  to  the  Earl  and  hated  the  Bishop.  Without 
that  there  would  be  no  doing  it.  And  the  same 
might  be  said  of  any  project  for  dragging  cannon  on 
to  those  heights.  For  the  cannon  must  be  brought  up 
narrow  valleys  where  ambushes  very  easily  could  lie, 
and  that  could  not  be  thought  of  in  a  hostile  country. 

The  Percy  had  reported  himself  to  King  Henry 
as  being  cock  of  all  the  North  parts  ;  if  that  were 
true,  he  might  very  well  be  loosed  upon  the  Bishop. 
But  from  conversations  that  he  had  had  with  the 
Lords  Dacre  and  Ogle,  as  well  as  with  the  Abbot  of 
Alnwick  and  lesser  men,  this  Sir  Bertram  thought  it 
was  possible  that  the  Earl  Percy  was  not  so  strong 
nor  yet  so  beloved  in  those  parts  as  he  would  have 
the  King  believe.  In  that  case,  if  he  relied  upon  this 
Earl  and  this  Earl's  faith,  the  King  might  get  great 
discredit  and  no  profit  either  in  those  parts  or  else- 
where.    It   was  in  order  to  study  and  inquire    into 
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these  things  that  this  cautious  Sir  Bertram  was  come 
into  those  parts.  So  he  leaned  upon  the  sill  of  the 
window  and  looked  down  upon  the  river  that  appeared 
two  hundred  feet  below. 

After  he  had  watched  the  river  and  reflected  a  long 
time,  for  he  was  a  slow  thinker,  adding  point  to  point 
in  his  mind,  to  have  as  it  were  a  strong  platform  on 
which  to  build,  he  heard  a  woman's  voice  say  highly : 

"I  tell  you,  ah,  gentle  Princess,  that  there  is  no  man 
more  hated  in  these  North  parts,  and  if  you  will  lend 
your  sanction  and  your  wealth  we  may  speedily  have 
down  not  only  these  robbers  that  hold  your  daughter 
imprisoned  by  his  encouragement  but  also  that  flail 
of  the  North  himself." 

Sir  Bertram  turned  slowly  on  his  elbow,  leaning 
upon  the  sill  and  looked  into  the  room.  There  he 
saw  a  monstrous  beautiful  young  lady  that  kneeled 
with  her  voluminous  rich  gown  all  about  her  and  held 
out  her  two  hands  towards  the  Princess  whom  he 
could  not  see.  The  Princess  did  not  speak,  and  that 
lady  held  her  peace,  so  that  knight  moved  softly  and 
deliberately  forward,  and  when  he  was  near  the 
younger  lady  he  asked  her  : 

"  Even  who  is  this  man  who  is  so  hated  in  the 
North  parts  ? " 

That  young  lady  looked  at  him  with  astonished 
lowering  and  resentful  eyes,  as  much  as  to  say,  who 
was  he  that  he  should  ask  her  such  a  question  ?  The 
Princess  had  been  leaning  back  in  her  chair  with  both 
elbows  upon  the  arms  and  a  hand  caressing  her  chin, 
for  all  the  world  as  if  she  had  been  an  old  man  con- 
sidering a  knotty  point.  But,  when  she  saw  Sir 
Bertram  and  heard  his  voice,  she  said  hastily  and 
harshly : 
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"Get  up,  child  and  your  ladyship.  It  is  not 
decent  that  a  lady  of  high  rank  and  my  kinswoman 
should  be  spoken  to  kneeling  by  a  Cornish  knight  of 
nowhere  and  yesterday,  God  help  me,  if  he  be  ten 
times  a  King's  spy  !  "  And  so  she  bade  the  lady,  who 
was  the  Lady  Margaret  of  Glororem,  to  fetch  a  stool 
from  a  corner  of  the  room  and  set  it  by  her  throne  on 
the  step.  And  there  she  had  the  Lady  Margaret  sit 
beside  her  and  that  Sir  Bertram  fetch  off  his  hat  with 
the  large  feather  and  so  stand  before  them.  "  For," 
said  she  to  that  knight,  "you  may  well  be  the  King's 
companion,  but  in  this  place  the  King's  writ  does  not 
run  and  I  am  a  royal  Princess  and  this  is  my  cousin 
and  niece." 

It  was  nonsense  and  a  tyranny,  but  Sir  Bertram 
did  it  with  calmness.  He  cared  little  about  forms 
when  there  was  news  to  be  had  that  could  help 
him  and  only  one  old  woman  and  one  very  beautiful 
and  proud  one  before  whom  to  abase  himself.  So 
he  made  an  apology,  saying  that  he  had  not  known 
that  lady  to  be  of  such  high  rank,  she  being  in  the 
dim  room  and  not  over  plain  to  his  eyes  which  had 
been  gazing  on  the  sunlight.  He  bent  one  knee  and 
stood  there  composedly  with  his  hat  in  his  hands 
before  him. 

Then  that  old  Princess,  who  had  affected  anger 
affected  now  a  complaisance  towards  that  gentleman. 
She  spoke  as  follows,  formally  to  the  Lady  Margaret : 

"  This  Sir  Bertram  of  Lyonesse,"  she  said, — 
"  though  God  knows  where  Lyonesse  is  ;  I  have  heard 
it  is  some  poor  islands  in  Scilly  or  Cornwall  or  where 
you  will, — so  this  Sir  Bertram  of  Lyonesse  is  the  King's 
commissioner  to  inquire  into  the  state  of  these  North 
part^..     And  if  you  will  ask  me  what  make  of  a  thing 
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a  commissioner  is,  I  will  answer  you  that  he  is  what 
you  and  I  and  other  simple  folk  do  call  a  spy.  But 
the  King  calls  him  his  commissioner  and  that  is  very 
well." 

She  looked  upon  Sir  Bertram  maliciously  to  see 
if  he  winced.  But  that  knight  turned  his  face  com- 
posedly to  the  Lady  Margaret. 

"Ah,  gentle  lady,"  said  he,  "you  may  count  that 
for  truth.     I  am  here  to  find  out  what  I  can." 

The  old  Princess  liked  this  Sir  Bertram,  in  truth, 
very  well.  She  counted  him  so  low,  on  account  of 
his  obscure  and  distant  birth  and  his  former  poverty, 
that  she  could  jest  with  him  as  if  he  had  been  a 
peasant  boy.  She  considered  English  lords  as  of  so 
low  a  rank  against  her  own  that  she  thought  not  much 
about  them,  one  with  another,  except  may  be  it  was 
the  Dacres  and  their  kin.  So  she  was  very  glad  to 
keep  this  Sir  Bertram,  if  she  could  do  it  without 
trouble  or  expense,  and  have  some  amusement 
from  it. 

She  turned  upon  the  Lady  Margaret  and  said 
again : 

"You  must  know  that,  though  in  a  concealed 
manner,  this  Sir  Bertram  is  of  great  worth  in  the 
counsels  of  King  Henry  VII.  Why  this  should  be 
so,  God  knows,  for  one  says  one  thing  and  one  will 
say  another.  But  so  it  is ;  in  all  matters  in  which  a 
king  may  be  advised  this  new  knight  rules  the 
King." 

Then  again  Sir  Bertram  looked  upon  the  Lady 
Margaret : 

"  Ah,  gentle  lady,"  he  said,  "  to  dispel  what  may 
appear  of  mystery  in  this  royal  Princess's  account  of 
me,  let  me  say  this — for  I  would  not  have  you  think 
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evil  of  me :  I  have  twice  saved  this  King's  life,  once 
by  discovering  assassins  sent  to  murder  him  in  France 
before  he  was  King  and  once,  since,  at  Windsor  where 
I  caught  by  the  wrist  a  man  with  a  knife  that  came 
behind  him  when  he  walked  in  the  gardens.  And  I 
have  farmed  the  King's  private  lands  to  greater 
profit  than  came  to  him  before  and,  having  studied 
the  art  of  fortifying  of  a  pupil  of  the  monk  Olberitz 
that  made  most  of  the  strong  castles  of  France,  I  have 
designed  or  strengthened  successfully  certain  strong 
places  for  this  King.  If  I  could  say  I  had  saved  this 
King's  life  in  gallant  battles  I  would  rather  say  it,  for 
it  would  gain  me  greater  honour  in  your  sight.  But 
I  am  rather  a  man  of  the  exchequer  board  than  of 
the  tented  field.  It  is  for  caution,  defence  and 
prudence  that  the  King  trusts  me  rather  than  for 
things  more  gallant  that  should  stir  your  pulse  in  the 
recital.  I  wish  it  were  the  other  way,  but  that  is  not 
the  truth  of  it." 

"  Well,  it  is  true  what  this  knight  says,"  the  old 
Princess  confirmed  him.  "  He  has  twice  saved  the 
King's  life  by  caution  and  has  increased  the  King's 
gear  and  so  on.  Now  he  is  sent  here  as  the  King's  spy 
— the  King's  reconciler  or  the  King's  trumpeter  or 
what  you  will.  For  his  mission  is  to  take  a  survey  of 
these  North  parts  first  and  then  to  prove  to  them  that 
the  King  is  a  mild,  loving,  gracious  and  economical 
sovereign." 

"  Well,  that  is  my  mission,"  Sir  Bertram  said  to 
the  Lady  Margaret,  "  and  I  hope  I  may  do  it." 

u  I  will  tell  you  what  I  think  of  it,"  the  Lady 
Margaret  said  then,  "as  soon  as  I  have  your  opinion 
on  certain  words  I  said  two  nights  ago  to  Henry 
Percy,  my  cousin,  Earl  of  Northumberland." 
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"  I  shall  hear  them  very  gladly,"  Sir  Bertram 
answered. 

Then,  in  her  own  way,  the  old  Princess  exposed 
all  these  matters  to  Sir  Bertram  of  Lyonesse,  how 
certain  filthy  rogues  had  taken  prisoner  her  daughter 
Rohtraut,  and  the  rest.  Sir  Bertram  had  heard  all 
that  before.  The  King  had  ordered  him  to  travel  to 
the  North  with  the  Princess  of  Croy,  protecting  her 
the  better  with  his  train  and  bearing  a  share  of  her 
expenses,  so  that  he  might  the  better  make  out  the 
affairs  of  the  Dacres,  what  was  their  wealth,  who 
resorted  to  them,  and  whether  they  seemed  to  con- 
spire with  other  rebels.  And,  upon  the  road,  in  three 
various  towns,  three  delayed  messengers  had  met  the 
Princess  of  Croy,  coming  from  that  very  Lady 
Margaret  with  broad  letters  in  which  she  told  the 
story  of  the  things  that  passed  at  Castle  Lovell.  So 
Sir  Bertram  had  heard  most  of  the  tale  before,  never- 
theless he  heard  it  very  gladly  again,  more  particularly 
as  the  Lady  Margaret  corrected  the  old  Princess  here 
and  there  and  made  things  the  plainer. 

It  was  a  very  long  congress  that  they  held  in  that 
room  with  the  vaulted  ceiling  and  the  painted  walls, 
that  were  all  sprays  of  leaves  and  dark  green  boskage 
with  the  figures  of  men  and  women  in  scarlets  and 
whites  and  blues,  holding  bows  and  fowling  nets  and 
fish  nets  and  falcons.  For,  when  the  Princess  had 
told  that  story  she  was  impatient  to  know,  but  with 
sarcastic  and  hard  words,  what  this  adviser  of  the 
King  would  advise  her  to  do.  For  her  own  part,  she 
said,  it  was  her  purpose  to  go  with  a  small  train,  and 
unarmed,  up  to  that  Castle  Lovell  and  in  at  the  door. 
And  she  did  not  think  it  was  those  robbers  who 
would  withstand  her  when  she  set  free  her  daughter, 
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opening  the  door  of  her  prison  with  her  own  hands, 
and  so  leading  her  out  into  the  light  of  day  and  so 
there  to  Durham,  where  she  might  dwell  till  justice 
was  done  about  the  lands  and  other  things  that 
were  in  dispute. 

The  Lady  Margaret  said  she  was  very  glad  to  hear 
this,  for  she  had  been  afraid  that  the  Princess  had  too 
much  displeasure  against  her  daughter,  seeing  that  in 
fifteen  years  she  had  not  spoken  to  her  or  written 
broad  letters. 

The  Princess  erected  her  old,  round  head  stiffly, 
with  the  pillows  upon  it,  and  exclaimed  that  it 
was  not  the  fashion  of  their  royal  house  to  quarrel 
with  its  daughters  or  to  do  less  than  decency  demanded 
for  their  rescue  and  sustenance.  She  would  not  wish 
that  Lady  Rohtraut  to  dwell  in  her  house  and  at  her 
charges  for  ever,  for  she  must  have  her  due  train  and 
estate,  and  that  would  make  a  great  charge.  But, 
until  she  were  set  up  in  her  own  lands  and  had  her 
wealth  again,  that  Princess  would  there  maintain  her 
and  her  train. 

The  Lady  Margaret  said  again  that  she  was  very 
glad  of  it,  and  she  was  certain  that  those  robbers 
would  very  quickly  release  the  Princess's  daughter. 
For  they  would  fear  the  might  of  the  Dacres  and  the 
Duke  of  Croy  with  his  tall  ships,  his  cannon,  and 
his  thousands  of  men  that  would  come  by  sea  and 
burn  that  Castle. 

It  was  at  that  that  Sir  Bertram  said  that  the  King 
of  England  would  not  very  willingly  see  Flemings 
and  Almains  landing  in  his  dominion  ;  but  the  Lady 
Margaret  might  be  certain  that  that  King  would  see 
justice  done  to  that  injured  lady  by  his  own  knights 
and  the  terror  of  his  name. 
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Then  the  old  Princess  scowled  upon  both  that 
knight  and  the  lady  so  fiercely  that  her  eyes  grew  red 
and  dreadful.  She  smote  her  breast  with  the  handle 
of  the  black  crutch  that  dangled  from  her  wrist  and 
cried  : 

u  Mutter  Gottes  !  By  the  mother  of  God  !  It  is 
not  the  King  of  England  nor  my  father,  the  Duke  of 
Croy,  that  shall  go  to  that  Castle  but  I  alone  and  bij 
Gott !  It  is  at  my  wrath  that  the  knees  of  these 
robbers  shall  knock  together  and  the  keys  fall  from 
their  hands." 

Then  the  Lady  Margaret  said  that  that  might  well 
be  the  case  and  Sir  Bertram  said  that  so  it  would  be 
much  better.  The  old  Princess  bent  her  brows  upon 
that  knight  and  asked  him,  jesting  bitterly,  if  he  had 
any  better  advice  to  give  her.  He  said  that  he  had 
none,  but  that  he  would  very  gladly  hear  what  Henry, 
Earl  Percy,  had  had  to  say  to  the  Lady  Margaret  and 
she  to  him  and  also  something  of  Sir  Paris  Lovell, 
that  well-esteemed  lording. 

The  Lady  Margaret  told  him  very  clearly  all  that 
she  knew,  and  that  knight  considered  her  to  be  as 
sensible  as  she  was  fair.  When  she  told  him  of  the 
disappearing  of  her  true  love  and  of  the  rumours  that 
were  told  against  him  he  had  a  pensive  air  ;  but  when 
she  told  him  of  the  Percy's  high  words  of  how  he  was 
minded  to  break  the  great  lords  of  the  North  and  that 
that  was  the  King's  mind,  Sir  Bertram  frowned 
heavily.  When  she  said  that  it  was  the  duty  of  great 
lords  not  to  support  too  readily  a  new  King  that  they 
had  set  up,  nor  too  abjectly  to  obey  him  or  lavishly 
fawn  upon  him,  that  knight's  eyebrows  went  up,  for 
this  was  a  new  thought  to  him.  And  so,  whilst  she 
recited  to  him  the  history  of  this  realm  of  England  as 
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she  had  done  to  the  Percy,  he  continued  with  his  left 
hand  behind  his  back  holding  his  blue  hat  with  the 
white  feather  and  his  right  hand  to  his  mouth  whilst 
he  hit  the  knuckles  and  reflected. 

The  old  Princess  of  Croy  said  that  all  that  the 
Lady  Margaret  uttered  was  nonsense  ;  the  truth  of  the 
matter  was  that  all  the  English  and  their  lords  were 
murderers  and  wallowers  in  blood,  slaying  their  kings 
without  reason  or  pity  or  the  fear  of  God,  but  like  hogs 
fighting  at  a  trough. 

When  she  was  done  Sir  Bertram  took  down  his 
hand  from  his  mouth  and  smoothed  his  beard.  He 
said  that  if  that  was  the  mind  of  the  Northern  lords, 
though  it  was  a  new  thought  to  him,  he  need  quarrel 
little  with  it.  For,  though  he  might  need  to  reflect 
further  upon  the  principle,  yet  undoubtedly  the  case 
of  King  Richard  III  had  gone  in  favour  of  the  Lady 
Margaret.  He  was  a  King  set  up  by  certain  lords  and 
pulled  down  again  when  they  found  him  evil.  And, 
as  far  as  the  practice  went,  he  would  be  satisfied  to 
have  that  the  touchstone  for  King  Henry  VII.  For 
he  was  certain  that  that  King  would  prove  a  dread 
lord  benign,  loving  and  prudent ;  all  mighty  lords  and 
Princes  of  the  North  parts  would  gladly  acknow- 
ledge— in  the  course  of  a  year  or  two — that  there  had 
never  been  so  good  a  King  and  they  would  all  of  them 
very  willingly  support  him.  And,  if  King  Henry  VII 
did  not  prove  as  good  a  King  as  he  then  reported, 
Sir  Bertram,  though  he  loved  him,  would  very  willingly 
see  him  cast  down  as  Richard  Crookback  had  been. 

The  Lady  Margaret  said  she  was  very  glad  to 
hear  it,  and  that  upon  such  terms  they  might  soon  be 
good  friends.  Then  Sir  Bertram  smiled  a  little  in  his 
beard  and  said  : 
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"Ah,  gentle  lady,  I  perceive  from  certain  words 
you  have  dropped  that  you  did  not  think  all  these 
thoughts  of  the  constitution  of  this  realm  of  England 
by  your  lonely  self."  And  so  he  perceived  certain 
tears  in  that  lady's  eyes. 

"  Nay,  truly,"  she  said,  "  I  learned  them  of  the  lips 
of  my  lord,  Sir  Paris  Lovell,  in  sweet  devising  and 
conversations  that  we  had  before  his  death,  and  may 
God  receive  his  poor  soul  and  give  him  sweet  rest  in 
paradise  !  For  such  a  gentle  lording-,  or  one  so  wise  in 
the  reading  of  books,  anxious  for  the  good  of  his 
estate,  so  fine  of  his  fair  body,  so  fierce  in  war  and 
rightful  in  the  breach,  or  so  merciful  to  his  foes,  they 
being  down,  God  never  did  make.  Though  he  was  of 
young  age  yet  he  had  fought  in  Italy,  in  Ferrara,  in 
Venice,  in  France,  in  harness ;  in  this  realm  against 
the  false  Scots  and  upon  rightful  journeys  into 
Scotland." 

Sir  Bertram  lowered  his  head  a  little. 

"  I  wish  I  had  been  such  a  one,"  he  said.  "  This 
was  a  very  gallant  gentleman.  I  have  heard  other 
such  reports  of  him." 

The  old  Princess  said  : 

"  I  did  not  know  I  had  had  such  a  swan  and 
phoenix  amongst  my  grandchildren." 

"  Why,  it  is  true,  madam,"  Sir  Bertram  said.  "  You 
have  lived  too  much  amongst  the  Dacres  to  know  that 
you  had  this  lording  for  part  heir." 

Now  this  house,  built  in  the  old  days  before  that 
time,  and  all  of  stone,  like  a  fortress,  had  for  its 
greater  strength  only  one  staircase.  It  wound  round 
in  a  little  space,  all  of  thick  stone,  so  it  would  be  very 
difficult  for  an  enemy  to  come  up  it  if  it  were  at  all 
defended.     On  the  lower  floor  there  were  no  windows 
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at  all  towards  the  street,  to  make  it  the  stronger, 
and  that  staircase  served  all  the  rooms.  This  old 
fashion  struck  the  Lord  Dacre  as  very  barbarous, 
and  he  would  have  it  all  pulled  down,  with  a  big 
hall  and  hangings  upon  the  ground  floor  and 
large  square  windows  with  carvings  on  them,  as 
was  the  pleasanter  fashion  of  London  and  that  new 
day.  The  paintings,  too,  in  that  room  he  would  have 
whitened  over,  and  the  stone  ceilings  covered  in  with 
wood  and  beams,  that  should  be  bossed  and  carved 
and  gilded  and  with  coats  of  arms.  But,  for  that 
time,  so  it  was,  and  the  staircase  came  up  from  the 
street. 

Now  it  happened  that,  below,  the  door  into  the 
street  was  open,  and  a  fisherman  owing  a  tithe  of 
fish  for  that  Princess's  table  stood  before  it  offering 
fish.  The  old  steward  had  gone  to  him  and  com- 
plained that  his  fish  and  trout,  eels  and  lampreys, 
were  not  fine  enough  to  set  before  that  Princess. 
Much  of  this  could  be  heard  in  that  room,  and  then 
came  the  sounds  of  the  feet  of  a  company  of  horse 
and  the  clank  of  armour  and  loud  knockings  upon  the 
gate  that  went  into  the  cathedral  precincts  and  voices 
crying  out  and  answering.  With  one  thing  and 
another  none  of  those  three  could  hear  a  word  that 
there  they  uttered. 

So  the  Princess  was  angry  and  clapped  her  hands 
for  an  old  woman  to  come  that  had  a  white  clout 
hanging  down  before  her  chin,  for  all  the  world  as  if 
it  were  a  beard.  The  Princess  bade  take  that  fisher- 
man into  the  kitchen  and  he  to  be  given  twenty 
stripes — for  she  had  heard  what  passed  between  him 
and  the  steward — the  door  into  the  street  was  to  be 
shut  and  news  to  be  brought  her  what  knight  that  was 
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that  rode  with  his  many  up  the  street.  And  if  it  was 
a  knight  of  these  parts  and  one  she  knew,  she  ordered 
him  to  come  to  her  for  she  desired  new?  of  that 
countryside. 

So  that  old  woman,  as  best  she  could,  went  down 
the  stairway  sideways,  for  she  was  very  old  and  fat 
and  the  stairway  very  little  and  winding.  Then  they 
heard  her  clamorously  upbraiding  alike  old  steward 
and  the  fisherman  for  the  clamour  they  had  made. 
Afterwards,  the  door  was  closed  and  there  was  peace. 
Then  Sir  Bertram  looked  gravely  upon  the  Lady 
Margaret.     And  : 

"  Ah,  gentle  lady,"  said  he,  "  from  what  I  have 
observed  of  your  conversation  I  can  tell  you  this 
much.  You  tell  me  that  this  Sir  Paris  Lovell  was  a 
eood  friend  to  Richard  Crookback  that  is  dead.  And 
I  do  not  much  blame  him  for  it,  since,  as  you  tell  me, 
that  late  King  showed  great  courtesy  here  in  the  North 
parts  when  he  was  Duke  of  Gloucester.  And  well 
King  Richard  III  knew  how  to  bear  courtesy  when 
it  suited  him,  though  at  other  times  he  was  a  false 
tyrant.  So  that  this  Sir  Paris  Lovell  was  a  friend  to 
Crookback  and  could  have  aided  him  against  my 
King  if  his  father  would  have  given  him  leave.  But 
this  his  father  would  not  do  and  it  is  so  much  the 
better. 

"And  further  you  have  reported  to  me  that  this 
Sir  Paris  Lovell  has  said  to  you,  in  his  own  words : 
'  Now  this  King  Richard  is  dead  and  alas  for  it ! 
And  we  have  another  King  of  whom  I,  Sir  Paris 
Lovell,  know  little,  though  I  fear  he  may  be  a  heavy 
ruler.  But  so  as  it  is  ' — so  you  say  you  remember  the 
words  of  this  lord — '  what  I  am  minded  to  do,'  said  he, 
'  is  to  set  up  a  chantry  where  masses  may  be  said 
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for  the  dead  King's  soul.  If  he  had  been  alive  I 
would  have  fought  for  him,  but  now  I  will  see  if  I 
may  live  at  peace  with  Henry  of  Richmond  for  a 
King.  For  to  be  sure,  what  we  need  in  these  North 
parts  is  peace  amongst  ourselves,  that  husbandry  and 
mining  and  fisheries  may  flourish  on  my  lands  and 
others.  And  so  one  may  make  such  a  great  journey 
into  Scotland  that  the  false  Scots  may  not  raise  their 
heads  for  fifty  years  or  more  again.  And  so  we  may 
have  leisure  to  go  upon  our  own  affairs.  Therefore  I, 
Sir  Paris  Lovell,  for  one  will,  if  I  may,  live  at  peace 
with  King  Henry  VII  and  be  his  subject  if  he  will 
be  bearable.'  .  .  .  Now  therefore  I,  Sir  Bertram  of 
Lyonesse  .  .  ." 

"God  keep  us,"  the  old  Princess  cried  out  here, 
"  you  speak  more  like  a  lawyer  drawing  a  bond  than 
a  gallant  knight." 

"  Madam  and  gentle  Princess,"  Sir  Bertram  said, 
"  I  am  more  like  a  lawyer  than  a  gallant  knight." 
And  so  he  looked  again  gravely  upon  the  Lady 
Margaret  who,  in  her  voluminous  gown,  sat  on  her 
little  stool  beside  that  kind  of  throne  and  leaned  her 
arm  along  its  arm,  folding  her  hands  together.  She 
looked  upon  him  earnestly  and,  after  a  time,  she 
said  : 

"  Good  Knight,  if  you  talk  with  me  thus  to  make 
an  agreement  with  me  in  the  gentle  Lord  Lovell's 
name,  I  tell  you  that  can  never  be,  for  he  is  dead." 

"  Ah,  gentle  lady,"  Sir  Bertram  answered,  "  how 
can  it  be  said  that  any  man  is  dead  that  is  but  three 
months  away  ?  These  are  strange  and  evil  times. 
God  knows  I  am  no  very  learned  knight  and  one  not 
overways  well-read  in  the  lore  of  Holy  Church.  Yet 
nowadays  strange  things  are  seen,  books  not  written 
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by  hand,  Greek  sorcerers,  as  I  have  heard,  driven  out 
of  Byzantium  by  the  Sultan,  who  press  with  new 
learnings  across  Christendom.  I  have  heard  there 
was  lately  one  new  Greek  Doctor  at  London  called 
Molossos,  or  some  such  name,  though  I  never  came 
to  see  him.  And  he  had  crabbed  books  of  Greek  and 
other  sorceries.  So,  if  your  true  love  and  lording  be 
but  ninety  days  away  .  .  ." 

"  Sir,"  the  Lady  Margaret  said,  "  my  lord  was 
never  for  so  long  a  prisoner  amongst  the  false  Scots 
or  the  thieves  of  Rokehope  without  news  to  me. 
Surely  they  have  killed  him." 

"  I  do  not  well  know  this  country  as  you  tell  me  ; 
but  let  me  ask  you  this :  if  the  false  Scots  had  killed 
so  great  a  lord  would  they  not  boast  and  say  great 
things  ?  Or  if  the  thieves  of  Rokehope  or  the  Debate- 
able  Lands,  or  of  those  places  that  1  do  not  know,  had 
taken  him,  would  they  not  have  made  more  attempts 
at  his  ransoming  than  once  sending  to  Castle  Lovell  ? 
For  you  tell  me  that  you  think  he  was  taken  by  Gib 
Elliott,  as  you  call  him,  or  some  such  naughty  villain, 
and  that  Gib  Elliott  sent  to  Castle  Lovell  for  his 
ransom  and  that  the  Knights  of  Cullerford  and  Halt- 
whistle  refused  to  give  either  white  mail  or  black,  as  the 
saying  is.  And  maybe,  as  you  think,  they  clapped 
that  messenger  into  prison  for  greater  secrecy,  so  that 
the  countryside  might  have  no  news  of  your  lord 
but  consider  him  gone  away  with  warlocks  and  others. 
But,  in  the  first  place,  is  it  to  be  thought  that  such  a 
messenger  could  be  come  from  that  Elliott  to  Castle 
Lovell  and  no  one  know  it  ?  Would  not  the  Castle 
Lovell  bondsmen  see  him  and  report  it  to  your  bonds- 
men and  so  on  through  all  the  countryside  ?  For 
what  cause  should  that  messenger  have  in  going  to 
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Castle  Lovell,  to  be  very  secret,  though  Cullerford 
and  Haltwhistle  should  desire  to  keep  it  secret  after- 
wards ?  Or  again,  why  should  Gib  Elliott*  if  that  be 
his  name,  slay  the  Lord  of  Castle  Lovell  merely 
because  Haltwhistle  and  Cullerford  refused  ransom 
or  imprisoned  his  messenger  ?  Gib  Elliott  I  take  it, 
is  as  other  men,  and  seeketh  money  and  how  best  he 
may  have  it.  Moreover,  Castle  Lovell  is  a  great 
Castle,  and  cannot  be  taken  in  a  little  corner.  I  will 
tell  you  this  :  that  within  a  fortnight  that  news  was 
known  to  us  in  London  Town  ;  for  merchant  wrote 
it  to  merchant  at  the  bottom  of  his  bills,  and  packman 
passed  the  news  on  to  packman  from  town  to  town." 

"  Say  you  so  !  "  the  old  Princess  called  out  at  this. 
"  Ye  knew  it  and  I  did  not,  yet  ye  never  told  me  !  " 

"  Madam  and  gentle  Princess,"  Sir  Bertram 
answered,  "that  is  the  duty  of  the  servants  of  a  King, 
to  be  all  ears  and  no  tongue.  And  partly  that  is  why 
I  am  here,  for  the  King  desired  to  know  if  such  law- 
less robberies  could  be  done  in  any  part  of  his  realm. 
So  now  I  am  inquiring  into  this  matter.  And  this  I 
will  ask  you,  my  fair  and  gentle  lady — if  that  news 
was  known  in  London  Town  under  a  fortnight,  should 
not  that  Gib  Elliott  know  it  in  a  day  or  two  days  at 
the  most,  seeing  that  all  the  countryside  talked  of 
that  and  nought  else  ?  For  it  is  not  every  day  that  a 
great  lord  dies  and  robbers  seize  upon  his  Castle  and 
imprison  his  sad  widow.  So,  very  surely,  this  Gib 
Elliott  would  hear  of  this  thing  or  ever  his  messenger 
could  come  to  Castle  Lovell  and  back  again.  And 
then,  very  surely,  he  would  send  another  messenger 
to  some  friend  of  the  Young  Lovell,  to  sec  if  he  might 
not  get  a  ransom  of  them,  since  his  enemies  held  hib 
Castle.     Consider  how  that  would  be  with  a  cunning 
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robber.  Full  surely  he  would  have  sent  a  messenger 
to  yourself,  ah,  fair  and  gentle  lady,  to  have  money 
of  you,  if  of  none  others  ?  " 

"  Sir,"  the  Lady  Margaret  interrupted  him  hotly 
and  with  a  sort  of  passion — "  I  am  very  certain  that 
that  lord  is  dead.  For  three  times  Saint  Katharine, 
whom  I  love  above  other  saints,  appeared  to  me  in  a 
gown  of  gold  and  damask  and  leaning  upon  her 
wheel.  She  looked  upon  me  sorrowfully,  as  who 
should  say  my  true  love — for  whom  I  had  besought 
that  saint  many  times — was  dead  to  me." 

The  Cornish  knight  raised  his  hand. 

"  God  forbid,"  he  said,  "  that  I  should  say  anything 
against  that  sweet  madam  Katharine.  Yet  there  are 
true  dreams  and  false  dreams  and  dreams  wrongly 
interpreted.  And  of  this  I  am  instantly  assured, 
that  this  Lord  Lovell  is  held  prisoner  by  no  border 
raiders.     It  is  not  to  be  thought  upon." 

The  Lady  Margaret  spoke  to  him  contemptuously 
and  almost  with  hatred,  so  her  breast  heaved  as  she 
bade  him  say  then  where  he  considered  that  that  lord 
should  have  been  or  should  even  then  be  hiding.  The 
Cornish  knight  answered  slowly  : 

"  Ah,  gentle  lady,  what  to  believe  I  do  not  so  well 
know.  But  this  I  know  that  I  would  rather  believe 
in  tales  of  sorcery  in  this  matter  than  in  that  idea  of 
border  robbers.  For  these  are  strange  times  of 
newnesses  coming  both  from  the  East  and  the  West. 
From  the  East  is  come  new  learning  which  is  for 
ordinary  men,  a  thing  very  evil  at  all  times,  leading 
to  sorceries  and  civil  strife  and  change.  And  from 
the  West  is  talk  of  a  New  World  possessed  with 
demons  and  pagans  and  dusky  fiends  as  is  now  on 
the  lips  of  all  men.     And  I  hold  it  for  certain  that,  if 
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anything  evil  and  inexplicable  shall  occur  in  this 
land  from  now  on  it  shall  come  from  that  East  or 
that  West.  The  path  to  the  West  having  been  found, 
shall  it  not  lead  those  demons  and  dusky  fiends  in 
upon  us  ?  And,  all  the  contents  of  Byzantium  having 
been  set  flying  in  upon  us,  shall  we  go  unharmed  ? " 

"  This  is  very  arrant  folly,"  the  old  Princess  said  ; 
"  what  shall  a  parcel  of  soft  Greeks  or  Indian  savages 
do  to  this  island  in  the  water  ? " 

"  Madam  and  gentle  Princess,"  the  Cornish  knight 
answered,  "  I  speak  only  the  misgivings  of  wealthy 
and  sufficient  men  of  London  Town.  It  may  be  a 
folly  here.  But  this  I  hold  for  strange :  this  lording 
was  the  one  of  all  the  North  parts  to  have  most  of 
new-fangled  lore,  as  I  have  heard :  he  has  read  in 
many  books  of  which  I  know  not  so  much  as  the  name  ; 
such  as  Ysidores  Ethimologicarum  or  Summa  Rey~ 
mundi — or  maybe  I  have  the  names  wrong.  And  he 
has  travelled  to  Venice  where  many  evil,  eldritch  and 
strange  things  are  ready  for  the  learning.  .  .  .  And 
now  I  will  ask  you  this  :  ah,  gentle  mistress  .  .  . 
Have  you  of  late  had  news  of  a  monstrous  fair  lady 
that  several  people  have  seen  to  ride  about  these 
parts,  attended,  or  not  attended  at  all  .  .  .  upon  a 
white  horse  ?  " 

"Such  a  one  I  saw  yesterday,"  the  Lady  Margaret 
said,  "  and  so  fair  and  kind  a  lady  it  made  me  glad 
to  see  her." 

Then  Sir  Bertram  crossed  himself. 

"  And  have  you,"  he  asked,  "  heard  where  she 
dwells  or  who  she  is  ?  " 

"  I  never  heard  "  she  said  ;  "  I  thought  she  was  the 
King's  mistress  of  Scotland,  for  a  lesser  she  could 
not  be." 
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"  I  have  heard  of  her  this  many  months,"  Sir 
Bertram  said,  "  for,  for  this  many  months,  I  have  been 
set  by  the  King  to  gather  information  about  these 
North  parts.  And  now  from  one  correspondent,  now 
from  another  ;  now  by  word  of  mouth,  now  here,  now 
in  Northumberland,  I  have  heard  tell  of  this  White 
Lady.  And  this  again  I  will  tell  you.  .  .  .  An  hour 
agone,  as  I  looked  out  of  this  window,  I  saw  a  knight, 
with  a  monk  and  a  small  company  of  spears  go  over 
Framwell  Gate  Bridge.  The  sun  was  upon  their 
armour.  And,  as  they  rode  over  it,  I  perceived  upon 
the  banks  before  me  a  wondrous  fair  figure  of  a 
woman  in  white  garments,  going  among  the  thick  of 
the  trees  as  lightly  as  if  it  had  been  a  flower  garden. 
And,  as  she  went,  she  held  her  hand  over  her  eyes  to 
shield  them  from  the  sun  so  as  to  gaze  upon  that 
knight.  And  I  think  that  was  that  strange  lady. 
And,  if  you  ask  me  what  she  is,  I  think  she  is  a 
vampire,  a  courtesan  or  a  demon  from  the  East. 
And  if  you  ask  me  where  your  lord  is,  I  will  say  I 
think  she  has  him  captive  amongst  weary  sedges  and 
the  bones  of  other  knights,  if  they  have  been  dead 
long  enough  to  become  bones.  And  there  he  sits 
enthralled  by  her  and  she  preys  upon  his  heart's 
blood.  .  .  ." 

The  Lady  Margaret  stood  up  with  her  hand  to 
her  throat.  Her  face  was  blanched  like  faded  apple 
blossom. 

"Good  sir,"  she  said,  "I  think  ye  lie.  For  that 
lady  had  the  kindest  face  that  ever  I  saw." 

"  Yet  such  fair  faces,"  Sir  Bertram  said,  "  are,  as  is 
known  to  all  men,  best  fed  by  the  heart's  blood  of 
true  knights." 

"Before    God,"    the    old    Princess  cried    at  him, 
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"  I  have  heard  such  tales  of  my  bondsmen's 
wives.  .  .   ." 

u  Or,  if  you  will  have  it  a  little  otherwise,"  Sir 
Bertram  said  to  the  Lady  Margaret,  "let  it  be  thus. 
This  monstrous  fair  and  magic  lady  saw  this  Sir  Paris 
in  a  grove  or  amid  the  smoke  of  war  or  where  you 
will  in  Venice  or  near  it.  And  so  she  fell  enamoured 
of  him.  Such  things  happen.  And  so,  coming  in  a 
magic  boat,  in  the  morning  before  cockcrow  she  finds 
him — having  waited  many  years  for  this  chance — by 
the  sea-shore  where  you  say  that  chapel  was.  And 
so  she  beguiles  him  to  step  aboard  and  miraculously 
they  are  transported  to  the  very  isles  of  Greece.  And 
there,  poor  man,  he  sitteth  in  the  sun,  lamenting 
beneath  a  vine  as  they  say  there  are  in  Greece,  and 
to  beguile  him  she  dances  before  him.  .  .  ." 

The  Lady  Margaret  held  out  her  white  hand  to 
silence  the  words  upon  his  lips.  And  so  they  heard 
a  voice  speak  to  the  porter  below  and  a  heavy  tread 
upon  the  stairfoot. 

"  Sir,"  the  Lady  Margaret  said  to  the  Cornish 
knight,  "  I  think  you  do  lie.  For  I  hear  my  true 
love's  voice  and  his  foot  upon  the  stair." 

At  that  heavy  beating  of  an  iron  foot  on  the  stone 
steps  a  sort  of  fear  descended  upon  both  Sir  Bertram 
and  the  Lady  Margaret  ;  but  the  old  Princess  said 
jestingly  : 

"  Now  I  shall  see  the  eighth  wonder  of  the 
world." 


VI 

John  Sherwood,  Bishop  Palatine  of  Durham,  was 
seated  in  a  deep  chair,  in  the  vestiary  of  his  dwelling 
in  Durham  Castle.  He  had  just  come  in  there  from 
the  cathedral,  and  he  was  very  weary  with  having 
sung  a  solemn  mass  for  the  soul  of  Sir  Leofric  Bertram, 
one  that  had,  in  times  past,  been  a  great  benefactor 
of  that  see.  This  mass  was  sung  every  year  upon  the 
second  day  of  July  and,  along  with  the  oration,  it 
lasted  a  full  two  hours.  He  had  had  a  little  fever 
too,  and  was  weak  with  the  monthly  bloodletting 
which  had  been  done  the  day  before  ;  for  the  Prince 
Bishop  and  his  household  were  bled  upon  the  first 
day  of  each  month.  Moreover,  he  was  fasting  till 
then,  and  it  was  close  on  the  stroke  of  eleven. 

So,  although  a  good  dinner  awaited  him,  of  five 
courses,  each  of  fifteen  dishes,  he  had  felt  so  tired 
that  there,  in  his  own  vestiary — for  he  did  not  wear 
the  vestments  of  the  cathedral  or  the  monastery,  but, 
in  all  his  canonicals,  walked  across  the  green  from  the 
cathedral  down  to  the  castle  with  the  people  all 
kneeling  and  candles  and  a  great  cross  and  his  crozier 
carried  before  him — he  had  fallen  down  into  the  deep 
chair  in  his  mass  garments.  It  made  it  the  worse 
that  his  vestiary  was  up  two  flights  of  stairs  in  the 
castle  that  was  old  and  not  well  arranged. 

This  vestiary  was  a  large  hall,  but  so  tall  that  it 
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seemed   narrow  and,   in   spite    of   two   deep  window 
spaces,  its   sombre  vaulting  of  stone  went  up  into 
darkness.     The  Bishops  of  Durham  had  always  very 
many  and  very  splendid  vestments  of  their  own,  not 
belonging  to  the  cathedral,  and  so  on  three  sides  of 
the  room  and    from  twelve   feet  high  or  more  there 
were  chests  of  oaken  wood  to  hold  vestments,  with 
round  cupboards  in  which  copes  could  be  laid  out. 
In  the  two  angles  of  the  wall  between  the  windows 
were  all  manner  of  great  pegs  and  wooden  bases  upon 
which  armour  was  hung  or  displayed.     Upon  three  of 
these  pegs  were  three  helmets,  the  gauntlets  hanging 
beneath  them.     Below   each    were   the  breastplates, 
the  thigh  pieces  and  so  on.     The  great  swords,  with 
their  crossed  hilts,  and  scabbards  covered  in  yellow 
velvet,  were  in  stands  along  the  bottom  of  the  wall, 
like  a  fence.     Above  them  were  the  more  splendid 
and  bejewelled  plumed  hoods  for  his  falcons,  their 
jesses,   and    leashes   for   his    hounds  ;  and  tall  steel 
maces    made,    as    it    were,    panels    between    them. 
Spears  or  lances  this  Bishop  had  none,  his  arm  being 
the   heavy  mace.     He  had  four  suits  of  armour,   a 
black  one,  English,  and  kept  well  greased,  for  rainy 
weather  or  dangerous  times  ;  a  French  one  of  bright 
and  fluted  steel  that  he  wore  on   Spring  days  ;    and 
one  Milanese,  very  light  and  so  beautiful  in  its  lines 
that  it   pleased  him  to  see   it— a  steel   helmet  that 
seemed  to  float  like  a  coif,  without  a  visor  at  all,  and 
steel  chain-mail  as  light  as  silk  yet  impenetrable  even 
to  the  steel  quarrels  of  arbalests. 

These  three  suits  were  arranged  upon  the  wall.  The 
suit  of  state,  of  black  steel  inlaid  thickly  with  gold, 
stood  upon  a  stand,  like  a  threatening  man,  between 
the  two  windows  and  catching  the  light  from  each. 
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This  piece  came  from  Nuremberg,  where  it  had  been 
worked  for  the  Prince  Bishop  of  Minister,  but  he 
dying,  the  Bishop  had  bought  it  of  the  heirs.  Upon 
the  helmet  was  a  prince's  circlet  of  gold  and  all  the 
breastplate,  the  thigh  and  kneepieces  were  hammered 
and  graved  and  inlaid  in  gold  with  scenes  from  the 
life  of  Our  Lady.  Her  Coronation  in  Heaven  was 
shown  upon  the  visor.  This  fine  piece  the  Bishop 
wore  only  upon  occasions  of  great  state,  such  as  if 
he  should  make  a  progress  through  the  Palatinate 
with  the  King  upon  his  right  hand  out  of  courtes)% 
since,  of  right,  his  left  alone  belonged  to  the  King 
and  the  right  to  the  Pope  of  Rome  alone.  This 
Bishop  Palatine  thought  himself  a  delicate  rather 
than  a  splendid  prince ;  he  had,  before  being  Bishop, 
spent  many  years  in  Rome,  as  the  King  of  England's 
friend  and  advocate  ;  so  he  thought  that  better  could 
be  done  by  a  display  of  simplicity  and  elegance,  for 
a  sovereign  Bishop,  than  by  great  profusion  of  coarse 
things.  Thus,  such  Bishops  as  Anthony  Bek,  that 
was  Patriarch  of  Jerusalem  as  well,  had  had  forty 
suits  of  mail  to  his  own  body  alone. 

So  there,  now,  Bishop  Sherwood  sat,  leaning  back 
in  his  chair  and  crushing  up  his  cope  which  was  a 
grief  to  his  vestiarius,  an  old  and  orderly  man.  For 
this  was  a  very  splendid  cope  of  black  velvet  from 
Genoa ;  it  was  worked  with  broad  silver  in  pome- 
granates, the  sacred  initials  being  of  seed  pearls  over 
silver,  and  the  vestiarius  did  not  like  to  see  it  crushed. 
The  crozier  leant  against  an  oaken  case  in  the  corner  ; 
and  a  great  cross  was  against  the  heavy  table  where 
the  Bishop  sat.  The  Bishop  had  sent  away  his  pages 
and  attendants,  saying  that  his  head  ached  so  that  he 
could  not  bear  the  opening  and  closing  of  cases  where 
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these  things  should  be  placed.  He  had  sent  for  some 
wine,  a  manchet  of  bread  and  a  little  salt  to  refresh 
himself  with  and  these,  in  vessels  of  silver,  stood 
before  him.  He  had  made  shift  to  pull  the  rich 
glove  off  his  right  hand,  and  so  he  had  taken  a 
sip  of  wine  and  was  dipping  the  bread  in  the  salt. 
He  felt  himself  a  little  refreshed.  Before  him,  upon 
the  table,  stood  two  mitres,  and  his  glove  lay  between 
the  silver  dish  of  bread  and  the  wine  cup. 

Then  the  vestiarius,  who  stood  in  the  doorway, 
perceived  that  Bishop,  all  black  and  silver,  lean  for- 
ward in  his  chair,  gazing  out  of  the  window  with  his 
jaw  falling  down.  The  sunlight  was  streaming  in. 
The  vestiarius  considered  with  disfavour — for  he  was 
a  sour  old  priest — that  the  Bishop  was  undoubtedly  ill, 
and  God  knew  when  he  should  get  those  vestments 
put  away,  which  should  be  done  before  the  stroke  of 
noon.  So  the  Bishop  passed  his  hand  across  his  eyes, 
after  he  had  made  the  sign  of  the  cross  repeatedly. 

"  Gilbert,"  the  Bishop  said,  "  my  eyes  are  very 
tired." 

"  It  would  be  better,  then,"  the  vestiarius  said,  "  not 
to  look  out  at  that  window  upon  the  sunlight.  You 
have  tired  them  with  looking  upon  the  picture  of  the 
new  missal  while  you  said  mass." 

"That  may  well  be,"  the  Bishop  said.  He  was  a 
little  afeared  of  the  anger  of  his  vestiarius,  who  had 
been  with  him  twenty  years,  and  would  not  let  him 
do  as  he  would.  So  he  continued  for  a  little  looking 
at  the  napkin  they  had  laid  beneath  his  refection.  It 
was  worked  in  white  damask  with  the  letter  M,  beini£ 
the  initial  of  Our  Lady's  name. 

After  a  while,  being  anxious  to  lessen  his  weak- 
ness in  the  eyes  of  his  servant,  the  Bishop  raised  his 
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eyes  to  the  two  mitres  that  stood  before  him.  Both 
were  of  white  silk  stuff,  very  curiously  and  beautifully 
sown,  but  one  was  high  and  the  other  more  squat. 
The  Bishop  was  about  to  speak  of  these,  to  placate 
the  old  sour  man — for  it  was  in  such  things  that  he 
took  most  interest.  It  was  very  quiet  in  that 
room. 

There  came  a  knocking,  like  a  fumbling  at  the 
door.  So  the  vestiarius  went  to  it,  and,  opening  it  by 
a  crack,  whispered  out  by  that  way.  And  then  he 
turned  and  said  sourly  : 

"  Here  is  a  monk.  A  monk  of  Belford  called 
Francis.  He  says  he  has  your  word  that  he  may  come 
to  you  at  all  times  and  seasons."  The  Bishop  made 
a  sign  with  the  hand,  that  hung  over  the  arm  of  his 
chair,  that  that  monk  should  come  in.  And  indeed 
the  Bishop  had  given  orders  that  the  monk  Francis 
should  come  in  to  him  at  all  times. 

For  those,  as  the  Bishop  saw  them,  were  evil  days 
and  full  of  sudden  perils  that  must  very  suddenly  be 
reported  to  him.  And,  as  far  as  peril  from  the  North 
went — and  mostly  from  Alnwick  way — he  knew  no 
man,  monk  or  laymen,  that  could  more  swiftly  warn 
him.  Besides,  the  Bishop  heard  his  conversation  with 
pleasure  and  counted  him  a  very  holy  young  monk, 
so  that  he  would  gladly  have  had  him  for  his 
confessor. 

He  accounted  him  the  best  adviser  that  a  Bishop 
could  have  in  that  see.  For  of  the  religious  that  he 
had  round  him  there,  the  lay  priests  were  too 
ignorant,  with  a  rustic  simplicity ;  the  monks  of 
Durham  were  too  haughty ;  those  of  Belford  too 
learned  ;  those  of  Alnwick  too  set  upon  the  glory  of 
their  abbey.     The  ecclesiastical  lawyers  quibbled  too 
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much  over  parcels  of  land  ;  the  knights  were  too 
formal  and  concerned  for  the  state  of  the  see.  But 
this  monk  Francis  loved  God  and  considered  the 
world. 

The  Bishop  had  been  reflecting  in  that  way  for 
some  time  whilst  the  monk,  entering  in  his  woollen 
robes  had  knelt  beside  his  chair.  Then  the  Bishop 
stretched  his  hand  languidly  out  and  the  monk  set 
his  lips  to  the  ring  upon  it.  So  the  Bishop  pointed 
a  finger  to  the  taller  of  the  two  mitres. 

"This  is  my  new  one,"  he  said,  "it  has  just  come 
to  me  from  Flanders,  while  I  was  at  mass." 

The  monk  Francis  looked  upon  the  new  mitre. 

"  I  have  never  seen  finer  stitching  in  silver,"  he 
said.     The  vestiarius  said  harshly  ; 

"  I  consider  the  old  one  more  fitting.  For  a 
Prince  of  the  Church  Militant  it  is  more  fitting1.  It 
sits  more  squatly  upon  the  head,  like  a  helmet." 

The  monk  Francis  looked  upon  him,  and  seeing 
that  the  Bishop  did  not  wish  to  speak,  he  said : 

"  That  is  true !  But  then  this  new  one,  with  its 
greater  height  is  more  graceful  and  seemly.  More- 
over there  is  room  upon  it  for  another  panel  over  the 
forehead.  The  old  one,  you  perceive,  has  only  a 
picture  of  the  crucifixion  of  our  Lord  worked  in 
pearls  and  silk.  Whereas  the  new  one  has  below  it 
a  picture  of  Our  Lady  at  the  Tomb.  It  is  always 
good  to  have  a  picture  of  Our  Lady." 

This  was  a  thing  that  the  vestiarius  could  not 
gainsay.     So  he  brought  out  : 

11  Well,  if  the  Bishop  and  monks  are  content  with 
it,  it  may  work  to  the  greater  glory  of  God  ;  "  and  then 
he  said  :  u  Prince  Bishop,  I  would  have  you  go  to 
another  room  that  I  may  put  away  your  vestments." 
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The  Bishop  stood  up  upon  his  feet  and  the 
vestiarius  went  down  upon  his  knees.  So  the  Bishop 
blessed  him  and  put  his  hand  heavily  into  the  arm  of 
the  monk  Francis. 

"  You  shall  lead  me  to  my  chamber,"  he  said. 

"  God  help  us,"  the  vestiarius  cried,  "  shall  I  not 
first  take  off  your  vestments  ?  " 

"  I  had  forgotten,"  the  Bishop  said.  So  he  stood 
by  the  table  whilst  that  old  man  took  off  the  great 
cope,  the  silver  cross  and  the  white  robes  and  stole 
that  were  beneath  and  fetched  a  purple  gown  edged 
with  fur — for  he  considered  that  Bishop  to  be  cold 
and  weak  with  the  blood  that  had  been  let  from  him 
the  day  before  as  the  custom  was.  Upon  the  Bishop's 
head  he  set  a  furred  cap,  covering  his  ears,  and  hung 
round  his  neck  once  more  the  silver  chain  with  the 
great  crucifix  in  silver  dependent.  And  so  the  Bishop, 
when  he  had  drunk  a  little  more  wine,  went  up  the 
stairs  slowly  to  his  chamber,  and  the  vestiarius  called 
in  several  pages  and  young  boys  and  saw  to  it  that 
they  laid  those  vestments  away  in  due  order. 

The  Bishop's  chamber  had  been  taken  out  of  a 
Norman  gallery  with  pillars  and  arcades.  Here  many 
men-at-arms  in  parti-coloured  woollen  garments  of 
natural  wool  and  yellow,  sat  about  on  the  floor  or 
between  the  arcades,  playing  at  dice  together  or 
drinking  from  flagons.  Their  immensely  long  pikes 
stood  against  the  arches  beside  them.  One,  with 
his  eyes  shut,  leaned  back  against  the  wall,  saying 
prayers  in  penance  for  a  crime  he  had  committed. 

The  Bishop,  upon  the  monk's  arm  passed  slowly 
down  this  corridor  to  his  chamber  which  had  bare 
walls  painted  yellow  in  honour  of   St.  Cuthbert  ;  a 
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great  quantity  of  books,  very  big  or  very  little,  were 
upon  shelves.  A  great  many  manuscripts  in  rolls  lay 
upon  other  shelves,  and  pap  ,  that  overflowed  from 
chests,  of  which  there  were  five,  along  one  wall. 
There  was  a  pallet  bed  in  this  room  ;  a  three-cornered 
stool  and  a  coarsely  hewed  lectern  ;  a  prie-dieu  and  a 
crucifix.  Thus  it  was  a  very  bare  room.  This 
Bishop,  though  he  affected  somewhat  great  state 
before  the  people,  was,  in  secret,  a  very  ascetic  man. 

Few  people,  however,  came  into  this  bare  room — 
not  even  his  highest  officers.  The  square  windows — 
but  that  had  been  done  in  Bishop  Skirlawe's  days 
just  a  hundred  years  ago — were  filled  with  bright 
glass,  showing  once  again  the  history  of  the  transla- 
tion of  St.  Cuthbert.  All  in  little  squares  this  history 
was,  monks  with  shaven  heads  crouching  down  as  if 
the  space  would  not  contain  them,  and  the  head  of 
Dun  Cow  showing  yellow  against  a  background 
of  glass  shining  like  pigeon's  blood  rubies.  One 
of  these  little,  square  casements  hung  open  and 
through  it  the  distant  landscape  showed  clear,  with 
hills  grey  and  woods  grey-blue,  astonishing  for  its 
tranquillity. 

So,  the  monk  Francis  being  sat  up  on  his  three- 
legged  stool,  the  Bishop  began  to  pace  up  and  down 
before  the  long  window  space — backwards  and 
forwards  over  the  tiles,  with  an  immense  swiftness. 
Once  he  turned  his  face  imperiously  to  where  the 
monk  sat  and  said  harshly  : 

"  Pray  God,  you  bring  me  no  ill  news." 

The  monk,  who  had  been  gazing,  out  of  respect,  at 
the  tiles,  raised  his  glance  to  say : 

"  I  think  it  is  rather  good  news." 

The  Bishop  said  : 
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"  I  thank  God  !  "  and  touched  his  fur  cap.  Once 
again  he  resumed  his  pacing,  biting  his  lips  and 
clenching  and  unclenching  his  fingers. 

Suddenly,  in  the  stillness  there  resounded  a  rustle 
of  wings,  and,  balancing  unsteadily  upon  the  iron 
frame  of  the  open  window,  there  appeared  a  blue 
pigeon  that  craned  its  head  to  one  side  or  the  other, 
watching  the  Bishop.  From  outside  there  came  a 
still  greater  rustle  of  wings. 

Then  the  monk's  face  grew  colourless. 

"  Father  in  God,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  what  is 

that  fowl  ?  " 

The  Bishop  turned  his  lean  head  round  over  his 
shoulder,  when  he  saw  the  pigeon  that  gazed  anxi- 
ously at  him,  he  smiled  a  kindly  and  soft  smile. 

"  That  is  my  weakness,  Brother  Francis,"  he  said. 
With  his  brushing  step  he  crossed  the  smooth  tiles 
towards  one  of  the  chests  that  was  filled  with  parch- 
ments. As  he  lifted  the  lid  that  pigeon  flew  from  the 
window  on  to  his  shoulder.  And  immediately  another 
pigeon  took  its  place  in  the  opening.  "  Brother 
Francis/'  he  continued,  "you  are  a  stern  man,  yet  be 
indulgent  to  my  weakness.  It  was  your  namesake 
that  was  called  'of  the  Birds.'  And  in  Scripture 
you  may  read  the  exhortation  :  *  Be  ye  guileless  as 
doves  and  with  the  wisdom  of  the  serpent.'  "  So  he 
lifted  that  chest-lid  and  took  from  it  a  little  linen 
bag  of  pease. 

Then  the  face  of  the  monk  became  radiant. 

"  Father  in  God,"  he  said,  "  I  thank  heaven  for 
this.  For  those  very  words  I  used  twenty  hours  ago 
and  now  you  use  them  again." 

"Why,"  the  Bishop  said,  "what  harm  ever  came 
from  these  pretty  fowls  of  heaven  ? "     The  pigeon  on 
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his  shoulder  stretched  its  neck  out  to  reach  his  mouth 
with  its  bill.  Urgently  and  insistently  it  did  this. 
And  others  were  entering  the  window  space.  Then, 
before  the  flutter  of  their  wings  should  drown  his 
voice,  the  Bishop  said  that  these  birds  reminded  him 
that  his  dinner  hour  was  come.  And  he  bogged  the 
monk  Francis  to  tell  a  page  that  he  should  find 
amongst  the  men-at-arms  in  the  gallery  that  the 
Lord  Bishop  would  have  his  guests  sit  down  to 
dinner  and  eat  with  a  good  appetite  ;  whereas  he 
himself  was  a  little  indisposed  and  would  have  his 
own  cook  send  up  to  him  four  eggs  with  a  little 
saffron  and  some  of  the  drink  called  clary,  such  as 
the  cook  knew  he  wished  for  when  he  was  ill.  So, 
the  monk  Francis  went  out  and,  after  some  time, 
found  that  page,  who  was  playing  knucklebones  with 
another  in  the  stairway.  And  when  the  monk  had 
cuffed  him  well  he  sent  him  upon  his  errand,  and 
so  went  back  to  the  room.  The  Bishop  was  smiling 
down  at  from  twenty  to  thirty  pigeons.  They  were 
around  his  feet,  upon  his  bed  where  he  had  sat  down, 
upon  his  knees  and,  precariously  they  found  footholds, 
fluttering  their  wings  upon  his  moving  arms. 

So  there  he  sat,  looking  upon  those  fowls  of  the 
air  and  smiling.  And  in  a  little  time  that  page 
brought  him  the  four  eggs,  the  saffron  and  the 
beverage  called  clary.  And  so  the  Bishop  ate  his 
meal,  sprinkling  the  saffron  upon  the  eggs.  He 
scattered  fragments  of  the  hard  yolk  amongst  the 
pigeons.  And  when  he  was  done  and  had  drunk  his 
drink  he  shook  the  crumbs  off  his  gown  and  came 
over  towards  the  monk  Francis,  all  the  pigeons 
scattering  before  his  feet. 

The  Bishop  was  a  man  much  taller  than  the  monk 
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and  much  thinner  in  the  features.  That  is  to  say- 
that,  of  late  years,  he  had  grown  thin  with  his  cares, 
but  his  purple  and  furred  gown  gave  him  a  certain 
bulk.  So  he  looked  down  upon  the  monk  and 
said : 

u  My  brother   in    God,  you  have   perceived    my 
weakness,  for  each  day  I  spend  certain  minutes  upon 
these  birds  and  gain  comfort  from  the  contemplation 
of  their  beauty  and  guilelessness.     And  I  think  they 
are  the  only  friends  I  have,  so  lonely  is  my  state  in 
these  great  and  peopled  halls.     Time  was,  no  doubt, 
when  a  Prince  Bishop  was  beloved,  dwelling  amongst 
people  of  a  simple  piety.      And    in    such   a  day  I 
could    have  done   well.     But,  as   I    have  often  told 
you,  my  brother,  in  this  place  I  cannot  see  my  way. 
I    am   troubled  with    many  doubts.     If  these  were 
again  the  days  of  St.  Thomas  of  Canterbury,  I  could 
at  least  extend  my  neck  to  the  butcher's  sword.     I 
think  I  should  have  had  that  courage.  .  .  .     But  this 
then  is  my  road  and  in  which  God  has  set  me.     And 
very  willingly  I  totter  along  it.     Only,  from  time  to 
time,  my  brain  reels ;  I  seem  to  see  nothing,  amongst 
great  defiles,  with  rocks  that  roll   down    upon  me. 
And    this   my  see    appears  like  a  little  church   set 
between  towering  precipices.  .  .  .     And  so  I  rest  my 
brain  by  playing  with  these  birds." 

"So,"  the  monk  Francis  said,  "St.  Gerome  had  a 
lion,  that  lightened  his  labours  and  the  solitude  of 
his  cell,  and  so  many  other  saints  had." 

"But  I  am  no  saint,"  the  Bishop  said,  "and  have 
no  licences  so  to  disport  myself  as  they  had.  .  .  . 
But  even  so  it  is  !  God  give  me  guidance.  For  it  is 
certain  that  the  King  that  we  have  hates  me  a  little 
and  in  some  sort  fears  me.      And  he   is  a  strong, 
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persevering  and  cunning  prince.  And  I  do  take  him 
to  be  an  evil  prince  that  murdered  a  very  good  King, 
my  friend  and  the  friend  of  this  see.  And  if  I  had 
courage  and  could  see  clearly,  I  should  raise  up  the 
standard  of  this  my  see  and  call  to  me  the  barons 
and  the  knights  and  so,  in  a  crusade,  march  to  the 
dethroning  of  this  King.  But,  as  you  know,  I  am 
not  framed  for  such  a  part.  I  am  no  commander, 
neither  has  God  given  me  the  golden  gift  of  oratory 
to  inflame  men's  hearts  to  a  holy  war.  Nor  yet,  in 
this  age,  is  the  spirit  of  piety  abroad  among  the 
people,  and  I  know  not  who  are  my  friends.  ...  So 
here  I  sit  in  doubt  and  perplexity.  And  now  there  is* 
come,  even  to  this  my  city,  a  man  calling  himself 
commissioner  of  this  upstart  King.  For  such  a  man 
thundered  upon  the  city  gates  last  night.  And  very 
willingly  I  could  have  refused  him  entrance,  but  in 
my  trouble  and  perplexity  I  did  not  dare.  What 
say  you  then,  brother  Francis,  to  all  these  things,  for 
I  will  hear  you  very  willingly  ?  " 

The  monk  kept  his  eyes  for  some  time  longer 
upon  the  floor  and  at  last  he  spoke  : 

"  My  lord  and  prince,"  he  said,  "  pardon  me 
beforehand  if  in  what  I  shall  tell  you  now  I  have 
done  aught  amiss.  But  this  I  will  tell  you  at  once  : 
this  commissioner  of  King  Henry's  is  a  subtle  spy. 
Therefore,  taking  upon  my  own  person  the  shame,  if 
shame  there  be,  I  have  set  myself  to  counterspy 
him.  For  it  fell  out  in  this  way :  in  certain  secret 
manners — not  under  seal  of  confession — I  have 
known  for  some  time  past  that  this  Sir  Bertram 
of  Lyonesse,  was  gathering  news  of  the  North 
parts.  There  are  certain  contractors  for  the  building 
of    our   Tower    in    Belford,    and    one    of    them    is 
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called  Richard  Chambre,  a  burgess  of  Newcastle. 
And  because  I  have  lent  him  now  and  then  a  little 
money  and  much  good  advice,  this  contractor  is  my 
good  friend  and  child.  So  one  day,  last  September, 
this  Richard  Chambre  told  me,  whilst  devising  of 
other  things,  that  there  was  one,  John  of  Whitley, 
a  burgess  of  Newcastle,  that  went  gathering  news  for 
a  knight  of  the  King's  court  called  Sir  Bertram,  of 
Lyonesse.  He  was  writing  him  letters  and  the  like, 
and  this  John  of  Whitley  had  come  to  Richard 
Chambre,  and  had  asked  him  for  news  of  our 
monastery  of  Belford,  and  of  how  we  monks  were 
affected  towards  the  new  King.  .  .  .  And  so,  gather- 
ing here  a  piece  of  news  and  there  another,  I  gathered 
that  this  Sir  Bertram  had  agents  here  and  there — one 
a  monk  in  Alnwick  called  Ludovicus  and  another,  a 
bailiff  of  our  own,  called  the  Magister  Stone  at  Castle 
Lovell.    But  that  Magister  is  much  in  Durham.  .  .  ." 

"  God  help  me,"  the  Bishop  said,  "  I  have  seen 
him  often  upon  the  affairs  of  the  Knights  of  Cullerford 
and  Haltwhistle.  .  .  ." 

"  Well,  he  is  an  agent  of  that  Sir  Bertram's,"  the 
monk  said.  "  Now  let  me  go  on  further  with  my 
story." 

u  But  this  is  very  terrible  hearing,"  the  Bishop 
said.  "  All  this  spying  and  treachery  is  a  new  thing. 
It  is  even  as  it  is  in  Italy." 

"This  is  a  new  age,  Father  in  God,"  the  monk 
said,  "  and  you  will  find  this  King  to  employ  as  many 
spies  as  any  Duke  Borgia  or  of  Ferrara.  And  so  it 
will  go  from  bad  to  worse.  Therefore  let  us  be  pre- 
pared. ...  So  this  matter  is  :  I  came  this  morning, 
riding  with  a  certain  knight  and  lord,  to  Framwell 
Gate  Bridge,  just  as  they  opened  it.     And  because  I 
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would  speak  certain  private  words  with  that  lord  I 
had  ridden  with  him  a  mile  ahead  of  his  spears.  So 
we  waited  at  the  bridge  for  them  to  come  up.  Then 
I  fell  a-talking  with  the  captain  of  the  bridge  as  to 
the  news  and  so  I  heard,  as  ye  know,  that  this  same 
Sir  Bertram,  calling  himself  commissioner  of  the 
King  had  come  in  last  night  with  the  old  Princess  of 
Croy  and  her  train — but  his  own  train  had  been  sent 
to  lodge  in  Old  Elvet.  So  I  learned  where  he  was, 
for  every  woman  in  the  street  could  tell  me. 

"  I  went  swiftly  afoot  to  the  house  of  the  Princess 
of  Croy,  and  the  door  stood  open  with  the  old  steward 
before  it,  chaffering  with  a  fisherman.  So,  frowning 
fiercely  upon  that  steward,  I  crept  up  that  stairway, 
my  sandals  making  no  sound,  and  going  higher  than 
the  door,  I  stood  upon  the  stairs  and  had  a  fair  view 
of  this  Sir  Bertram  and  heard  much  of  what  he 
said.  ...  I  would  have  come  to  you  the  sooner, 
Father  in  God,  but  this  was  a  very  pertinent  matter 
and  I  heard  you  were  saying  of  mass." 

Then  the  monk  Francis  reported  to  the  Prince 
Bishop  much  of  what  that  Sir  Bertram  had  said,  but 
keeping  back  some  of  it  for  the  time.  The  Bishop 
stood  before  him,  clasping  and  unclasping  his  hands  ; 
the  pigeons,  having  dispersed  about  the  tiles  in  the 
search  of  pease  that  had  rolled  away,  flew  now,  by  ones 
and  twos,  out  of  the  little  window  again. 

In  the  view  of  the  monk  Francis  the  coming  of 
this  Sir  Bertram  meant,  as  he  under-read  that  knight's 
words,  an  immediate  calm  in  those  parts,  but  after- 
wards, in  three  years  or  four,  a  much  greater  danger. 
For,  as  the  monk  saw  it,  it  was  the  design  of  that 
King    Henry  Seventh  to  show  himself  to  the  great 
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lords  of  the  North,  a  very  kind,  indulgent  and  lenient 
ruler.  So  he  should  gather  them  under  his  wing  to 
be  a  potent  engine  against  that  see  of  Durham,  that 
powerful  kingdom  within  his  kingdom.  Thus,  for  the 
time  being,  the  monk  perceived  no  danger  for  that  see. 
He  thought — and  time  would  very  likely  prove  him 
right — that  that  Sir  Bertram  would  begin,  to  the 
Bishop  as  to  the  great  lords,  with  kind  and  soothing 
words,  or  even  with  presents.  So,  peace  being  there 
established  and  the  memory  of  King  Richard  for- 
gotten, the  King  would  begin  to  move  the  lords  of 
the  North  against  that  bishopric.  And,  doubtless, 
the  further  extent  of  his  design — the  bishopric  being 
weakened  by  the  meeting  of  the  lords — would  be  to 
lop  off  the  great  lords,  one  by  one,  advisedly  and  with 
caution  until  the  King  had  the  upper  hand  of  all  in 
those  parts.  .  .  . 

"  This  is  a  very  fell  scheme,  my  brother,"  the 
Bishop  said.  "  I  had  rather  the  King  would  march 
upon  me  with  his  flags  on  high." 

"So  would  all  the  King's  enemies,"  the  monk 
Francis  said,  "  for  that  would  bring  him  down.  He 
is  not  strong  enough  for  that."  He  paused  for  a 
moment :  "  If  my  lord  and  prince  will  let  me  speak 
my  mind  .  .  ."  he  began  again. 

"  You  are  here  for  that,"  the  Bishop  said.  "  What 
I  need  is  counsel." 

"  Then  I  will  say  this,"  the  monk  Francis  began 
again  :  "To  a  mine  you  set  a  countermine  and  so 
may  we.  This  subtle  King  will  by  acts  of  gracious- 
ness  win  the  North  parts  to  him.  My  lord  and  prince 
under  God,  you  may  do  this  very  much  more  easily 
than  he.  For,  by  the  grace  of  God,  in  these  days 
you  are  a  very  wealthy  Prince  but  he  for  a  King  is 
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very  poor,  he  having  great  expenses  for  wars  in  France 
and  elsewhere  where  rebellions  break  out.  And  acts 
of  graciousness,  in  this  world,  end  either  in  gifts  of 
money  or  the  remission  of  fines,  rents  and  amerce- 
ments. These  this  King  cannot  come  to  do,  or  he 
will  starve.  But  all  these  things  you  can  do  very 
easily.  If  he  can  spare  the  nobles  a  little  he  will  do 
it,  but  he  must  then  press  the  more  heavily  upon  the 
commons  and  so  great  cries  against  him  will  rise  up 
in  these  parts.  .  .  .  But  you,  lord  and  prince,  can  be 
gracious  to  all.  And  so  I  would  have  you  show  your- 
self. Thus,  at  the  end  of  three  or  four  years  this 
King  may  find  himself  only  the  poorer  for  his 
efforts." 

"I  hope  you  may  be  right,"  the  Bishop  said. 

u  Time  will  show  it,"  the  monk  answered,  "  and 
the  grace  of  God.  Now  I  will  talk  to  you  of  the 
Younsf  Lovell.  .  .  .  He  is  come  here  a^ain." 

"  God  help  me,"  the  Bishop  said,  "  I  have  been 
talking  of  him  all  this  morning." 

The  monk  Francis  said  : 

"  Ah,  that  is  what  I  had  thought.  And  it  was 
with  that  bailiff — the  lawyer,  Master  Stone." 

"  It  was  even  with  him,"  the  Bishop  said.  "  He 
seemed  a  worthy  and  a  pious  man  and  full  of  zeal  for 
this  see  of  Durham." 

"  Well,  you  shall  hear,"  the  monk  said.  "  I  will 
wager  he  came  with  this  advice — that  you  should  lay 
hands  upon  the  estates  of  the  Young  Lovell  under  a 
writ  of  sorcery,  and  so  divide  them  between  yourself 
and  the  Knights  of  Haltwhistle  and  Cullerford. 
Thus  you  should  be  beforehand  with  the  Earl  of 
Northumberland  who  would  do  as  much  for  the 
King's  disgrace  in  these  parts." 
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"It  was  even  that  that  he  reded  me  do,"  the 
Bishop  said.  "  He  urged  the  see  should  gain  much 
good  land  thereby." 

"  And  lose  much  worship,"  the  monk  said.  "  It  is 
that  that  Sir  Bertram  wishes." 

u  I  can  see  as  much  as  that,"  the  Bishop  answered. 
"And  this  Master  Stone — who  is  an  ill-looking  man 
— never  told  me  that  the  Young  Lovell,  as  you  say, 
was  come  again,  but  said  that  he  was  dead  and  that 
Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle,  being  by  marriage  his 
heirs,  would  very  willingly  divide  with  me.  He  was 
insistent  with  me  to  issue  that  writ  this  afternoon." 

"Well,  it  was  a  clever,  foul  scheme,"  the  monk 
Francis  said.  "  For  well  that  bailiff  knew  the  Young 
Lovell  had  been  seen  riding  into  Castle  Lovell ! 
Hard  he  has  ridden  here — if  a  lawyer  can  ride  hard 
— to  get  that  writ  against  the  Young  Lovell  or  ever 
we  could  come  to  you.  So  with  that  he  would  have 
earned  great  disgrace  for  you  and  this  see.  But 
what  I  would  have  you  do  is  to  confirm,  as  far  as  the 
see  goes,  that  Young  Lovell  in  his  inheritance.  So 
it  will  rest  with  the  King,  the  Earl  of  Northumberland, 
and  this  Sir  Bertram  to  dispossess  him.  And  thus 
shall  their  names  stink  in  the  nostrils  of  all  this 
country-side.  For  that  young  man  is  very  beloved, 
by  gentle  and  simple,  having  fought  well  against  the 
false  Scots  at  Kenchie's  Burn,  as  these  eyes  did  see." 

The  monk  spoke  long  and  earnestly  in  that  sense  ; 
and  indeed  he  had  the  right  of  it.  There  would  have 
been  none  in  that  country  that  would  not  have  cried 
shame  on  the  Church  for  her  greed,  if  the  Bishop  had 
divided  these  lands  with  foul  knights  like  Sir  Walter 
Limousin  and  Symonde  Vesey  and  Vesey  the  outlaw 
and  the  Decies.     But  if  the  Bishop  would  confirm  Sir 
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Paris  Lovell  in  the  lands  over  which  the  see  had 
rights  and  overlordships,  great  discredit  would  fall 
upon  the  Percy  for  having,  in  a  Warden's  Court, 
essayed  to  ruin  the  Young  Lovell  on  a  false  charge. 

And  after  the  monk  Francis  had  talked  in  that 
way  for  some  time,  the  Bishop  was  convinced  of — nay 
he  shuddered  at — the  trap  into  which  he  had  nearly 
fallen.  But,  he  said,  the  lawyer  Stone  had  so 
bewildered  him  with  one  legal  point  and  another — 
such  as  how  the  Decies,  being  knighted  and  plighted 
by  the  Prince  Bishop  himself  in  the  name  of  the 
Young  Lovell,  had  all  the  rights  forfeited  by  that 
lording.  He  would  very  willingly  resign  a  portion 
of  his  rights  by  way  of  fine  ;  it  was,  moreover,  in  the 
protocol  of  the  Bishops  of  Durham  that  no  Bishop 
could  refuse  such  a  gift  freely  made,  to  the  dis- 
advantage of  the  see.  And  the  lawyer  said,  from  his 
knowledge  of  canon  law,  that,  the  Bishop  having 
made  the  Decies  into  Young  Lovell  and  a  knight  of 
the  Church  and  the  betrothed  of  the  Lady  Margaret 
of  Glororem,  nothing  could  undo  all  those  things  but 
a  bull  or  dispensation  of  the  Pope. 

"  Well,"  the  monk  Francis  said,  "  I  have  considered 
that  point  and  have  read  in  such  books  as  our  poor 
monastery  hath,  both  upon  the  canon  and  the  civil 
law — such  as  the  book  of  decrees  of  which  the  first 
leaf  begins  '  Jejunandi'  and  the  penultimate  leaf 
ends  '  digestus  en'?,'  or  the  book  of  decretals  which 
begins  '  Nullam  res  est '  and  ends  :  '  in  causa 
negligenciae?  Also  I  have  spoken  with  the  most 
learned  of  our  brethren  upon  this  case  and  with  your 
sergeants  of  law  and  your  justices  and  all  with  one 
accord  agree  that  a  long  law  case  might  be  made  out 
of  it.     That   Decies  hath  his  grounds  of  appeal,  at 
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least  upon  the  matter  of  knighthood  and  betrothal. 
For  it  is  very  uncertain  if  you  could  unknight  him  or 
break  his  betrothal  with  the  Lady  Margaret  of 
Glororem  without  an  appeal  to  our  Father  in  Rome. 

"  As  to  the  matter  of  the  other  rights  conveyed  by 
that  name,  that  is  much  simpler.  For  the  Young 
Lovell  has  only  to  make  appeal  to  you  through  a 
person  of  the  Church  as  his  best  friend.  Then  you 
shall  give  him  licence,  under  the  decretal  *  in  causa 
negligenciac'  and  he  may  at  once  enter  upon  his 
lands  by  force  or  how  he  may.  .  .  ." 

"What  then  should  the  man  called  Decies  do?" 
the  Bishop  asked.  c<  I  am  not  very  learned  in  these 
laws  ;  but  that  lawyer  Stone  said  he  may  do  great 
things." 

"For  that,"  the  monk  Francis  said,  "he  might. 
But,  if  I  can  have  a  say  with  that  Decies,  he  shall 
hang  from  a  very  high  tree.  Or,  if  the  Young  Lovell 
is  too  tender  of  his  half-brother,  for  that  the  Decies 
is,  the  Decies  shall  at  my  complaint  to  your  officers 
and,  after  a  fair  trial,  be  broken  upon  the  wheel. 
For  before  a  court  non-ecclesiastical  he  hath  brought 
false  witness  against  a  vassal  of  your  see  upon  an 
ecclesiastical  charge,  to  wit  sorcery.  There  is  no 
escape  for  him." 

The  Bishop  was,  by  that,  hot  to  do  grace  to  the 
Young  Lovell.  And,  after  he  had  made  the  monk 
Francis  recite  over  again  all  that  he  had  said,  he 
agreed  very  heartily  to  do  all  that  that  monk  asked 
of  him.  For  that  was  a  position  that  jumped  very 
well  with  Bishop  Sherwood's  character,  and  one  that 
made  all  things  the  plainer  to  him.  Being  a  church- 
man, subtle  rather  than  vigorous,  he  desired  above  all 
things  the  good  and  glorjr  of  his  see.     He  desired 
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that,  so  much  above  his  own  glory  and  good,  that  in 
later  years  he  left  his  see  and  went  into  exile  rather 
than  that  the  bishopric  should  suffer  from  the  King's 
hatred  of  his  person.  But  he  could  see  very  well  that 
the  bishopric  of  Durham  would  lose  rather  than  gain 
by  taking  the  lands  of  a  young  lord,  well  loved  and 
deserving  well  of  those  parts.  The  Church,  as  he  was 
aware,  was  called,  in  those  days,  avaricious,  gluttonous 
and  avid  of  lands  and  rent.  But  here,  by  a  shining 
instance,  he  might  show  that  the  see-palatine  of 
Durham  held  its  hand  and  so  that  see  should  gain  in 
credit  and  renown  at  the  expense  even  of  all  other 
bishoprics  in  the  realm  and  of  the  realm  itself.  And 
here  was  a  course  of  action  that  this  Bishop  could 
very  well  understand  and  set  going.  Besides,  of 
his  own  predilection,  he  had  a  hearty  inclination 
towards  such  high  and  chivalric  natures  as  was  the 
Young  Lovell's.  He  saw  in  him  a  shining  and 
armoured  protector  against  the  foes  of  his  see.  Seeing 
things  very  much  in  symbols  and  pictures,  this  Bishop 
seemed  to  see  that  young  lord,  in  silver  harness, 
shining  in  the  sun  and  raising  his  sword  against  the 
mists,  fumes  and  flames  that  beset  this  fair  city  of 
Durham. 

Therefore  he  said  hastily  to  the  monk  Francis  that 
if  that  monk  would  take  a  sheet  of  parchment  and 
write  the  various  matters  of  canon  law  and  the  rest, 
he,  the  Bishop,  would  commit  them  to  memory,  and, 
that  evening  he  would  call  before  him  the  lawyer 
Stone,  the  Young  Lovell  and,  if  it  seemed  advisable, 
the  King's  commissioner  and  announce  to  them  what 
his  rede  was  in  all  these  matters. 

So  he  gave  the  monk  a  great  sheet  of  parchment 
from  a  chest  and  the  monk  turned  round  to  the  pulpit 
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and  began  to  write.  The  Bishop  walked  up  and  down 
behind  his  back,  rubbing  his  hands  delicately  together 
with  pleasure  at  that  their  scheme  and  at  the  dis- 
comfiture of  the  King's  commissioner  that  must 
ensue  therefrom. 

Now  let  us  turn  for  a  moment  to  what  passed  in 
the  house  of  the  Princess  Rohtraut  of  Croy,  Lady 
mother  of  Dacre,  during  this  time,  whilst  the  monk 
wrote. 


VII 

At  that  heavy  beating  of  iron  upon  the  stair  the  Lady 
Margaret  and  Sir  Bertram  of  Lyonesse  looked  into 
each  other's  eyes,  crossing  glances  of  apprehension  in 
the  one  case  and  of  terror  in  the  other.  For  the  Lady 
Margaret  was  divided  between  joy  and  love  and  the 
sad  and  sorrowful  gaze  that  three  times  the  Bride  of 
Christ  had  cast  upon  her  in  her  dreams.  Sir  Bertram, 
for  his  part,  was  filled  with  dread  of  sorceries,  fearing 
for  his  soul.  For,  if  in  matters  of  statecraft  and  the 
affairs  of  this  world  he  was  a  very  cool  man,  yet — as  is 
often  the  case  with  those  who  are  half  men  of  law, 
half  men  of  state,  new  and  rising  men  not  very 
scrupulous  of  means  but  solidly  set  upon  matters  of 
their  day — this  Sir  Bertram  quailed  like  a  dog  before 
thoughts  of  death,  sorcery,  the  omens  of  superstition 
and  hell  fire.  So  he  crossed  himself  again  and  again. 
For,  though  much  of  his  talk  with  those  ladies  had 
been  wary  and  cautious,  he  had  very  sincerely  believed 
when  he  said  that  this  Paris  Lovell  had  been  carried 
off  by  a  white  witch  or  a  magic  courtesan.  Such 
things  he  believed  in  as  he  believed  in  treachery,  guile, 
want  of  faith  in  men  and  the  deceit  that  lies  in 
women,  coming  from  Adam's  snake-wife,  called 
Lilith. 

Only    the    old    Princess    leaned    forward    in    her 
throne-chair,  watching  the  dark  stone  doorway  with 
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pleasant  eyes,  for  she  believed  neither  in  the  sorceries 
nor  the  prowess  of  her  grandson,  but  made  sure  of 
finding  him  an  arrant  fool. 

So  a  figure  in  very  shining  steel  stood  in  that  little 
painted  arch.  At  sight  of  it,  at  the  very  first,  the 
Lady  Margaret  cried  out.  For  she  knew  very  well 
every  detail  of  the  silken  dresses  and  accoutrements 
of  her  lord  and  love.  And  there  he  stood  in  his 
armour  of  state,  fluted,  with  long  steel  shoes  and  a 
round  helmet  without  a  plume,  like  the  head  of  a 
bull-dog.  This  suit  of  armour  she  had  last  seen  upon 
the  Decies,  and  it  seemed  to  her  like  a  sort  of  sorcery 
that  he  should  wear  it  there.  For  she  never  thought 
it  was  the  Decies  that  stood  before  her  ;  she  had 
known  too  well  the  young  lord's  voice  upon  the 
stairs. 

How  he  had  come  by  that  suit  was  no  sorcery 
but  a  very  simple  matter. 

At  Castle  Lovell,  since  they  could  by  no  means 
come  at  the  late  lord's  gold  in  the  White  Tower, 
they  were  much  in  need  of  money  ;  for  they  could 
gather  no  rents  and  no  fines  and  no  tolls.  The  people 
would  not  pay  them.  Therefore,  in  those  months 
past,  without  remorse  they  had  sold  all  such  furnish- 
ings of  the  Castle  as  they  could  find  buyers  for.  For 
the  jewels  of  the  Lady  Rohtraut  they  could  not  do  it 
very  easily,  since  the  goldsmiths  of  Newcastle  set 
their  heads  together  and  would  have  none  of  them, 
fearing  the  reprisals  of  the  Dacres  and  suits  at  law 
and  the  like.  But  certain  hangings  and  furniture 
they  sold  for  a  good  price  to  a  German  of  Sunderland, 
who  shipped  them  beyond  the  seas.  And  certain 
arms  that  they  had,  more  than  they  had  men  for,  they 
sold   for   what   little   these    would   fetch    to   certain 
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armourers  of  the  town  of  Morpeth.  Amongst  these 
had  been  this  suit  of  state.  For  this  suit  was  too 
small  for  the  Decies  ;  it  had  galled  him  very  uncom- 
fortably beneath  the  arm-pits  and  between  the  thighs, 
when  he  had  played  the  part  of  his  half-brother,  and 
he  had  been  heartily  glad  to  be  out  of  it.  It  had  been 
too  large  for  the  Knights  of  Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle, 
so  that  they  rattled  inside  it  like  walnuts  in  their 
shells  in  June.  As  for  Henry  Vesey  of  Wall  Houses, 
the  evil  knight,  he  said  he  would  be  hanged  if  he  wore 
the  Young  Lovell's  armour,  for  it  would  bring  him  ill- 
luck.  So  they  sold  it  for  forty  shillings  to  a  Morpeth 
armourer  called  Simon  Armstrong,  who  thought  he 
had  a  bargain.  But  he  found  that  neither  knight  nor 
esquire  of  that  countryside  would  take  it  of  him,  for 
the  reasons  given  by  Henry  Vesey.  So  there  it  was 
in  his  store. 

Now  two  days  before,  very  early  in  the  morning, 
the  monk  Francis,  Young  Lovell  and  ten  men-at-arms, 
well  found,  had  set  out  from  the  monastery  of  Belford, 
the  monk  upon  a  trotting  mule,  the  Young  Lovell,  in 
light  armour,  upon  Hamewarts,  and  the  men-at-arms 
upon  little  galloways,  small  horses  such  as  the  Scots 
use  when  they  came  raiding  over  the  borders.  But 
at  the  monastery  gate  they  found  nine  men  of  the 
old  Lovell  men-at-arms  waiting  to  come  into  Young 
Lovell's  service.  There  was  no  room  for  them  to  be 
harboured  in  the  monastery,  so  they  must  come  along 
with  the  Young  Lovell.  And,  ever  as  he  rode  along 
— and  he  went  slowly  for  that  purpose — came  men-at- 
arms  and  bowmen  hastening  out  of  the  hay-fields, 
where  they  had  taken  service,  to  come  under  the 
banner  of  the  Young  Lovell,  until  he  had  forty 
men  and  more.     And  at  a  cross  in  the  hill-paths,  ten 
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miles  below  Belford,  there  were  awaiting  them 
Cressingham  and  La  Rougerie,  esquires  that  had  been 
in  service  at  Castle  Lovell.  They  were  well  armed, 
upon  little  Scots  horses,  and  came  out  of  the  hills 
where  there  was  a  deserted  tower.  They  had  with 
them  seventeen  men,  and  four  women  that  had  served 
in  Castle  Lovell,  and  all  were  well  fed  and  found,  so 
what  they  had  done  in  the  meantime  it  was  better  not 
to  inquire,  though  they  swore  that  all  they  had  came 
from  the  Scots'  side  of  the  border.  The  Young  Lovell 
was  well  heartened  by  the  sight  of  all  these  men,  and 
they  rode  onward,  to  the  number  of  sixty-five  men 
and  two  esquires ;  twenty-two  men  having  no  horses 
and  holding  by  the  stirrups  of  them  that  had. 

They  made  a  circuit  round  Alnwick,  for  the  monk 
Francis  doubted  the  friendship  of  the  Earl  of 
Northumberland.  So  they  went  from  the  high 
ground  by  Hagdon  to  Eglingham  and  so,  holding 
always  to  the  hills  and  moors,  above  Broom  Park  and 
Overthwartsand  across  the  North  Forest,  going  south 
and  to  the  east  of  Rothbury.  There  they  deemed 
themselves  safe  of  the  Percy,  and  they  could  take  to 
the  lower  grounds  and  such  roads  as  there  were. 
There  being  a  good  road  from  Eshot  Hill  to  Morpeth, 
they  made  for  that,  and  hit  upon  it  towards  two  in  the 
afternoon,  having  come  nearly  forty  miles  since  four 
of  that  morning  because  of  the  roundabout  path  they 
had  followed. 

There,  because  they  were  near  his  mother's  lands, 
it  came  into  the  Young  Lovell's  head,  and  seemed 
good  to  him  to  visit  these  places  and  take  possession 
of  them  in  her  name.  Therefore  they  made  what 
haste  they  could  and  so  came  to  the  Castle  at  Cramlin 
by  six  of  the  evening.     This  Castle  of  his  wife's  the 
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late  Lord  Lovell  had  very  much  neglected,  having 
stripped  it  of  all  its  furnishings  and  even  of  much  of 
the  lead  upon  the  roofs.  And,  where  there  were 
slates  or  stone  roofing,  the  rains  and  snows  had 
penetrated  to  the  upper  floors.  Nevertheless  the 
lower  rooms  were  sound  enough.  So  the  Young 
Lovell  said  that  that  night  he  would  sleep  there. 
Mattresses  and  bedding  were  brought  from  the  bonds- 
men of  that  place  for  the  Young  Lovell,  the  monk 
and  the  two  esquires  ;  the  men  slept  very  well  upon 
straw  in  the  stables.  Also  the  Young  Lovell  sent  the 
esquire  Cressingham  with  the  men  to  his  mother's 
house  at  Killingworth,  and  the  esquire  La  Rougerie 
with  the  men  to  her  other  house  at  Plessey,  which 
stood  in  a  pleasant  place.  So  then  the  monk  Francis 
went  to  his  prayers  and  the  Young  Lovell  round  the 
battlements  of  that  smallish  Castle.  He  noted 
carefully  what  stones  were  sound  and  which  tottered, 
and  so  he  came  to  the  conclusion  that,  with  a  little 
mason's  work  well  expended,  his  men  might  hold  it 
very  well  for  a  space. 

Then  came  back  those  two  esquires,  having  left 
five  men  each  in  the  houses  at  Plessey  and  Killing- 
worth.  The  houses  they  reported  to  be  in  as  sad  a 
plight  as  that  Castle,  or  worse,  so  that  it  seemed  that 
they  must  fall  into  utter  ruin.  At  a  bondsman's 
house  the  esquire  Cressingham  had  come  upon  a 
fellow  calling  himself  the  receiver  for  the  Knights  of 
Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle.  This  man  the  esquire 
had  brought  with  him  and  he  proved  of  much  use. 
For,  in  the  first  place,  he  had  taken  some  money 
which  he  had  about  him  and,  in  the  second,  he  had  a 
great  book  of  accounts  which  showed  what  was  due 
to  the   Lady  Rohtraut  from  each  holding.     So  they 
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kept  that  fellow  in  a  stable,  taking  from  him  the 
money  and  the  book.  Both  these  esquires  said  that 
all  the  men  of  these  villages  and  hamlets  welcomed 
the  coming  of  their  lord  and  were  ready  to  do  him 
suit  and  service.  In  those  parts  the  Lady  Rohtraut 
had  nine  thousand  acres  of  serviceable  land  and 
twenty  of  heathery  and  indifferent.  So  they  slept 
very  well  that  night. 

On  the  morrow  they  had  much  to  do.  Thus  the 
monk  went  with  the  esquire  Cressingham  and  men 
bravely  armed  from  farm  to  farm,  warning  the  men 
there  that  those  were  the  lands  of  the  Lord  Lovell 
and  his  mother.  They  had  that  false  bailiff  well 
trussed  upon  a  little  horse  to  show  them  the  way ; 
but  long  before  noon  he  had  begged  to  be  allowed  to 
take  up  the  service  of  the  Lord  Lovell,  and  so  they 
were  the  quicker  done  and  had  no  hindrances,  all  the 
peasants  vowing  to  do  their  services  very  willingly. 

One  other  thing  was  good,  and  that  was  that  the 
esquire  La  Rougerie  was  the  son  of  a  Frenchman, 
very  skilled  in  matters  of  fortifying  and  building  in 
stone.  This  Frenchman  the  old  Lord  Lovell  had 
brought  from  France  to  see  to  the  building  of  the 
White  Tower,  which  he  wished  to  make  a  citadel,  as 
it  were,  of  Castle  Lovell.  And  this  esquire  had 
learned  much  of  his  father  ;  the  Young  Lovell  could 
trust  him  very  well.  So  the  Young  Lovell  sent  that 
La  Rougerie  into  the  countryside  to  find  masons  and 
stone  workers,  and  he  found  some,  though  not  many, 
for  most  men  of  that  class  worked  in  the  fisheries  in 
summertime,  coming  back  to  building  only  when  the 
storms  drove  them  off  the  seas.  The  Young  Lovell 
was  minded  to  have  that  Castle  put  first  into  a  state 
to  withstand  an  assault  and  later  to  have  it  roofed 
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and  rendered  fair,  with  the  lower  part  of  one  of  the 
round   towers  turned   into  a  wheat-pit  and  another 
made  into  a  great  pit  of  brine,  in  which  they  could 
cure  whole  carcases  of  oxen,  swine  and  sheep,  to  the 
number  of  five  hundred  or  more.     So,  when  he  had 
showed  La  Rougerie  the  weak  places  he  had  discovered 
the  night  before,  he  took  thirty  of  his  men  for  the 
greater  safety  and  rode  unto  the  town  of  Morpeth. 
Here  he  sent  for  the  bailiff  of  that  town  to  come  to 
the  market  place  and  told  him  that  his  errand  was 
very  peaceable.     For  he  desired  to  buy  arms   and 
bows  for  twenty  of  his  men,  with  twenty-five  pikes 
and  two  hundred  barrels  of  arrows  and  several  pack- 
horses,  and  a  saker  or  two  for  the  defence  of  Castle 
Cramlin   and  ten  or  more  pack-horses  to  carry  all 
these  things.     So  the  bailiff  of  that  town  answered 
him  very  civilly  saying  that  he  was  glad  of  that  lord's 
visit  because  he   was  akin  to  the   Dacres    and    the 
Ogles  and    the    Bertrams  and  other  lords  that    had 
been  friends  to  the  good  town  of  Morpeth.     And  he 
did    what   he    could    amongst    the    armourers    and 
citizens  that  had  arms  to  sell.     So,  in  a  short  time,  the 
Young  Lovell  had  a  good  part  of  what  he  sought. 
This  would  not  have  been  the  case  so  easily  but  for 
the  arms  that  those  of  Castle  Lovell  had  sold  to  these 
very   armourers.     As   it   was,    many  of  the    Young 
Lovell's  men  got  back  arms  that  they  had  borne  in 
that  Castle  before.     Then  came  the  armourer  called 
Armstrong  to  the  Young  Lovell  and  begged  him  to 
be  his  good  lord  and  pardon  him.     This  the  Young 
Lovell  said  he  would  do  if  his  crime  was  not  very 
great.     So   that    armourer    revealed    to    the    Young 
Lovell  that  he  had  that  lord's  armour  of  state  which 
he  had  bought  for  forty  shillings,  but  no  knight  of 
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that  part  would  buy  it  of  him.  And  he  said  that  if 
the  Lord  Lovell  was  his  very  good  lord  he  would  pay 
him  again  that  forty  shillings,  but,  if  not,  he  might 
take  it  and  welcome.  Then  the  Young  Lovell  was 
glad  of  that  armourer,  and  said  that  if  Armstrong 
would  put  new  straps  to  all  places  where  straps  should 
go  he  would  pay  him  fifty  shillings  for  his  honesty. 
So  the  armourer  was  very  glad. 

It  was  four  of  the  afternoon  before  the  Young 
Lovell  came  back  to  Cramlin  Castle,  having  nearly 
all  that  he  needed  of  harness,  pikes,  bows,  pack-horses 
and  the  rest,  but  only  one  hundred  and  twenty  barrels 
of  arrows,  three  sakers  and  a  little  gunpowder,  for 
the  town  of  Morpeth  could  not  supply  more  at  that 
time.  Still  it  was  well  enough,  and  there  he  found 
that  La  Rougerie  had  brought  masons  and  carpenters 
enough  to  do  his  work  roughly  in  a  week's  time,  and 
afterwards  to  amend  it  fairly  and  in  permanence. 
And,  towards  six,  came  back  the  monk  Francis  and 
the  others  with  good  news  of  the  bondsmen's  submis- 
sion. They  drove  before  them  three  young  oxen  and 
over  thirty  sheep  and  lambs,  and  these  things  were 
offerings  from  the  various  hamlets  of  the  Lady 
Rohtraut,  together  with  eleven  hogsheads  of  beer  and 
other  things  eatable  that  should  come  after.  And 
these  bondsmen  promised  that  for  six  months  they 
would  supply  all  that  should  be  needed  for  the  support 
of  such  men  as  the  Lord  Lovell  should  see  fit  to  leave 
in  that  Castle,  the  price  being  left  in  account  between 
that  lord  and  them,  and  the  men-at-arms  to  be 
ready  to  defend  them  against  raiders  if  any  should 
come. 

So  the  Young  Lovell  began  to  be  of  better  spirits 
for,  with  all  these  preparations  for  warfare,  he  had 
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thought  less  of  the  lady  of  the  doves.  And  the  monk 
Francis  encouraged  him  in  this,  though  once  or  twice 
he  sighed.  But  when  the  Young  Lovell  asked  him 
why  this  was,  he  said  it  was  because  of  his  cousin  that 
he  had  slain.  One  thing  that  had  given  heart  to  the 
Young  Lovell  was  this,  that  amongst  the  arms  that 
had  come  from  Castle  Lovell  unto  the  hands  of  the 
Morpeth  armourers  was  a  fair  lance  and  rolled  round 
it  a  small  fine  banner  of  silk  with  the  arms  of  Lovell 
upon  it.  Now,  the  Lord  Lovell,  because  of  his  estate 
in  those  parts,  had  the  right  to  ride  across  the  lands 
of  the  Bishop  of  Durham  with  his  banner  displayed, 
and  he  would  have  ridden  to  that  city  very  unwillingly 
without  it. 

So,  after  taking  counsel  together,  they  decided 
that  they  would  lie  down  and  sleep  at  six  and,  rising 
at  twelve,  should  ride  to  Durham  so  as  to  come  there 
at  the  dawn.  The  Young  Lovell  would  take  with 
him  twenty  spears  and  the  esquire  Cressingham  to 
bear  the  banner,  who  was  a  fine  man  of  thirty  with 
good  armour  of  his  own.  And  the  twenty  spears 
should  be  all  fine  men  on  the  best  horses  that  they 
had.  So  they  should  make  a  fair  show  when  they 
rode  into  the  city  of  Durham  ;  and,  the  more  to  that 
end,  the  Young  Lovell  took  with  him  his  armour 
of  state  upon  a  pack  horse,  that  he  might  put  it 
on  when  he  was  a  mile  or  so  away  from  the 
bridge. 

The  remaining  five  and  forty  men  with  the  esquire 
La  Rougerie,  who  was  a  man  to  be  trusted,  should 
remain  to  hold  Castle  Cramlin  for  the  Young  Lovell 
and  to  aid  in  the  buildings  that  should  go  forward 
there.  In  that  way  the  Young  Lovell  rode  out  from 
a  Castle  of  his  own. 
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And,  in  that  way  too,  he  came  before  the  Lady 
Margaret  and  his  grandmother,  the  Princess  Rohtraut, 
as  well  as  Sir  Bertram  of  Lyonesse,  in  his  armour  of 
state.  He  seemed  to  survey  them  for  a  space 
through  the  opening  of  his  helmet.  This  he  had 
kept  closed  in  riding  through  the  city  for  fear  any 
friend  of  the  Knights  of  Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle 
should  by  chance  be  in  those  streets  and  aim  an 
arrow  at  him  from  a  window  or  from  behind  a 
buttress.     Then  he  pushed  up  the  visor. 

Stern  he  always  looked  when  his  face  was  framed 
in  iron,  but  so  stern  as  he  looked  that  day  the  Lady 
Margaret  considered  that  she  had  never  seen  him. 
He  had  broad,  level  eyebrows  of  brown,  a  pointed 
nose,  firm  lips  and  a  determined  chin.  The  Lady 
Margaret  knew  that  he  had  a  pleasant  smile  but  he 
showed  none  of  it  then,  and  he  paid  no  attention 
either  to  her  or  to  the  Cornish  knight.  His  grand- 
mother regarded  him  with  a  keen,  hostile  glance,  and 
with  his  eyes  set  upon  hers  he  advanced  grimly 
towards  her.  His  short  dagger  was  girt  around  him, 
but  he  had  no  sword.  So,  in  that  shining  harness,  he 
knelt  before  that  old  lady  on  the  second  step.  He 
lifted  up  his  hands  and  said : 

"  Madam,  Princess  and  my  Granddam,  to  whom  I 
owe  great  honour.  .  .  ." 

"That  is  a  good  beginning,  by  Our  Lady,"  the 
Princess  said. 

"  I  would  not  so  soon  have  come  to  you,"  he 
continued  in  firm  tones,  "  but  that  you  sent  me  your 
commands." 

"  Well,  this  grows  better  and  better,"  the  old 
woman  said. 

"  It  is  neither  out  of  lack  of  duty,  nor  of  due  awe 
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and  natural  affection,  that  I  had  not  the  sooner  come," 
the  Young  Lovell  said. 

"  That  passes  me  !  "  the  Princess  cried  out.  "  By 
Our  Lady,  I  do  not  understand  that  speech." 

The  Young  Lovell  who  towered  on  high  when  he 
stood,  and  was  tall  enough  though  he  knelt,  appeared 
like  a  great  hound,  attacked  by  this  fierce  little 
woman  as  by  a  savage  lap-dog. 

"  Madam  and  gentle  Princess,"  he  said  slowly, 
"  I  cannot  easily  say  what  I  would  say,  for  no  man 
would  say  it  easily." 

"  Then  you  are  on  a  fool's  errand,"  the  Princess 
said,  "  for  a  wise  man  can  say  most  things."  She 
considered  him  for  a  moment  and  then  said  jeeringly  : 
"  If  you  had  business  in  the  town,  stiff  grandson  of 
mine,  say  you  had  business  :  if  you  were  gone  after 
wenches,  lie  about  it.  But  I  care  very  little.  I 
sent  for  you  to  have  your  news ;  so  leave  the 
complimenting  and  give  me  that." 

"  Madam  and  gentle  Princess,"  he  began  again, 
though  the  old  lady  grunted  and  mumbled.  "  I  did 
not  come  before  because  I  sought  assoilment." 

"  What  is  assoilment  ?  "  she  asked. 

He  answered  briefly  : 

"Pardon  for  sin,  witting  and  unwitting." 

"Well,  get  on,"  she  said  impatiently. 

"  Lacking  that  assoilment,"  he  said,  "  I  did  not 
know  if  I  were  a  fit  knight  to  come  into  your 
presence." 

"  Why,  I  am  an  old  horse,"  she  said,  u  and  not  to 
be  frightened  by  a  dab  of  pitch.  If  you  never 
showed  yourself  but  after  confession  you  might  live 
in  a  cave,  or  so  it  was  in  my  time." 

"  Then,"  said  he,    "  know   this.      I   came   to   my 
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Castle  and  they  shot  upon  me.  So  I  have  gathered 
together  certain  of  my  men  and  have  taken  my 
mother's  Castle  of  Cramlin  and  hold  it.  So  that  is 
my  news.  And  when  I  have  the  pardon  of  the 
Bishop  and  have  paid  forfeit,  or  what  it  is,  I  will  get 
more  of  my  men.  For  my  standard  is  set  up  in 
Castle  Cramlin  and  my  men  come  to  it  from  here 
and  there.  So  in  a  fortnight  or  less  I  will  retake  my 
Castle  ;  and  I  shall  hang  my  brothers-in-law,  send 
my  half-brother  across  the  sea,  and  put  my  sisters 
into  nunneries.     These  are  my  projects." 

"Body  of  God!"  the  old  lady  said.  "By  the 
Body  of  God  !  " 

Then  the  Cornish  knight  moved  round  and 
stood  beside  the  Princess  and  spoke  to  the  Young 
Lovell. 

"  Ah,  gentle  lord,"  he  said,  "  may  I  ask  you  a  fair 
question  ? " 

"  By  God's  wounds,"  the  Young  Lovell  said,  "  you 
shall  ask  me  none.     Who  be  you  ? " 

"  A  poor  knight,"  Sir  Bertram  answered,  "  but 
the  commissioner  of  the  most  dread  King  Henry !  " 

"  Then  you  are  a  friend  of  the  false  Percy,"  the 
Young  Lovell  said.  "  Get  you  gone.  You  are  no 
friend  to  me." 

And  at  that  the  old  Princess  cried  out : 

"  Body  of  God  !  You  have  taken  Castle  Cramlin  ? 
Then  without  doubt  you  have  taken  Plessey  House 
and  Killingworth  ? " 

"  Madam  and  gentle  Princess,"  the  Young  Lovell 
said,  "  I  have  taken  and  hold  them  for  my  mother. 
And  so  I  will  do  for  all  my  mother's  lands  whether 
round  Morpeth  or  elsewhere." 

"  Then  I  have  no  more  to  say,"  the  old  Princess 
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said.    "  Get  you  gone."     The  Young  Lovell  remained 
nevertheless  kneeling  for  a  space. 

"  Madam,"  he  said,  "  it  comes  to  me  now  that  ye 
have  a  lawsuit  with  my  mother  for  certain  of  those 
lands." 

"Aye,  and  I  will  have  them,"  she  said.  "It  is 
not  you  nor  any  stiff  popinjay  shall  hold  them  from 
me."  She  leaned  out  from  her  chair  and  cried  these 
words  into  his  face,  her  own  being  purple  and  her 
eyes  bloodshot.  So  he  crossed  himself  with  his  hand 
of  bright  steel. 

"  Madam,"  he  said,  "  I  cannot  talk  of  lawsuits. 
They  have  done  me  too  much  wrong." 

"  But  I  will  talk  of  lawsuits,"  she  said.  "  By  God, 
I  will  take  a  score  of  my  fellows  and  drive  your  rats 
from  my  Castle  of  Cramlin  !  " 

"Madam  and  gentle  Princess,"  he  answered,  "you 
could  not  do  it  with  ten  score  nor  yet  twenty.  For  I 
have  there  forty  of  the  best  fighting  men  of  this 
North  country  ;  and  in  two  days  I  think  I  shall  have 
six  score.  How  the  rights  of  this  lawsuit  may  be  I 
do  not  know.  But  my  mother's  necessity  is  great. 
She  has  languished  for  a  quarter  year  in  prison 
during  which  time  you  have  done  nothing  for  her. 
When  the  lands  fall  to  me  upon  my  mother's  death 
you  and  the  Dacres  may  have  them  again.  That  is 
all  that  I  know.  And  so  I  pray  our  gentle  Saviour 
to  have  you  in  His  keeping  ;  and  so  I  get  me 
gone." 

All  this  while  the  Lady  Margaret  had  sat  motion- 
less, gazing  upon  her  true  luve's  face  that  never  cast 
a  glance  aside  at  her.  Fur  it  was  not  manners  that 
she  should  speak  before  that  old  lady.  But  when  he 
was  on  his  feet  and  near  the  dour,  she  ran  down  from 
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that  throne-step,  and  her  rich  robes  and  her  great 
veil  ran  out  behind  her.  The  Cornish  knight  was 
already  in  the  stairway,  and  the  Lady  Margaret  came 
to  it  before  the  Young  Lovell,  for  he  walked  slowly 
on  account  of  the  weight  of  his  armour.  So  in  the 
stairway  she  came  before  him  and  held  up  her  hands 
to  his  steel  chest : 

"  Ah,  gentle  lord,"  she  said,  "  will  you  speak  no 
word  with  me  ? n  And,  in  having  said  so  much, 
because  she  had  spoken  before  he  had,  she  had  said 
too  much  for  manners,  and  she  hung  her  head  and 
trembled,  for  she  was  a  very  proud  woman. 

He  looked  at  her  with  stern  and  affrighting 
eyes. 

"Ah,  gentle  lady,"  he  said,  "you  are  plighted  to 
my  false  brother." 

"  No  !  No  !  "  she  said,  "  not  with  my  will.  Would 
you  believe  I  am  in  a  tale  against  you,  with  your 
false  sisters  ?  " 

He  raised  his  voice  till  it  was  like  the  harsh 
bark  of  the  male  seal ;  his  eyes  glowed  with 
hatred. 

"Gentle  lady,"  he  cried  out,  "ye  should  have 
known ! " 

The  sight  of  this  lady  had  been  to  him  a  sudden 
weariness,  like  the  sound  of  a  story  heard  over  and 
over  again.  And  hot  anger  and  hatred  had  risen 
violently  in  his  heart  when  she  spoke. 

But  then  he  perceived  her  anguished  face,  the 
corners  of  the  proud  lips  drawn  down  and  the 
features  pale  like  alabaster.  And  he  remembered 
that  all  things,  to  pursue  a  fair  course,  must  go  on 
as  they  before  would  have  gone — even  all  things 
to    the    end.      So    that,    although    his    heart    was 
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weary  for  the  lady  of  the  doves   and   sparrows,  he 
said  : 

"  Ah,  gentle  lady,  I  believe  you.  I  remember 
me.  My  false  brother  was  inside  these  pot-lids. 
You  could  do  no  otherwise.  All  these  things  shall 
be  set  in  order.  We  will  sue  to  the  Pope.  So  it 
shall  be."  He  could  not  easily  find  words  ;  that  was 
very  difficult  speaking  for  him  ;  for  still  this  lady 
was  wearisome  beyond  endurance  to  him,  because  of 
the  lady  of  the  doves  and  sparrows.  But  he  would 
not  let  her  see  this,  for  he  knew  she  was  a  loyal  and 
dutiful  friend  to  him,  and  he  must  take  her  to  wife 
when  he  had  his  Castle  again  and  the  dispensation 
of  our  Father  that  is  in  Rome.  And  indeed  she 
fell  upon  her  knees  before  him  there  in  the  stair- 
way : 

"  Gentle  lord,  my  master  and  my  love,"  she  said, 
"  I  smote  your  false  brother  on  the  mouth  in  that 
day.  And  all  my  lands  are  yours  and  my  towers  of 
Glororem  and  on  Wearside  ;  and  all  my  red  gold 
and  all  my  jewels  of  price.  And  all  my  men-at-arms 
are  yours,  to  the  number  of  eight  score,  and  two 
esquires  ;  and  all  my  bondsmen  that  can  bear  bows, 
and  my  rough  pikemen.  ..." 

He  stepped  back  stiffly  in  his  arms,  so  that  he 
was  nearly  within  his  grand  mother's  chamber  again. 
And  this  he  did  that  he  might  avoid  her  touch. 
And  he  said  "  No !  No  !  "  That  he  said  because  it 
seemed  horrible  to  him  to  have  her  aid  in  the  re- 
taking of  his  Castle.  But,  before  she  was  done  speak- 
ing with  her  deep  and  full  voice,  he  knew  that  these 
things  too  must  be. 

Therefore  he  advanced  upon  her  courteously,  and 
stretched  out  his  hands  in  steel  and  raised  her  up. 
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"  Ah,  gentle  lady,"  he  said,  "  all  these  things  shall 
be,  and  I  thank  you.  And  peaceful  times  shall,  God 
willing,  repay  these  troublous  ones." 

She  looked  upon  him  a  little  strangely  ;  but  she 
held  her  cheek  to  him. 

"  Ah,  gentle  lady,"  he  said,  "  I  may  not  kiss 
you.  For,  as  I  stand  before  you,  I  am  a  man 
under  a  ban,  so  I  think  I  may  not  do  it  until  my 
lord  the  Prince  Bishop  shall  have  assoiled  me  and 
taken  cognisance  of  my  plea  to  Rome  against  my 
false  brother." 

She  wished  to  have  said :  u  Ah,  what  reck  I  of 
that ! "  and  so  to  have  taken  him  in  her  arms,  steel 
and  all.  But  that  she  might  not  do  for  fear  of  her 
manners.  For  she  had  been  well  schooled,  and, 
whereas,  she  might  well,  if  she  would,  give  him  her 
towers  and  lands  and  men  and  bondsmen,  still  she 
could  not  go  against  the  ban  of  the  Church  ;  for  the 
ladies  of  her  house  of  Eure  were  very  proud  ladies. 
Neither,  for  pride,  though  the  tears  were  wet  upon 
her  cheeks,  would  she  ask  him  what  ban  it  was  that 
he  lay  under. 

So,  seeing  those  her  tears,  he  said  as  gently  as  he 
could — for  when  the  head  of  the  axe  is  thrown  the 
helve  may  as  well  go  with  it : 

"  Ah,  gentle  lady,  be  of  very  good  cheer !  For  I 
am  assured  of  assoilment  by  such  a  very  good 
churchman  that  I  know  no  better.  And,  that  once 
had,  shall  we  not  make  merry  as  in  the  old  time  ? 
Aye,  surely,  for  if  you  will,  I  will  well.  And  so, 
that  it  may  be  the  sooner  done,  I  will  go  to  that 
good  prince."  Yet,  as  he  said  these  words,  he 
sighed.  Then  he  added  :  "In  a  little  while,  gentle 
lady  and  my  true  love,  I  will  come  back  to  you." 
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So  she  stood  back  in  the  stairway  to  let  him 
pass  ;  but  it  was  piteously  that  she  looked  after  him. 
For  she  had  never  seen  him  so  earnest  and  so  sober. 
He  seemed  the  older  by  twenty  years,  and  never  had 
his  foot  been  so  heavy  on  the  stairs  ;  it  was  like  the 
beating  of  a  heart  of  lead. 

Now  when  the  Young  Lovell  came  to  the  stair- 
foot  where  there  was  a  square  space,  there  there  was 
standing  the  Knight  Bertram  of  Lyonesse.  And  so 
he  stood  before  the  Young  Lovell  that  that  lord 
could  not  pass  him  or  get  to  the  street.  And  hot 
rage  was  already  in  that  lording's  heart,  for  never 
had  he  talked  so  painfully  as  he  had  done  to  that 
Lady  Margaret,  and  it  seemed  as  if  his  breast  must 
burst  its  armour.  Up  to  him  stepped  that  Cornish 
knight  and  spoke  in  gentle  tones,  bending  his  parti- 
coloured leg  courteously,  in  the  then  fashion  of 
London  town. 

"  Gentle  lording,"  he  said,  "  you  called  me  even 
now  the  friend  of  Henry  Percy,  Earl  of  Northumber- 
land. Let  me  say  presently  that  by  my  office  I 
stand  above  that  lord,  though  far  below  him  in  my 
person.    So  I  am  no  friend  of  his,  though  not  his  foe." 

The  Young  Lovell  held  his  brows  down  and 
gazed  upon  this  man  beneath  them,  breathing  heavily 
in  his  chest. 

"  Go  on,"  he  said. 

"  Then  I  will  tell  yon  this,"  the  Cornish  knight 
went  on.  "  I  have  heard  you  twice  say  ye  were 
beneath  a  ban.  Now  that  ma)r  well  be  and  I  think 
it  is  along  of- a  White  Lady." 

The  Young  Lovell  loosened  his  dagger  within  its 
sheath. 
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"  My  silken  knight,"  he  said,  "  ye  were   never  so 
near  your  death." 

"  Gentle  lording,"  that  knight  answered,  "  if  I 
die  another  will  take  my  place  and  no  one  will  lament 
me.  But  it  is  my  function  and  devoir  to  talk  and  so 
I  take  it."  He  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  he 
went  on  :  "  God  forbid  that  I  should  say  word  against 
Holy  Church  ;  I  am  not  one  that  does  it.  Yet  I  will 
say  this  :  If  Holy  Church  will  not  raise  the  ban  from 
you,  yet  I,  Sir  Bertram  of  Lyonesse,  who  have  some 
skill  at  inquiries,  will  so  put  this  matter  to  the  King 
and  dread  lord  that,  without  more  words  said,  that 
judgment  of  the  Warden's  Court  against  you  shall  be 
revised,  and  if  those  false  Knights  shall  withhold 
your  Castle  from  you  you  shall  have  instant  licence 
to  take  it  again  and  do  justice  upon  them  as  you  will. 
And  the  fines  due  of  you  under  that  judgment  shall 
be  remitted  to  you.  For  I  acknowledge  that  therein 
the  Percy  hath  overstepped  himself;  for  firstly  he 
can  give  no  judgment  and  foul  no  bill  upon  a  suit  of 
sorcery.  And  secondly,  I  am  convinced  that  here  was 
no  sorcery.     For,  touching  that  White  Lady.  .  .  ." 

"  Sir  Knight,"  the  Young  Lovell  said,  "  I  bid  you 
stand  aside  from  that  door  and  see  a  thing.  .  .  ." 
Then  Sir  Bertram  stepped  down  into  the  roadway. 

The  Young  Lovell  took  out  his  dagger  and  raised 
it  above  his  shoulder.  It  was  of  the  length  of  his 
forearm.  The  door  that  stood  against  the  wall, 
being  open,  was  of  thick  oak,  studded  with  large 
bosses  of  iron.  The  Young  Lovell  brought  forward 
that  dagger  over  his  head  and  it  sank  into  that  door 
up  to  the  hilt,  and  sank  in  and  passed  through  the 
door,  and  so  into  the  mortar  between  two  stones  and 
the  door  was  nailed  there. 
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"Sir,"  the  Young  Lovell  said,  "seek  to  withdraw 
that  dagger." 

"  Nay,  that  I  cannot  do,"  Sir  Bertram  said. 

"  Neither  can  I  nor  any  man,"  the  Young  Lovell 
said.  "And  I  am  glad  of  it.  For  if  yon  had  spoken 
more  upon  that  theme,  that  dagger  should  have  gone 
through  your  throat.  And  this  I  tell  you  :  there  is 
no  knight  in  all  the  North  parts  that  could  have  done 
that,  and  I  think  none  in  all  Christendom.  How  it 
may  be  in  Heathenesse  I  do  not  know,  for  I  hear 
that  the  Soldan  has  some  very  good  knights.  And 
that  I  did  to  show  you  that  I  am  no  braggart  if  you 
will  hear  me  further." 

"  Very  willingly  will  I  hear  you  further,  ah,  gentle 
lording,"  the  Cornish  knight  answered,  and  again 
he  bent  his  knee  where  he  stood  in  the  street. 

"  Then,"  the  Young  Lovell  said,  "  it  is  because  I 
can  do  such  deeds  as  that  you  have  seen  that  all  the 
men  of  the  North  parts  will  willingly  follow  me  upon 
any  journey.  So  it  would  be  well  if  the  Percy  let 
me  be.  For — an  he  will  not  I  will  come  to  Alnwick 
and  to  Warkworth  with  twice  four  thousand  men — 
for  this  Percy  is  little  beloved.  And  so,  with  scaling 
hooks  and  hurdles  and  faggots  and  the  rest  I  will 
smoke  him  out  of  Northumberland  and  hang  him 
upon  the  first  tree  in  this  County  Palatine.  And 
that  you  may  tell  your  King." 

"Ah,  gentle  lording,"  Sir  Bertram  said,  "I  tell 
you  that  judgment  is  already  reversed." 

"Of  that  I  know  nothing,"  the  Young  Lovell  said. 
"But  so  it  is  as  I  have  told  you.  If  your  King  will 
dwell  at  peace  with  us  of  the  North  parts  he  may 
for  me,  and  I  ask  nothing  better.  And  so  much 
more  I   will  say,  that  he  has  good  servants  ;  for  no 
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man  ever  went  nearer  his  death  than  you  when  you 
spoke  to  me  now.  And  I  think  you  know  it  well, 
yet  you  gave  no  ground  and  spoke  on.  I  do  not  like 
your  kind,  for  I  have  seen  some  of  them  about  the 
courts  of  princes,  here  and  elsewhere  and  you  are  the 
caterpillars  upon  the  silken  tree  of  chivalry  that  shall 
yet  destroy  it.  Yet  that  was  as  brave  a  feat  as  ever 
I  saw,  and  your  King  is  happy  if  he  have  more  such 
as  you." 


VIII 

In  the  meanwhile  that  monk  Francis  sat  writing  in 
the  Bishop's  room  and  the  Bishop  walked  up  and 
down  behind  his  back.  Once  or  twice  the  Bishop 
paused  in  his  walking  as  if  he  wished  to  speak  to  the 
monk,  but  again  he  walked  on  and  the  monk  Francis 
continued  to  write  rapidly,  pausing  now  and  then 
and  looking  upwards  as  he  sought  to  remember  the 
words  of  the  decree  beginning  :  "  Jejunandi,"  or  the 
Decretal :  °  Nullam  res  est.  .  .  ." 

So  at  last  the  Bishop  stood  for  a  long  time  near 
the  door,  looking  down  at  the  nails  of  his  fingers, 
and  then  suddenly  : 

"  Touching  the  matter  of  sorcery,  my  brother  in 
God.  .  .  ."  he  said. 

The  monk  swung  quickly  round  upon  his  stool  : 

"  There  was  no  sorcery,"  he  said  determinedly. 
"  Those  three  of  Castle  Lovell  were  perjured." 

"  So  I  gathered,"  the  Bishop  said  softly ;  "  I 
considered  that ;  it  appeared  so  from  what  was  said 
to  me  by  the  lawyer,  Magister  Stone." 

The  monk  looked  with  the  greater  respect  at  the 
Bishop. 

"  Father  in  God,"  he  said,  "  will  you  tell  me  how 
you  came  upon  that  thought  ?  " 

The  Bishop  smiled  a  little  faint  smile  of  pleased 
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vanity.  For  he  liked  to  be  considered  that  he  was  a 
subtle  reader  of  the  hearts  of  men.  In  that  he 
thought  that  he  was  the  superior  of  this  monk. 

"  When  a  man  comes  to  me,"  he  said,  "  with  two 
tales,  to  each  of  which  he  will  swear  to  find  many 
witnesses,  I  am  apt  to  think  that  one  is  false.  So  it 
was  with  this  our  friend  called  Stone." 

"  May  I  hear  more  ? "  the  monk  asked. 

"  It  was  in  this  way,"  the  Bishop  said,  "and  now 
you  will  see  why  I  was  troubled  in  my  conscience 
when  you  found  me.  This  lawyer  Stone  took  it  for 
postulated  that  I  thirsted  for  the  lands  of  this  Young 
Lovell.  He  would  have  it  no  other  way.  Though 
once  or  twice  I  said  I  loved  justice  better  than  land 
he  would  have  it  no  other  way,  but  took  my  pro- 
testings  for  the  solemn  fooleries  of  a  priest.  He  is,  I 
think,  a  very  evil  man,  with  the  face  of  an  ape,  stiff 
gestures,  and  the  voice  of  a  door  hinge." 

11 1  know  the  man  very  well,"  the  monk  Francis 
said.  "  He  has  twice  proposed  to  me  the  spoliation 
of  widows  with  false  charters  for  the  benefit  of  our 
monastery." 

"  So,"  the  Bishop  said,  "  he  would  have  it  that  I 
was  greedy  of  gold  and  lands  for  my  see.  And 
indeed  I  am  if  I  may  have  them  with  decency.  So 
he  saith  to  me  under  his  breath  that,  in  two  ways  I 
might  have  Castle  Lovell.  One  tale  was  that  this 
Young  Lovell  had  capered  with  naked  witches  and 
others  round  a  Baal  fire.  For  that  he  had  as  witnesses 
himself  and  another  gossip  called  Meg  of  the  Foul 
Tyke  and  that  bastard  called  the  Decies." 

"  It  is  because  of  that  false  witnessing  that  the 
Decies  shall  be  broken  on  the  wheel,"  the  monk 
Francis  said. 
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"Well,  it  was  false  witnessing,"  the  Bishop  said. 
"And  so  I  divined.  For,  afterwards,  this  lawyer, 
brings  along  another  story.  And  it  was  easy  to  see 
that  this  lawyer  considered  this  the  better  story  of  the 
two  and  would  be  mightily  relieved  of  doubt  if  I 
would  adopt  it.     And  it  was  this." 

The  monk  Francis  looked  now  very  eagerly  upon 
the  Bishop,  who  stood  straight  and  still  in  his  furred 
gown,  lifting  one  hand  stiffly : 

"  There  is  in  the  village  of  Castle  Lovell,"  he  said, 
"a  fair  lovechild  called  Elizabeth.  Some  will  have 
it  that  the  father  is  the  Young  Lovell,  some  that  it  is 
of  the  Young  Lovell's  father.  How  that  may  be  I  do 
not  know,  but  it  is  certain  that  that  child  is  of  the 
Lovell  kin  and  Harrison  is  its  name.  Now,  as  May 
comes  in,  that  child,  as  children  will,  goeth  afield 
seeking  herbs  for  a  coney  that  the  mother  had 
a-fattening.  So  the  child  Elizabeth  goeth  further  and 
further  amongst  these  hills  of  sand  where  green  stuff 
is  rare.  For,  that  she  might  not  pluck  herbs  in  the 
bondsmen's  fields,  that  are  laid  down  to  hay,  that  child 
very  well  knew.  So,  looking  up  suddenly,  that  child 
perceived  upon  a  high  sand-hill,  and  sitting  upon  a 
brown  horse  that  she  well  knew,  a  knight  that  very 
well  she  knew  too,  being  the  Young  Lovell.  For 
this  lording  was  accustomed  to  bring  the  child 
Elizabeth  pieces  of  sugar  and  figs  and  to  give  her 
fair  words  and  money  to  the  mother. 

"  So  that  child  had  no  fear  of  the  Young  Lovell, 
but  ran  up  to  him  crying  out  for  sugar  and  figs.  But 
he  paid  no  heed  to  her,  only  sat  there  upon  his  horse. 
So  the  child  looked  further  and  perceived,  upon  a  white 
horse,  a  lady  in  a  scarlet  gown,  in  a  green  hood,  who 
smiled  very  kindly  at  her.     So  that  child  was  afraid, 
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as  children  are,  and  ran  home.  That  was  in  the  midst 
of  May.  .  .  . 

"Now  came  fell  poverty  into  the  hut  where 
dwelled  that  woman  and  her  child.  The  last  pence 
were  gone,  the  fatted  coneys  eaten  ;  they  must  go 
batten  upon  roots,  and  when  that  mother  sought 
relief  of  the  Ladies  Douce  and  Isopel  in  the  Castle 
they  jeered  and  spat  upon  her.  And  ever  the  mother 
cried  that  if  the  Young  Lovell  would  come  they 
would  find  relief.  Then  at  last  that  child  took 
courage  and  said  that  she  knew  where  the  Young 
Lovell  was  and  would  lead  her  there. 

"  So  she  leads  her  mother  through  these  hills  of 
sand — and  it  was  then  close  to  July,  the  29th  of 
June  as  it  might  be.  There  upon  the  hills  of  sand 
that  mother  perceives  the  Young  Lovell.  He  sat 
upon  his  brown  horse,  in  his  cloak  of  scarlet,  with 
his  parti-coloured  hose  of  scarlet  and  green.  He  wore 
his  cap  of  scarlet  set  about  with  large  pearls.  .  .  ." 

"These  pearls,"  the  monk  Francis  said,  "I  have 
as  a  gage  in  my  aumbrey  of  Belford." 

"  His  long  hair  fell  down  upon  his  shoulders  and 
he  looked  away.  Then  wearily  that  mother  climbed 
the  sand-hill  crying  out  to  the  Young  Lovell  for  gold. 
He  never  looked  upon  her  but  gazed  always  away  ; 
nevertheless  he  fingered  his  girdle  and  found  his 
poke  and  cast  down  to  her  a  French  mark  of  gold." 

"  I  thank  God  he  did  that  charity,"  the  monk 
Francis  said,  "  even  if  he  did  not  know  it ;  and  I 
think  he  did  not." 

"  Why  let  us  thank  God,"  the  Bishop  said.  And 
he  asked  :  "  Then  this  is  a  true  tale  ?  " 

"  I  think  it  is,"  the  monk  Francis  answered. 
"  But,  of  your  charity,  tell  me  more." 
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"  Then,"  the  Bishop  said,  "  that  poor  woman  fell 
upon  that  piece  of  gold  in  the  sand  and  kissed  it. 
And,  as  she  looked  up  over  it  to  kiss  too  the  Young 
Lovell's  hand,  so  she  saw  a  fair,  kind  woman.  Red 
hair  she  had  and  was  clothed  in  white  with  a  jewel  of 
rubies  in  a  white  hat.  Such  a  kind,  fair  lady  that 
woman  had  never  seen,  and  the  Young  Lovell  gazed 
upon  her  and  she  into  his  eyes.  Then  tears  blinded 
that  woman  and  grief  and  pain  at  the  heart.  So  she 
came  back  to  her  hut,  she  knew  not  how  ;  and,  indeed, 
she  knew  no  more  until  there  came  the  lawyer  Stone 
holding  a  cordial  to  her  lips. 

"  For,  you  must  know  that  that  child,  taking  that 
piece  of  gold  from  her  mother's  fingers  and  being  all 
innocent,  went  away  into  the  village  to  buy  food  for 
her  mother.  So  the  first  man  she  came  to,  seeing 
her  with  it,  took  her  to  the  house  of  the  lawyer 
Stone  to  have  the  right  of  it.  Then  the  lawyer 
having  beaten  her,  she  told  him  that  the  Young 
Lovell  had  that  day  given  it  to  her  mother. 

"  So  the  lawyer,  avid  of  news  of  the  Young  Lovell, 
jumped  like  an  ape  to  that  poor  hut.  But  it  was 
two  days  before  that  woman  could  speak,  though  he 
nursed  her  and  fed  cordials  to  her  never  so.  Then  that 
lawyer  got  men-at-arms  and  scoured  the  country 
according  to  her  directions.  But  upon  the  Young 
Lovell  he  never  came." 

"By  that  day,"  the  monk  Francis  said,  "he  was  in 
my  cell  commending  himself  to  God." 

The  Bishop  looked  apprehensively  upon  the  monk 
Francis. 

"  Then  this  you  take  for  a  true  tale,"  he  said. 
"  Woe  is  me." 

They  were  both  silent  for  a  while,  and  then  the 
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monk  said — for  they  were  looking  with  faces  of 
great  weariness  upon  the  tiles  : 

"  Father  in  God,  tell  me  truly,  I  do  pray,  all  that 
you  know  from  this  lawyer." 

"  Brother,"  the  Bishop  said,  "  God  help  us,  this 
lawyer  was  insistent  that  the  tale  of  sorcery  against 
this  lording  should  be  let  to  lapse  or  changed  for 
another,  such  as  that  he  consorted  with  old  fairies 
and  worse." 

"  How  then,"  the  monk  Francis  said,  "  would  he 
put  aside  his  former  perjuries  ? " 

"  He  would  say,"  the  Bishop  said,  "  that  his  eyes 
deceived  him,  magic  being  in  the  air,  and  that  on 
that  morning  the  Young  Lovell  rode  furiously  past 
him  going  as  if  he  knew  not  whither." 

"  Why  so  he  did  !  "  the  monk  Francis  said,  "  but 
that  shall  not  save  the  lawyer.  His  former  oaths  are 
written  down." 

"  Brother,"  the  Bishop  said,  "  it  is  that  lawyer's 
plan  to  begin  another  suit  in  the  courts  ecclesiastical 
and  there  not  to  swear  at  all,  but  ignoring  the  bill 
before  the  Wardens,  to  bring  many  witnesses  about 
this  fairy  lady." 

"  What  other  witnesses  has  he  ? "  the  monk  Francis 
asked.     He  spoke  like  a  man  without  hope. 

"You  must  know,"  the  Bishop  said,  "that  this 
lawyer  during  these  months  was  enquiring  of  the 
Young  Lovell  in  the  past.  So  in  Newcastle  he  found 
a  master-tailor  to  whom  the  Young  Lovell  for  long 
owed  four  pounds.  And  one  day  in  February  this 
tailor,  needing  money,  went  out  from  Newcastle 
towards  Castle  Lovell,  riding  upon  an  ass.  And  so, 
upon  the  way,  he  saw  a  lady  that  had  a  white  horse 
and  was  little  and  dark.     He  was  in  tribulation  for 
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his  money  and  pondered  much  upon  the  Young 
Lovell  whether  he  was  a  lording  that  would  pay 
him  or  one  that  would  have  him  beaten  at  the 
gate. 

"And,  as  he  thought  that,  this  lady  looked  upon 
him  as  if  she  would  ask  the  way  to  where  the  Young 
Lovell  dwelt.  She  was  little  and  swart  and  had  a 
green  undercoat. 

"And  again  in  February  there  was  a  ship  boy 
that  went  from  Sunderland  with  a  white  falcon  his 
ship  had  brought  from  Hamboro',  for  the  Young 
Lovell.  Now,  upon  this  voyage,  this  ship  boy  had 
conceived  a  great  love  for  that  falcon  even  as  boys 
will  that  upon  ships  are  beaten  by  all  and  conceive 
loves  for  dumb  beasts.  So  that  ship  boy  went 
pondering  with  the  white  hawk  and  wondering  and 
almost  weeping  to  think  that  that  lording  might 
be  a  cruel  master  to  the  falcon.  For  he  loved  that 
falcon  very  well.  So  he  was  aware  of  a  kind,  fair 
lady  with  a  white  horse  that  looked  upon  him  as  much 
as  to  say  that  the  Young  Lovell  would  be  a  gentle  and 
kind  lord  to  that  fowl.  She  was  a  great  fair  woman 
in  a  German  hood  of  black  velvet — such  a  one  as  that 
ship  boy  had  seen  and,  as  boys  will,  had  conceived  an 
ardent  love  for,  in  Hamboro'." 

The  monk  Francis  said :  "  Ah,"  and  then  he 
brought  out  the  words :  "  Father  in  God,  I  too  have 
seen  her — and  twice.  When  I  thought  of  the  Young 
Lovell." 

Then  the  Bishop  groaned  lamentably  ;  three  times 
and  very  swiftly  he  walked  from  end  to  end  of  the 
cell,  holding  his  hands  above  his  head.  Then  he  ran 
upon  a  shelf  and  with  a  furious  haste  pulled  out  a 
large  book  bound  in  white  skin.     He  threw  it  open 
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upon  his  bed  and    bade  the    monk  come  look  at  a 
picture. 

This  picture  was  all  in  fair  blues  and  reds  and 
greens,  going  across  the  two  pages  of  the  book. 

"  I  had  this  book  in  Rome/'  the  Bishop  said, 
u  of  a  Greek  called  Josephus,  Look  upon  this 
picture." 

The  picture  showed  a  mountain  with  trees  upon  it. 
And  round  the  mountain  went  a  colonnade  of  marble 
pillars.  In  between  the  central  columns,  where  it  was 
higher,  sat  a  grey-bearded  and  frowning  man.  Naked 
he  was  to  the  waist  and  he  was  upon  a  throne  of  gold. 
At  his  left  hand  was  an  eagle  ;  in  his  right  the  forked 
lightning  of  a  thunderbolt.  Beside  him  stood  a  proud 
woman  in  purple  with  a  diadem  of  gold.  In  the  next 
temple  was  a  helmed  woman  that  leaned  upon  a 
great  spear  ;  next  her,  a  man  all  furious,  that  held  up 
a  great  round  shield  and  a  pointed  sword.  Over 
against  him  reclined  a  great  man  with  a  lion's  hide 
who  leant  upon  a  club  ;  beyond  him  a  man  all  white 
with  the  sun  in  his  hair  and  beyond  that  a  youth 
with  wings  upon  his  feet,  upon  his  cap  and  upon  a 
rod,  twined  with  snakes  that  he  held.  All  these 
were  in  the  temple,  and  many  more,  such  as  a  woman 
in  a  chariot  drawn  by  oxen,  and  an  old  crowned  man 
rising  from  the  blue  waves  of  the  sea. 

Then  the  Bishop  laid  his  trembling  imperious 
fingers  upon  a  place  higher  up  the  mountain,  above 
the  temple. 

"  Look  upon  this,"  he  said.  There,  amongst  olive 
trees,  the  monk  perceived  a  pink,  naked  woman.  In 
one  hand  she  held  a  mirror  into  which,  lasciviously, 
she  smiled.  Her  other  hand  held  out  behind  her  a 
^reat  wealth  of  shining  hair  like  gold.     Above  her, 
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clouds  upon  the  blue  sky  turned  over  and  let  down  a 
rain  of  pink  roseleaves. 

"  I  do  not  know  who  these  be,"  the  monk  Francis 
said.     "  I  was  never  in  Rome." 

Then  the  Bishop  said  harshly  : 

"  Was  the  woman  you  saw  like  this  woman  ? " 

"  Not  so,"  the  monk  answered,  "  she  had  dark  hair 
divided  down  the  middle  and  parted  lips.  She  was 
like  the  cousin  that  I  slew  and  so  she  smiled." 

The  Bishop  groaned.  And  so  he  wrung  his  hands 
and  cried  out : 

"  As  God  is  good  to  me,  I  saw  that  naked  woman 
stand  so  and  smile  so,  in  my  vestiary,  this  morning 
after  I  had  said  mass.  Six  times  I  made  the  sign  of 
the  cross  and  she  went  not  away.  I  was  pondering 
upon  the  case  of  the  Young  Lovell.  .  .  .  She  went  not 
away.  .  .  .  Pondering.  .  .  .  God  help  me,  a  sinful 
man.  .  .  .  The  eremites  of  the  Libyan  desert.  .  .  . 
But  no,  it  was  not  so.  .  .  .  No  temptation.  .  .  ." 

The  waves  of  terror  shook  that  Bishop  with  the 
thin  features.  His  hands  were  so  knitted  and  squeezed 
together  in  a  paroxysm  that  it  seemed  the  blood 
must  spurt  from  his  finger  nails.  And  even  as  he 
stood,  so  he  groaned  with  a  hollow  and  continuous 
sound.     Then  the  monk  Francis  cried  out  : 

"  Those  are  the  fairies  !  Those  women  are  the 
fairies  !  God  help  you,  Lord  Bishop,  you  cannot 
condemn  my  friend  because  he  has  seen  them,  if  you 
cannot  keep  them  out  of  your  own  vestiary.  .  .  .  For 
all  about  this  world  they  are.  .  .  .  They  peer  in  upon 
us.  Thro'  the  windows  they  peer  in !  Looking ! 
Looking  !  You  cannot  condemn  my  friend.  .  .  .  Like 
beasts  of  pray  in  the  night  they  peer  into  the  narrow 
rooms.  .  .  .    Hungering!    .  .  .    Hungering!"        His 
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voice  was  like  heavy,  fierce  sobs  and  it  sounded 
against  the  Bishop's  moans. 

"  God  forgive  me,"  he  cried  out,  "  it  was  upon 
these  that  I  thought  when  I  comforted  my  friend 
with  talks  of  angels  and  saints.  ...  I  lied  and  thought 
I  was  lying.  .  .  .  Angels  !  These  are  the  little  people  ! 
The  little  angels,  as  the  country  people  say,  that  were 
once  the  angels  of  God.  But  they  would  not  aid  Him 
against  Lucifer,  doubting  the  issue  of  the  combat.  .  .  . 
They  it  is,  have  brought  this  fine  weather  we  enjoy. 
A  great  host  of  them,  like  fair  women,  is  descended 
upon  this  country.  They  cannot  live  without  fine 
weather.  ..." 

Both  these  churchmen  were  weakened  with  fasting 
and  prayers  when  they  might  have  slept.  The  monk 
Francis  had  great  fears,  their  minds  leapt  from  place 
to  place.  That  long,  bare  room  seemed  surrounded 
with  hosts  of  fair,  evil  fiends.  He  imagined  devils 
with  twisted  snouts  and  long  claws  scraping  and 
scratching  at  the  leads  of  the  painted  glass  and  at 
the  stones  of  the  mortar. 

Then  the  Bishop  cried  out  upon  him  with  a  fearful 
voice,  calling  him  ignorant,  a  fool  rustic  monk,  a  low, 
religious  filled  with  barbarous  superstitions.  He 
came  close  to  the  monk  Francis  and  cried  into  his 
very  face : 

"  God  help  me,  thou  fool,  bleating  of  fairies.  .  .  . 
All  those  women  were  one  woman  !  .  .  .  And  again 
God  help  me  !  When  I  heard  thee  bleat  ignorantly 
of  the  prowess  of  that  young  knight  I  did  not  believe 
thee.  .  .  .  But  now  I  do  believe  he  is  the  most 
precious  defender  we  have  in  this  place.  ...  I  will 
asperge  his  shining  armour  with  holy  oils.  ...  I  will 
bless  his    sword.  .  .  .  God  help  him.  .  .  .  How  shall 
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he  fight  against  a  goddess  with  a  sword  of  steel.  .  .  . 
Yet  she  is  vulnerable !  All  writings  say  she  is 
vulnerable.  .  .  ." 

He  began  a  pitiful  babble  that  the  monk  could  not 
well  understand,  of  Italy  where  he  had  lived  many 
years  as  the  King's  Friend.  So  he  spoke  of  cypress 
groves  and  the  ruined  corners  of  old  temples,  and 
fireflies  and  nights  of  love.  He  spoke  of  earth 
crumbling  away  in  pits  and  great  white  statues  with 
sightless  eyes  rising  out  of  the  graves  on  hill-sides, 
tall  columns  that  no  one  could  overset,  and  the 
gods  of  the  hearth.  Of  all  these  things  the  monk 
Francis  knew  nothing.  The  Bishop  spoke  of  crafty 
Italians  with  whom  he  had  spoken,  and  of  subtle 
Greeks  of  the  fallen  Eastern  Empire  ;  and  of  how 
this  subtle  creature,  as  the  credible  legends  said, 
dwelt  now,  since  the  fall  of  Byzantium,  upon  a 
mountainside  in  Almain,  and  of  an  almond  staff  that 
flowered.  .  .  . 

Then  that  Bishop  cast  himself  upon  his  bed,  face 
downwards,  and  so  he  lay  still. 

That  monk  sat  there  many  hours  upon  the  little 
stool,  and  whether  the  Bishop  slept  or  thought  he 
could  not  tell,  for  the  Bishop  never  moved.  Then 
that  monk  considered  that  that  Bishop  had  many  and 
strange  knowledges,  having  passed  so  long  a  time  in 
foreign  parts.  And  there  was  fear  in  that  monk's 
heart,  for  he  thought  he  was  with  a  sorcerer  that 
aimed  to  make  himself  pope  by  sorceries.  And 
afterwards  he  fell  to  considering  of  how  this  Bishop 
should  deal  with  his  friend  the  Young  Lovell,  for  that 
Bishop  was  master  and  lord. 

And  so,  being  the  harder  man  of  the  two,  he  went 
over  in  his  mind  the  necessity  that  that  see  had  for  a 
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champion  in  those  parts  and  how  there  could  be  none 
so  good  as  the  Young  Lovell,  even  though  that 
knight  were,  as  he  feared,  a  man  accursed  and  certain 
of  a  pitiful  end.  Yet  he  might  as  well  do  what  he 
could  for  the  Church  before  that  end  came.  And  the 
monk  thought  of  the  evil  King  and  the  subtle  Sir 
Bertram  and  the  grim  coward  that  the  Percy  was  and 
the  discontent  of  the  common  sort  and  how  that 
might  be  used.  And  he  thought  of  all  these  things 
for  a  long  time,  as  if  they  were  counters  he  moved 
upon  a  chess-board.  And  he  cried  to  himself  :  "  Ah, 
if  I  were  Bishop  I  would  control  these  things." 

And  then  he  remembered  that  it  was  long  since 
he  had  prayed  for  the  soul  of  his  cousin  that  he  had 
slain.  So  he  set  himself  upon  his  knees  and  sought 
to  make  up  for  lost  time  in  prayer.  Those  windows 
faced  towards  the  west,  being  high  over  the  river  that 
rushes  below.  And  from  where  one  knelt  he  could 
see  the  tower  of  St.  Margaret's  Church  through  the 
open  casement  of  stained  glass.  And  at  last,  towards 
its  setting,  the  sun  shone  blood  red  through  all  those 
windows  of  colours,  ruby,  purple,  vermeil,  grass  green 
and  the  blue  of  lapis  lazuli.  All  those  colours  fell 
upon  the  tiles  of  the  floor  that  were  hewn  with  a  lily 
pattern  in  yellow  of  the  potter.  Twenty  colours  fell 
upon  the  figure  of  the  Bishop,  lying  all  in  black  upon 
his  bed  and  as  many  upon  the  form  of  the  monk 
where  he  knelt  and  prayed.  Scarlet  irradiated  his 
forehead,  purple  his  chin  and  shoulder,  and  to  the 
waist  he  was  bluish. 

The  voices  of  the  pigeons  on  the  roofs  lamented 
the  passing  of  the  day  with  bubbling  sounds,  the  great 
bell  of  the  cathedral  and  many  other  bells  called  for 
evening  prayer  in  the  fields  ;    it  was  late,  for  that  was 
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the  season  of  hay-making.  Then  that  praying  monk 
perceived,  through  the  small  window,  a  great  red 
globe  hastening  down  behind  the  tower  of  St. 
Margaret's  Church  and,  with  a  sudden  deepening, 
twilight  and  shadows  filled  that  long  room  because  of 
the  opaque  and  coloured  windows. 

And  ever  as  the  monk  prayed  there,  he  was 
pervaded  by  the  image  of  his  cousin's  face — Passerose 
of  Widdrington  she  had  been  called,  for  she  was  held 
to  exceed  the  rose  in  beauty.  In  that  darkness  where 
he  knelt  he  was  pervaded  by  the  thought  of  her  face 
with  the  hair  divided  in  the  middle,  the  smooth  brow, 
the  so  kind  eyes  and  the  parted  lips.  He  knew  she 
must  be  in  purgatory  for  that  space,  for  he  had  killed 
her  with  an  arrow  in  the  woodlands,  unassoiled,  and 
he  could  not  consider  that  his  prayers  yet  had 
sufficed  to  save  her  so  little  as  five  hundred  years  of 
that  dread  place.  Yet,  tho'  he  knew  her  to  be  in 
purgatory,  in  those  dark  shadows  he  had  a  sense  that 
she  was  near  him  so  that  he  could  hear  the  rustle  of 
her  weed  moving  around  him.  She  had  loved  green 
that  is  very  dark  in  shadowy  places.  A  great  longing 
seized  upon  him  to  stretch  out  his  arms  and  so  to 
touch  her.  Then  he  remembered  that  it  was  that  face 
that  had  looked  kindly  in  upon  him  in  his  cell,  and  he 
groaned  and  cried  upon  our  Saviour  and  His  Mother 
to  save  him  from  such  carnal  longings.  He  had  much 
loved  his  kind  cousin  whilst  he  had  been  a  rough 
knight  of  this  world.  Many  had  loved  her,  but  he 
alone  remembered,  and  he  considered  how  she  that 
had  been  most  beautiful  was  now  no  more  than  a 
horrible  and  grinning  skull,  God  so  willing  it  with  all 
beauty  that  is  of  this  world  and  made  of  the  red  blood 
that  courses  through  the  veins. 
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At  the  sound  that  he  then  gave  forth  he  heard 
another  sound  which  was  that  of  the  Bishop  where  he 
stirred  upon  his  bed.  And,  in  the  deep  shadows,  he 
was  aware  that  that  Bishop  sat  up  and  looked  upon 
hitn.  And  at  last  John  Sherwood,  Bishop  Palatine 
spoke,  his  voice  being  harsh  and  first. 

"  Brother  in  God,"  he  said,  "  I  have  determined 
that  this  Young  Lovell  shall  have  my  absolution  and 
blessing  upon  his  arms  and  the  sacrament  of  knight- 
hood and  all  the  things  of  this  world  that  you  desired 
for  him.  Touching  the  things  that  are  not  of  this 
world  I  will  not  say  much,  but  only  such  matters  as 
shall  suffice  for  your  guidance.  For  of  these  matters 
I  know  somewhat  and  you  nothing  at  all." 

The  Bishop  paused  and  the  monk  said  humbly  : 
"  Father  in  God  and  my  lord,  I  thank  you." 
"  I  lately  rebuked  you,"  the  Bishop  said,  "  for 
meddling  brutishly  in  things  of  which  you  knew 
nothing.  For  you  cried  out  to  me  ignorant  and  rustic 
superstitions,  such  as  it  is  not  fitting  for  a  religious  to 
meditate  upon.  And  so  I  rebuke  you  again  and  I 
command  you  that  you  ask  of  your  confessor  such  a 
penance  as  he  shall  think  fitting  for  one  that  has 
miserably  blasphemed,  and  in  a  manner  of  doctrine. 
.  .  .  Now  this  I  tell  you  for  your  guidance.  .  .  . 
This  apparition  that  you  have  seen  and  I,  appeareth 
with  many  faces  and  bodies,  being  the  spirit  that 
most  snareth  men  to  carnal  desires.  So  doth  she 
show  herself  to  each  man  in  the  image  that  should 
snare  him  to  sin,  with  a  face,  kind,  virtuous  and 
alluring  after  each  man's  tastes.  That  is  the  nature 
of  such  false  gods.  For  this  is  a  false  god,  such  as  I 
have  discerned  you  never,  in  your  black  ignorance, 
to  have  heard  of.     But  Holy  Writ,  which  I  have  much 
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studied  and  you  very  little,  after  the  fashion  of  certain 
monks,  enjoins  upon  us  to  believe  in  the  existence  of 
false  gods.  So  there  are  ever  strange  and  cold  crea- 
tures, looking  upon  this  world  with  steadfast  eyes. 
For  Lucretius  says,  that  was  a  writer,  pagan  yet  half 
inspired  :  '  The  universe  is  very  large  and  in  it  there 
is  room  for  a  multitude  of  gods.'  So  I  rede  you, 
believe  of  false  gods." 

"  Father  in  God,  I  will,"  the  monk  said,  "  I  per- 
ceive it  to  be  my  duty.  For  now  I  remember  me  the 
Church  enjoins  upon  us  to  be  constant  in  fighting 
against  such,  therefore  they  must  exist." 

"Then  this  too  I  command  you  as  a  duty,"  the 
Bishop  said  from  the  thick  darkness,  "  that  for  the 
duration  of  his  life  you  quit  never  this  knight  but  be 
ever  with  him,  seeking  how  you  may  win  him  from 
the  perception  of  this  evil  being.  For  signing  of  the 
cross  shall  not  do  it,  neither  shall  sprinklings  with  holy 
water  such  as  avail  with  the  spirits  of  men  deceased 
or  with  Satan  and  such  imps.  For  this  is  even  a  god 
and  the  only  way  you  may  prevail  against  it  is  by 
keeping  the  mind  of  your  penitent  upon  the  things  of 
this  world  of  God.  If  you  shall  perceive  this  form 
of  a  woman  here  or  there  you  shall  speak  to  him 
quickly  of  setting  up  an  oratory,  or  charity  to  the 
poor,  or  riding,  in  the  name  of  God,  against  the  false 
Scots.  This  shall  avail  little,  but  somewhat  it  may. 
Do  you  mark  me  ?  " 

"Father  in  God,"  the  monk  said,  "you  put  me  in 
much  better  heart  than  I  was  before.  For  if  I  may, 
I  will  tell  you  how  once  I  have  done." 

So  the  monk,  from  the  darkness,  told  the  Bishop 
how  for  the  second  time  he  had  seen  that  lady.  This 
was    upon    the    road    below    Eshot    Hill,   going    to 
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Morpeth,  near  the  farmhouse  called  Helm.  Here,  as 
he  rode  with  the  Young  Lovell,  a  little  before  his  men, 
he  had  seen  that  lady  come  out  of  a  little  wood  and 
mount  upon  a  white  horse  with  a  great  company  of 
damsels  upon  horses  about  her.  And  so  all  that 
many,  brightly  clad,  rode  down  to  a  little  hillock  and 
watched  that  lording  pass  them,  all  smiling  together. 
So  that  monk  for  the  first  time  had  been  afraid  that 
this  was  no  St.  Katharine  and  no  angel  of  God. 

But  the  Young  Lovell  had  gone  drooping  in  the 
hot  sun  and  thirsting  within  himself  and  had  not 
seen  that  lady.  And  at  first  that  monk  had  wished 
to  pull  out  his  breviary  and  bid  the  Young  Lovell 
read  a  prayer  in  it.  But  in  his  haste  he  could  not 
come  upon  it  amongst  his  robes  for  he  was  riding 
upon  a  mule.  So,  in  that  same  haste,  he  had  made 
certain  lines  with  his  finger  nail  upon  the  saddle 
before  him  and  commanded  the  Young  Lovell  to 
look  upon  them  saying  it  was  a  plan  of  Castle  Lovell 
that  he  scratched,  and  the  White  Tower.  And  to 
have  money,  he  told  the  Young  Lovell,  that  lord 
must  go  with  a  boat  to  below  the  White  Tower  where 
it  stood  in  the  sea.  And  so  Richard  Raket  should 
lower  him  gold  in  baskets  at  the  end  of  a  rope. 

And  the  Young  Lovell  had  looked  down  upon 
these  markings  attentively  and  said  it  was  a  good 
plan  and  never  looked  up  at  that  lady  and  her  com- 
pany who  sat  there,  all  smiling,  until  they  were 
passed. 

"  Well,  she  can  bide  her  time,"  the  Bishop  said  ; 
then  he  said  :  "  Brother  in  God,  I  have  never  seen 
this  Young  Lovell,  but  I  perceive  that  he  must  be 
fair  in  his  body." 

"  He  is  the  fairest  man  of  his  body  that  ever  I  saw," 
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the  monk  answered,  "  And  as  I  have  heard  said  by 
servants  that  went  to  meet  him  and  his  father,  to 
Venice,  he  was  esteemed  the  fairest  man  that  those 
parts,  as  all  the  world,  ever  saw.  But  how  that  may 
be  I  know  not." 

"You  may  say  he  is  the  fairest  knight  of  Christen- 
dom," the  Bishop  said.  "  That  is  very  certain.  I 
know  it  that  have  never  seen  this  lord.  .  .  .  But  so  it 
is  that  I  see  you  are  not  so  great  a  fool  as  I  had 
thought.  And  it  is  ever  in  such  ways  that  you  shall 
deal  with  this  Young  Lovell  as  you  did  then." 

(t  I  will  very  well  do  that,  if  I  may,"  the  monk 
said.  "  And  if  I  may  do  nothing  more  I  will  spit 
upon  that  foul  demon  who  without  doubt  beneath  a 
fair  exterior  beareth  a  beak  or  snout,  claws,  and 
filthy  scales.  .  .  ." 

"  Nay  do  not  do  that,"  the  Bishop  said, "  for  if 
God  who  is  the  ancient  of  days  permitteth  these  false 
gods  to  walk  upon  this  godly  earth  that  is  His,  shall 
we  not  think  that  they  are  in  some  sort  His  guests  ? 
Or  so  I  think,  for  I  do  not  know." 

So  by  that  hour  both  these  churchmen  were  very 
hungry  and  weary  too.  For  that  reason  the  fury  was 
gone  out  of  them,  and  it  was  ten  at  night.  So  the 
Bishop  called  for  torches  in  the  gallery  and  went 
into  a  little  refectory  that  he  had  in  that  part  of 
the  Castle.  Whilst  these  two  ate  heartily  together, 
the  Bishop  sent  messengers  to  the  higher  officers  of  the 
monastery  to  rouse  them  from  their  beds  and  to  say 
that  shortly  after  midnight,  as  soon  as  they  might, 
the  Prince  Bishop  begged  them  to  rise  from  their 
sleep  and  sing  a  Te  Deum  in  the  cathedral,  upon  a 
very  special  occasion. 

In  the  black  cathedral,  near  the  steps  that  pass 
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into  the  choir,  the  Young  Lovell  knelt.  Beside  him, 
since  he  was  so  great  a  lord,  stood  the  esquire  Cress- 
ingham  supporting  his  banner  and  his  shield  and 
having  in  his  arm  the  helmet  of  state.  There  were 
lay  brothers  up  before  the  altar,  moving  into  place  a 
great  statue  of  Our  Lady  that  ran  upon  wheels. 
This  they  were  bringing  from  near  the  North  door 
to  stand  before  the  high  altar.  This  statue  was 
twelve  foot  high  of  brass  gilt  and,  the  better  to  see, 
these  lay  brothers  had  placed  a  candle  upon  Our 
Lady's  crown.  That  was  all  the  light  there  was  in 
the  great  space  that  smelt  of  incense  and  was  sooty 
black. 

As  near  as  she  might  to  the  black  line  in  the  floor 
— beyond  this  no  woman  may  go  in  the  cathedral  of 
Durham  and  even  Queen  Eleanor  of  Aquitaine  had 
been  beaten  with  rods  by  the  monks  when  she  passed 
it  to  join  King  Edward — beyond  this  line  knelt  the 
Lady  Margaret  of  Glororem  in  the  darkness,  and 
behind  a  pillar  was  the  lawyer  Stone  who  would  fain 
speak  some  words  with  the  Young  Lovell.  For  he 
wished  to  have  sold  the  people  of  Castle  Lovell  to 
him  if  the  Young  Lovell  would  pay  him  a  small 
price. 

The  lawyer  had  waited  all  that  night  from  seven 
or  earlier. 

Then  a  little  noise  began  to  be  heard  in  the  great 
cathedral,  and  two  little  boys  came  in  and  lit  candles 
by  the  North  door  and  then  came  a  page  bearing  a 
great  sword.  He  leant  it  against  a  vast  pillar  and 
began  to  laugh  with  the  little  boys  that  had  lit  the 
candles.  Then  there  came  in  the  Bishop  with  his 
chaplain  and  the  monk  Francis. 

So  the  Bishop  went  and  stood  before  the  Young 
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Lovell  and  said  he  had  permission  of  them  of  the 
monastery  to  hear  that  lord  confess  himself  there 
where  he  knelt.  So  the  esquire  Cressingham  removed 
himself  to  a  distance  and  drove  away  the  little  boys 
when  they  would  have  approached.  And  so  the 
Bishop  absolved  the  Young  Lovell  and  bade  him  rise 
from  his  knees  and  go  with  him  to  where  the  Lady 
Margaret  of  Glororem  knelt  in  darkness. 

Her  too  he  bade  rise  from  her  knees,  and  so  walked 
up  and  down  between  them,  saying  comfortable  things 
and  exhorting  them,  when  the  Pope  should  have 
given  them  licence,  to  marry  one  another  and  live 
faithful  each  to  each  and  to  be  charitable  and  piteous 
to  the  poor  and  be  good  children  of  Holy  Church. 
And  so  by  twos  and  threes  monks  began  to  come  in, 
and,  going  behind  the  high  altar,  they  sang  a  mass 
with  a  Te  Deuiu,  for  it  was  just  past  midnight. 

Then  the  Prior  of  that  monastery  placed  between 
the  lips  of  the  Young  Lovell  the  flesh  of  our  Lord. 
The  Prior  wished  to  do  this  that  he  might  do  honour 
to  that  young  lord,  and  that  great  boon  of  giving  him 
the  sacrament.  And,  afterwards,  with  the  sword  that 
page  had  brought,  sitting  in  his  stall  the  Bishop  made 
a  Knight  of  that  lord. 

In  that  way  the  Young  Lovell  had  his  knighthood 
and  his  pardon. 


PART    III 


On   the  fourteenth  day  of  July  in  the  year  of  our 
Lord,  i486,  in    the  dark  of  the  night  between  two 
o'clock  and  four,  the  Young  Lovell  took  the  Tower  of 
Cullerford,  setting  fires  all  round  it  and  beneath  it  and 
driving  out  all  its  inhabitants.     On  the  seventeenth, 
a    little  before  six  in  the  morning,  he  stood  on  the 
height   of  the    White  Tower  and  looked  down  into 
Castle  Lovell.     This  was  a  very  still  dawn,  the  sun 
being  already  risen,  for  it  was  near  midsummer.     The 
sea  was  a  clear  blue,  and  in  a  sky  as  clear  that  sun 
hung,  round  and  pale  gold.     To  the  eastward,  towards 
the  seas  called  The  Lowlands,  were  several  monstrous 
grey  shapes,    going   up   into  the   heavens   like    tall 
columns   in    a   church   and    twisting   in   a   writhing 
manner   as    if  they  had   been  pallid    serpents  in  an 
agony.      They   advanced   towards  one  another  as  if 
they  had  been  dancers.     Separated  again  and  so  ran 
before  the  pale  sun,  that  they  appeared  to  be  sentient 
beings.     But,  waterspouts  such  as  these,    far  out  to 
sea,   were  no  very   unfamiliar   sight   in  those   parts 
during  hot   weather  and  no  man  heeded  them  very 
much. 

The  better  to  have  a  sight  of  this  Castle  of  his — 
for   the   great   courtyard   was    occupied    with   many 
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hovels,  so  that  even  from  on  high  it  was  difficult  to 
see  who  there  was  moving — the  Young  Lovell 
mounted  upon  the  parapet  of  the  battlements  and 
stood  looking  down.  He  was  all  in  his  light  armour, 
for  it  would  fall  to  him  to  be  very  active  that  day, 
so  that  he  had  steel  only  upon  his  chest,  his  arms, 
and  the  forepart  of  his  thighs,  shins,  and  feet.  In 
such  accoutrement  he  could  spring  very  easily  over  a 
wall  five  foot  in  height,  and  his  round  helmet  was  a 
very  light  one  of  black  iron  surmounted  by  a  small 
lion's  head. 

This  Castle  that  he  now  looked  down  upon  was  a 
very  fair  great  Castle.  The  battlements  which  were  a 
circle  of  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  had  in  them  three 
square  towers  of  three  stories  each  and  two  round 
ones  of  two,  the  peaked  roofs  of  all  these  towers  being 
of  slate.  In  the  centre  of  the  space  enclosed  by  the 
battlements  rose  up  the  keep,  a  building  of  four  stories, 
four  round  towers  being  at  each  corner  that  spread 
out  at  the  top  with  places  for  pouring  down  lead, 
Greek  fire,  or  large  stone  bullets  upon  any  that  should 
assault  those  towers.  But,  in  between  the  keep  and 
the  battlements,  there  had  gradually  grown  up  a 
congeries  of  hovels  like  a  dirty  thatched  town.  The 
Young  Lovell  had  never  liked  this  in  his  father's  day, 
but  then  he  had  been  the  son  and  had  had  no  say 
in  these  matters. 

This  state  of  things  had  arisen,  although  the 
tenure  of  the  lands  appertaining  to  the  Lovells  was  as 
follows  :  that  is  to  say,  that  in  time  of  war  each  of  the 
outer  towers  should  be  manned  by  able-bodied 
fellows  from  the  one  hundred  and  twenty-seven  ham- 
lets, villages,  townships,  and  parishes  that  the  Lovells 
owned.      Thus,  giving  on    the  average    five   capable 
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tenants  to  each  of  these,  there  should  have  been  six 
hundred  men  to  hold  the  outer  walls,  being  forty  men 
to  each  of  the  towers  in  the  walls  and  two  hundred 
and  eighty  for  the  battlements  between.  The  inner 
keep  should  in  such  a  case  be  held  by  the  best  men- 
at-arms  and  the  knights  and  the  squires  that  a  Lord 
Lovell  should  have  about  him.  And  the  tenure  of 
the  six  hundred  bondsmen  from  those  hamlets  and 
parishes  was  such  that,  by  giving  their  services  for 
indefinite  periods  during  times  of  war  for  the  defence 
of  that  Castle,  they  were  excused  all  further  services, 
or  service  in  any  other  parts.  For  it  was  held,  that 
the  defence  of  that  Castle  was  very  necessary  for  the 
protection  of  the  realm  from  the  false  Scots  if  they 
should  take  Berwick  and  so  come  down  into  England 
by  that  way. 

That  had  been  the  original  tenure,  but  by  little 
and  little,  when  the  Percies  had  had  those  lands  of 
the  Vescis  by  the  treachery  of  Bishop  Anthony  Bek, 
they  had  begun  to  make  changes  in  these  tenures, 
desiring  to  have  men  to  accompany  them  upon 
journeys  whether  against  the  Kings  of  England  or 
Scotland,  as  suited  their  humour.  So  that  in  many 
townships  and  parishes  the  Percies  bargained  with 
their  bondsmen  for  so  many  days'  service  in  the  year 
and  rent-hens  and  other  things.  And  this  the 
bondsmen  had  agreed  to  readily  enough.  For,  on 
account  of  the  perpetual  takings  and  re-takings  of  the 
town  of  Berwick  by  the  Scots  and  the  English,  there 
was  never  any  knowing  when  they  might  not  be  called 
in  to  defend  that  Castle  for  a  year's  space  at  a  time, 
and  so  their  farmings  would  go  to  rack  and  ruin, 
and  their  towers,  barnekyns  and  very  parish  churches 
lie  undefended  at  the  mercy  of  the  false  Scots.  And 
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when  the  Lovells  had  bought  these  lands  of  the 
Percies  they  had  changed  the  tenure  still  more,  not 
so  much  because  they  desired  to  ride  upon  journeys, 
for  by  comparison  with  the  Percies,  they  were  stay-at- 
homes,  but  because,  as  a  family,  the  Lovells  were 
greedy  of  money  and  desired  rather  the  payments  of 
rents  and  the  service  of  men  in  their  own  fields  than 
much  military  doings. 

So  they  had  had  to  hire  men-at-arms  by  the  year 
or  for  life.    Thus,  in  that  Castle,  which  had  been  meant 
to  be  defended   by  six  hundred  men  upon   varying 
services,  sleeping  «on  the  floors  of  the  towers,  or  here 
and  there  as  they  could,  the  Lovells  would  have  a 
certain  number  of  men-at-arms,  but  seldom  more  than 
two  hundred  and  fifty  that  dwelt  there  in  the  Castle. 
And  because  these  men-at-arms    would    have   wives 
and   children  and  kith  and   kin,  or  they  would  not 
stay  there,  they  could    not  sleep  to  the  number   of 
many  families    in    these   towers,  whether   round    or 
square,  that  went  along  the  battlements.     Some  of 
them,  it  is  true,  took  these  towers  for  homes,  making 
great  disorder,  keeping  them  very  foul    and    filthy, 
shutting   up   the    meurtrieres,  or  slits  for  arrows,  in 
order  to  keep  out  draughts,  and  much  unfitting  that 
Castle  for  defence  when  sieges  came.     For  there,  in 
those  towers  which  should  be  places  of  defence,  there 
would  be  warrens  of  children  crying  out  and  shrieking 
women.      And    other   men-at-arms  had    built    them 
hovels  between  the  battlements  and  the  keep,  build- 
ing with   mud   and   roofing  with   rushes,  so  that  all 
that  space  was  like  a  disorderly  town  with  little  streets 
and  sties  for  pigs  and  middens  and   filthy  water  that 
ran  never  away. 

Thus  this  place  had  become  a  source  of  manifest 
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danger,  but  the  Young  Lovell's  father  would  not  clear 
out  all  these  places,  because  to  him  they  were  a  source 
of  much  profit,  for  he  employed  the  women  and 
children  and  the  hangers  on  and  rabble  to  work  in 
his  fields  all  the  year  round,  and  so  he  had  much 
money  by  that  means.  But  because  he  recognized 
that  his  Castle  was  thus  in  some  danger — for  any 
enemy  that  won  on  to  the  battlements  might,  by 
casting  down  a  few  torches,  set  all  these  roofs  on  fire, 
and  so  the  inner  keep  would  stand  in  the  midst  of 
a  furnace  and  all  those  people  within  the  battlements 
be  burned  and  slain  like  rats  in  a  well — the  old  Lord 
Lovell  had  determined  to  make  a  safe  place  for  him- 
self and  for  the  money  that  he  and  his  father  had 
hoarded  up,  being  a  very  vast  sum.  So  he  had  hired 
to  come  to  him  out  of  France  an  esquire  called  La 
Rougerie,  being  the  son  of  the  man  that  the  King 
Louis  XI  of  France  used  to  build  all  his  fortresses. 
So  this  La  Rougerie  had  considered  very  well  the 
situation  and  extent  of  this  Castle  that  upon  three 
faces  was  thundered  upon  by  the  seas  at  high  tide. 
Then  that  La  Rougerie  perceived  at  about  ten  yards 
from  the  North-east  end  of  the  Castle,  a  crag  of  rock 
well  in  the  sea  even  at  high  tide,  in  shape  like  a  dog's 
tooth  and  nothing  useful  except  to  gannets,  and  not 
even  to  them  of  much  use,  for  they  would  not  build 
their  nests  so  near  the  Castle.  So  this  La  Rougerie 
had  advised  that  Lord  Lovell  that  he  should  build 
upon  that  rock  a  great  slender  but  very  high  tower, 
with  walls  of  stone  six  yards  in  thickness.  For  the 
first  eighty  feet  of  its  height  there  should  be  no 
openings  at  all,  not  so  much  as  slits  for  the  firing  of 
arrows.  And  in  the  windowless  chambers  there  the 
Lord  Lovell    should    keep    his   treasure    walled    up. 
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And  above  these  there  should  be  rooms  for  the  guards 
with  arrow  holes  in  the  form  of  crosses,  and  above 
these  fairer    rooms    with    somewhat  larger  windows, 
where  the  Lord  Lovell  and  his  family  might  retire,  if 
so   be  his  Castle  should   be  taken,  and  above  these 
dwelling  rooms  should  be  attics  and  granaries  where 
gunpowder  and  ammunition  should    be   stored    and 
arrows  and  the  quarrels  of  cross-bows,  and  there  the 
sakers  should  be  kept  so  that  they  should  not  rust 
upon  the  battlements  in  time  of  peace.     And  there 
were  pulleys  for  hauling  up  these  cannons  on  to  the 
battlements  above.     Seven  of  these  sakers  there  were 
that   could  cast  a  bullet  weighing  thirty  pounds  of 
stone  or  fifty  of  iron,  in  full  flight  into  the  furthest 
part   of  that  Castle  upon   which    those  battlements 
looked  down  as  a  church  steeple  looks  into  the  grave- 
yard.    For  this   tower  was  intended    solely  for   the 
protection  of  that  lord  and  his  people  in  case  any 
enemy  should   take   the  Castle   itself.     They  would 
retreat  there  by  a  little  narrow  drawbridge  giving 
into  a  very  little  door  at  the  foot  of  the  tower,  being 
thirty  feet  long,  and  over  a  piece  of  sea  that  by  nature 
of  the  currents,  and  by  reason  that  the   Frenchman 
hollowed  out  the  rocks,  ran  there  almost  tempestuously 
if  there   were   any  wind   at   all,  which   happened  on 
most  days  in  these  parts.     And  once  there,  the  Lord 
Lovell  could  thunder  upon  his  Castle  thus  taken  by 
enemies  with  cannon   balls  of  stone  and   iron,   with 
arrows  and  with  iron  bolts  shot  by  arbalists.     There 
could  not  any  inch  of  that   Castle  go  unscarched,  for 
the   battlements   were   one  hundred   feet   above    the 
keep  itself. 

This  then  was  the  White  Tower  upon  which  the 
Young  Lovell  stood.     Up  to  the  seaward  side  of  this 
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tower  he  had  come  from  a  boat,  just  before  sunrise, 
climbing  up  iron  spikes  that  were  inserted  in  the 
mortar  for  that  purpose,  and  coming  to  a  very  small 
door  in  the  guard  room.  This  tower  had  been  held 
for  him  by  Richard  Bek,  Robert  Bulman,  and  Bertram 
Bullock,  who  had  been  its  captains,  and  dwelt  there 
in  his  father's  day,  being  much  trusted  by  the  old 
Lord  Lovell.  These  esquires,  with  ten  men,  had 
held  this  tower  very  stoutly  against  them  of  the 
Castle  that  could  in  no  wise  come  to  them.  To  them 
had  resorted  ten  or  fifteen  other  stout  fellows,  that 
had  slipped  in  over  the  drawbridge  or  came  there  by 
climbing  up  the  spikes  of  the  seaward  wall.  They 
victualled  themselves  how  they  could  from  the  sea  ; 
but  indeed  they  had  food  enough  within  the  tower 
of  the  old  lord's  storing,  except  that  at  first  they 
lacked  of  fresh  meat,  which  in  the  summer  time  was 
a  grievous  thing. 

What  the  Young  Lovell  could  not  tell  was  how 
many  men  they  of  the  Castle  had,  for  some  reported 
that  they  had  as  few  as  a  hundred  and  eighty,  and 
others  as  many  as  three  hundred.  How  that  might 
be  it  was  very  difficult  to  say,  for  there  was  a 
constant  coming  and  going  between  Castle  Lovell 
and  Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle,  as  well  as  Wall- 
houses,  where  the  evil  knight,  Henry  Vesey,  had  his 
men.  In  short,  if  they  had  withdrawn  all  their  men 
into  Castle  Lovell  they  might  have  three  hundred 
well  armed  between  them.  And  this  the  Young 
Lovell  thought  might  be  the  case,  for  when  he  had 
taken  the  tower  of  Cullerford  there  had  been  very 
few  men  there,  or  none  at  all.  So  he  judged  that  Sir 
Simonde  Vesey  would  have  been  forced  by  agree- 
ment to  withdraw  all  his  men  from  Haltwhistle  to 
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the  defence  of  that  Castle  if  Sir  Walter  Limousin  had 
agreed  to  leave  Cullerford  defenceless.  And  without 
doubt,  too,  the  Vesey  of  Wallhouses  would  have  his 
men  there  as  well.  Thus  there  might  be  as  many  as 
three  hundred  stout  fellows  there,  and  that  might 
make  the  adventure  a  difficult  one,  for  the  Young 
Lovell  had  not  gathered  any  more  men  himself, 
though  what  he  had  were  mostly  very  proved  fighting 
men,  there  being  five  knights  that  were  his  friends, 
twenty-seven  esquires,  one  hundred  and  twenty  of 
his  own  men,  and  those  the  best,  and  one  hundred 
and  seventy  that  were  the  picked  men  of  his  friends 
and  of  the  Lady  Margaret  of  Glororem. 

So  he  had  gone  up  to  the  battlements  to  see  how 
many  men  he  could  observe  in  that  Castle.  But 
because  he  could  not  very  well  see  between  the 
openings  in  the  battlements,  he  seized  his  chance 
and  sprang  on  to  the  very  top  of  the  stones.  He 
had  observed  the  watchman  on  the  keep  below  him. 
This  man  walked  regularly  from  side  to  side,  keeping 
his  watch,  and  at  each  turn  he  would  be  gone 
regularly  for  as  long  as  you  could  count  ninety-eight. 
So,  in  the  absence  of  that  watchman,  he  stood  there 
and  looked  down. 

But  until  he  stood  there  many  things  had  gone 
before  ;  there  were  so  many  people  active  about  his 
affairs.  There  were  the  Bishop  Palatine,  Sir  Bertram 
of  Lyonesse,  the  old  Princess  of  Croy,  the  Lady 
Margaret,  the  Earl  of  Northumberland,  the  bonds- 
man Hugh  Raket,  and  the  people  in  the  Castle 
themselves.  And  all  these  ran  up  and  down  that 
county  of  Northumberland  upon  the  Young  Lovell's 
affairs. 

Let  us  consider  them  in  that  order. 
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First  there  was  the  Bishop  Palatine,  John  Sher- 
wood.    He  did  not  stir  himself  much.     Nevertheless 
he  sent  a  messenger  to  the  people  of  the  Castle — the 
Knights  of  Cullerford,  Haltwhistle,  and  Wallhouses, 
as  well  as  the  Decies.     He  warned  them  that  he  had 
given  his  full  absolution  to  the  Young  Lovell,  and 
had  accepted  his  homage  as  a  tenant-in-chief  of  the 
See  of  Durham.     He  commanded  them,  therefore,  on 
pain  of  absolution,  to  evacuate  the  Castle  and  lands  of 
that    lord.      Those    in    the    Castle    replied    with    an 
assurance  of  their  ready  and  prompt  obedience  to  the 
Prince  Bishop.      They  said  that  they  would  imme- 
diately set  the  Young  Lovell  in  possession  of  all  such 
lands  and  emoluments  as  he  held  as  tenant-in-chief 
of  the  Palatine  see.     They  would  do  it  immediately 
upon   his   producing   to   them    the   title   deeds   and 
charters  of  such  lands  of  his.     For,  as  matters  were, 
they  did  not  know  which  of  his  lands  and  townships 
he  held  of  the  Prince  Bishop  and  which  of  the  King, 
their  most  dread  lord.     As  for  his  holdings  from  the 
King,    those   they   could    not,    nay,   they   dare   not, 
surrender  ;    for   these   had   been    adjudged    to  them 
by  a  writ  fouled  in  the  court  of  the  Warden  of  the 
Eastern  Marches.     That  might  be  a  small  matter  in 
itself,  but,  in  addition  to  the  assigning  of  the  lands  to 
themselves,  there  went  certain  huge  fines  to  the  King, 
as  was  fit  and  proper.     At  that  moment  they  were 
very  ready  to  surrender  their   own  holding  of  the 
Castle,  but  they  could  not  themselves  pay  the  fine 
to    the    King,    for   they   had    not   so    much   money 
amongst    them.       Supposing,     therefore,    that    the 
Young  Lovell  held  that  Castle  of  the   King,  they 
would  be  guilty  of  high  treason  if  they  surrendered 
it   without   paying  those   fines,  and   they  could   not 
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pay  themselves,  neither  could  they  have  any  security 
that  the  Young  Lovell  would  do  so. 

So  they  said  they  would  very  willingly  surrender 
all  the  lands  that  that  lord  held  of  the  Palatine  see 
as  the  Young  Lovell  should  produce  to  them  his 
charters  and  show  which  was  which. 

This  was  a  very  cunning  answer,  for  by  professing 
to  be  so  ready  to  surrender  at  the  command  of  the 
Bishop  that  prelate  was  precluded  from  proceeding  to 
their  instant  excommunication  which  he  would  have 
done.  That  would  have  caused  at  least  half  of  their 
men,  if  not  a  greater  proportion,  to  fall  away  from 
them,  for  there  was  a  sufficiency  of  piety  left  in  the 
North  parts.  Moreover,  as  against  that  answer,  the 
Bishop  iWas  advised  that  he  could  not,  as  he  would 
willingly  have  done,  send  his  own  forces  with  the 
Young  Lovell  against  the  Castle.  For  it  was  true 
enough  that,  until  the  Young  Lovell  could  appeal 
against  that  judgment  of  the  Lord  Percy's,  those  false 
knights  held  a  certain  part  of  his  lands  in  the  interests 
of  the  King,  so  that  the  Prince  Bishop  could  not  well 
war  upon  them. 

As  for  the  Young  Lovell's  deeds  and  charters  they 
were  hidden  up  by  the  Knight  of  Haltwhistle  in  his 
tower  at  that  place,  so  that,  for  the  moment,  he  could 
by  no  means  come  at  them  and  it  was  difficult  for  the 
Bishop's  advisers  to  say  how  he  might  have  them 
again.  For  they  had  not  even  any  certain  evidence 
that  those  muniments  were  at  Haltwhistle.  The 
Young  Lovell  had  the  news  of  Elizabeth  Campstones, 
his  old  nurse,  and  she  was  a  prisoner  in  the  Castle.  It 
was  true  that  the  lawyer  Stone  had  by  that  time  come 
round  to  the  side  of  the  Young  Lovell,  and  he  was 
assured   that   those   charters   and    deeds    had    been 
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removed  to  the  tower  at  Haltwhistle.  Still  he  had 
not  seen  this  done,  for  they  had  gone  at  dead  of  night. 

Therefore  the  Bishop  wrote  another  letter  to  them 
of  the  Castle,  saying  he  was  assured  that  they  and  no 
others  held  all  those  deeds  and  summoning  them 
immediately  to  surrender.  To  this  the  Decies 
answered  that  he  had  not  those  deeds  and  papers  :  that 
they  were  very  certainly  not  in  that  fortress  as  far  as 
he  commanded  it :  that  he  would  very  willingly 
surrender  them,  but  he  did  not  know  where  they 
were.  He  imagined  that  they  might  be  in  the  White 
Tower  over  which  he  had  no  control. 

The  lawyer  Stone  said  that  that  might  very  well 
be  the  truth  that  was  in  the  Decies'  mind.  For  that 
ignorant  fool  was  mostly  heavy  with  wine.  The  evil 
Knight  of  Wallhouses  had  counselled  the  others  that 
they  should  make  the  Decies  commander  in  name  of 
that  Castle  at  the  very  first,  so  that  if  any  penalties 
should  fall  on  any  heads  for  the  seizure  it  should  be 
on  the  Decies'.  Moreover,  they  had  removed  the 
muniments  without  telling  the  Decies,  so  that  they 
might  the  more  easily  be  rid  of  him  when  it  served 
their  turn. 

Thus  the  Bishop's  advisers  said  that  here  was  a 
very  difficult  and  lengthy  matter  to  deal  with.  For  if 
the  Bishop  should  write  to  any  one  of  those  cunning 
people  for  those  deeds  he  would  immediately,  or 
beforehand,  pass  them  on  to  the  other  and  say  he 
could  not  surrender  them  since  he  had  them  not.  If 
on  the  other  hand  he  wrote  to  them  all  at  once  they 
would  give  the  deeds  to  their  wives  or  to  some  safe 
person  and  so  make  the  same  answer.  So  they  must 
issue  writs  against  all  the  county  at  the  same  moment. 

So  far  the  Bishop  had  got  in  those  fourteen  days. 
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In   the  meantime  it  was  the  turn  of  the   Knight  of 
Lyonesse. 

This  Sir  Bertram  rode  well  attended  to  the  Castle 
of  Warkvvorth  to  talk  with  the  Earl  of  Northumber- 
land and  to  lay  before  him  all  the  truth  of  that 
matter,  and  how  the  King  did  not  wish  that  the  North 
parts  should  be  enraged  against  him.  And  at  first 
the  Earl  treated  this  Cornish  knight  with  little 
courtesy.  But  very  soon  that  Sir  Bertram  showed  to 
the  Earl  a  paper  that  he  had  of  the  King  to  empower 
Sir  Bertram  to  remove  the  Earl  from  the  wardenship 
of  the  Eastern  Marches  if  the  Earl  would  not  do  all 
that  Sir  Bertram  bade  him.  And  Sir  Bertram  proved 
to  the  Earl  how  necessary  it  was,  the  King's  purse 
being  at  that  time  in  no  good  condition,  to  win  the 
goodwill  of  the  great  lords  of  the  North.  He  said 
that  the  Earl  might  take  all  that  he  could  get  from 
the  poorer  people,  but  the  nobles  he  must  keep  his 
claws  from. 

Then  the  Earl  agreed  with  Sir  Bertram  upon  that 
matter  and  they  set  their  heads  together  to  see  what 
they  might  do.  And  here  again  it  was  no  easy 
matter  to  act  by  course  of  law.  For  there  was  no 
doubt  that  the  Earl  had  given  his  judgment  against 
the  Young  Lovell,  and  there  was  no  process  that  he 
knew  of  by  which  he  could  reverse  a  judgment  that 
he  had  once  given.  The  Young  Lovell  must  make 
an  appeal  to  the  King  in  Council  and  that  was  a  long 
process.  The  Earl  was  willing — though  not  over- 
willing — to  call  out  his  own  ban  and  arriere  ban  and  to 
take  Castle  Lovell  by  due  course  of  siege.  But,  if  he 
did  that,  he  must  kill  utterly  the  Decies,  the  two 
other  knights,  Sir  Henry  Vesey  of  Wallhouses,  and 
the  two  sisters  of  the  Young  Lovell.     Moreover,  to  do 
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as  much,  the  Earl  must  draw  off  a  great  number  of 
his  men,  and  he  did  not  trust  some  of  his  neighbours 
over  much.  Also,  if  any  one  of  those  persons 
escaped  he  or  she  would  have  cause  to  begin  endless 
lawsuits  against  the  Percy  for  slaying  the  others  or 
even  for  taking  the  Castle  from  them.  For  th^y  had 
his  own  writ  for  holding  it.  Moreover,  the  Young 
Lovell  would  by  no  means  hear  of  the  Percy's  laying 
siege  to  his  Castle.  For  all  that  Sir  Bertram  could 
say,  he  declared  that  if  the  Percy  did  this  he  would 
fall  upon  the  Percy's  forces  with  his  own  men.  He 
said  that,  in  the  first  place  it  would  be  black  shame 
to  him  ;  in  the  second,  the  Percy  must  needs  bang 
Castle  Lovell  about  more  than  he  himself  would  care 
to  see,  before  ever  he  came  in  ;  and  finally  the  Young 
Lovell  shrewdly  doubted  whether  the  Percy  would 
ever  come  out  again  once  he  was  in. 

In  the  same  way  the  Young  Lovell  would  have  no 
men  of  the  Percy  to  help  him  in  the  attack  on  his 
Castle,  for  he  would  not  trust  the  Earl  of  Northumber- 
land. Thus  the  Knight  of  Lyonesse  did  very  little  of 
what  he  was  most  minded  to  do.  For  he  wished  not 
only  to  help  the  Young  Lovell  and  so  make  him  a 
friend  to  the  King,  but  he  desired  to  reconcile  him 
with  the  Earl  of  Northumberland  that  there  might  be 
peace  in  the  North  parts.  However,  Sir  Bertram 
achieved  this  much,  that  the  Young  Lovell  would 
let  the  Lord  of  Alnwick  be  in  peace  if  the  Lord  of 
Alnwick  would  let  him  be,  and  that  was  some- 
thing gained,  for  at  first  the  Young  Lovell  had 
declared  that  he  would  try  it  out  with  the  Percy 
as  soon  as  he  had  achieved  his  first  enterprise. 
But  the  Percy  sent  him  a  very  courteous  apology, 
saying  that  he  had  delivered  his  judgment  against  the 
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Young  Lovell  only  because  he  must  do  so  as  a  justice 
according  to  the  law  as  the  lawyers  advised  him  and 
that  now  he  was  very  sorry  that  he  had  done  it. 

For  now  the  raider  Gib  Elliott  was  boasting  in  all 
the  market  towns  that  he  had  access  to,  saying  that 
he  had  held  the  Young  Armstrong  prisoner  for  three 
months  and  had  ransomed  him  in  Edinburgh.  This 
Elizabeth  Campstones,  his  foster-cousin,  had  got  him 
to  do,  sending  him  word  by  a  little  boy  and  the 
promise  of  fifty  French  crowns.  And  indeed  he  was 
very  glad  to  do  it,  since  it  might  not  only  cause 
strong  fellows  to  resort  to  him  for  the  renown  of  it, 
but  it  might  gain  him  the  friendship  of  the  Young 
Lovell,  which  would  be  a  good  thing  for  his  widow 
when  he  came  to  be  hanged  at  Carlisle. 

And  everybody  was  very  glad  of  that  rumour — 
the  Bishop  Palatine  because  it  was  more  to  the  credit 
of  the  Young  Lovell  whom  he  supported  ;  the  Earl 
of  Northumberland  and  Sir  Bertram  of  Lyonesse, 
because  it  afforded  them  an  excuse  for  writing  broad 
letters  to  the  King  and  his  Council,  asking  that  the 
former  judgment  given  by  the  Earl  might  be  reversed 
because  of  the  perjury  by  which  it  was  obtained. 
The  Young  Lovell  was  glad  of  it  too.  He  thought 
that  it  was  better  for  his  bondsmen  that  they  should 
not  believe  that  their  lord  had  spent  three  months 
gazing  on  a  fairy  woman.  For  that  otherwise  they 
would  believe  and  that  it  was  some  make  of  sorcery, 
for  all  that  the  Bishop  had  given  him  absolution.  The 
Young  Lovell  considered  that  it  is  not  always  good 
for  the  lower  orders,  set  in  their  places  by  God,  to 
know  truths  apart  from  the  truths  of  Holy  Church. 
For  the  lower  orders  have  weak  brains  wherein  too 
much  truth  is  like  new  wine  in  feeble  bottles. 

S 
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But  the  Knight  of  Lyonesse,  who  had  been 
bidden  by  King  Henry,  if  he  could,  to  establish 
himself  in  the  North  parts  with  lands  and  worship, 
and  to  do  it,  if  possible,  without  calling  upon  the 
King  to  pay  for  it,  went  upon  another  enterprise 
before  June  was  fourteen  days  old.  For  on  all  hands 
he  heard  that  the  Lady  Rohtraut  of  Castle  Lovell 
was  the  richest  dowager  for  lands  in  all  Northumber- 
land, and  by  the  disposition  of  his  mind  he  was  not 
desirous  of  marrying  a  young  girl  that  might  make  a 
mock  of  him  or  worse.  Moreover,  he  heard  that  the 
Lady  Rohtraut  was  a  fair  enough  woman  of  forty- 
three,  with  a  good  temper  if  she  were  well-used  and 
not  dishonoured,  and  that  he  thought  he  could  do 
well  enough.  So  he  was  doubly  anxious  to  be  of 
service  to  the  Young  Lovell,  for,  the  more  he  heard  of 
it,  the  more  he  was  certain  that  this  lady  would  make 
a  good  match  for  him,  and  that  so  he  would  please 
King  Henry. 

For  her  lands  were  broad  and  mostly  fertile  for 
the  North  ;  her  Castle  at  Cramlin  would  be  a  very 
strong  Castle  after  the  Young  Lovell  had  finished  the 
repairs  to  it  at  his  own  expense  and  it  stood  very 
handy  at  the  entrance  into  Northumberland,  so  that 
with  help  in  men  from  the  King,  he  might  very  easily 
work  against  troubles  in  that  part,  whether  they  came 
from  the  North  or  the  South. 

So,  being  in  that  mind,  he  went  after  ten  days  to 
pay  his  devoirs  to  the  old  Princess  of  Croy,  for,  after 
he  had  dwelt  with  her  for  one  day,  he  had  considered 
that  she  desired  to  charge  him  too  much  for  his  lodg- 
ing and  that  he  could  do  better  for  himself  at  an  inn, 
where  he  could  send  out  for  his  meat  and  have  it 
cooked  by  his  own  man  at  the  common  fire.     He  had 
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enquired   of  the    prices  of  meat  in    that    town  and 
found  that  that  was  so. 

But  now  he  wished  that  he  had  not  done  that, 
since  he  might  have  gained  more  of  the  old  Princess's 
favour  by  paying  her  exorbitant  prices.  However,  he 
found  that  that  was  not  the  case,  for  that  Princess  had 
so  great  a  respect  for  money  that  she  esteemed  a  man 
the  more  for  being  careful  of  his  purse  strings,  even 
though  it  hurt  her  own  pocket.  So  she  greeted  him 
with  pleasure  and  said  that  she  wished  her  son,  Lord 
Dacre,  had  been  another  such. 

Sir  Bertram  had  observed  a  great  white  mule — the 
largest  he  had  ever  seen — to  stand  before  her  door, 
and  she  told  him  that  she  was  just  about  to  set  out 
upon  a  journey.  For,  said  she,  and  her  face  bore 
every  sign  of  fury,  the  Young  Lovell,  as  Sir  Bertram 
had  heard,  had  treated  her  with  lewd  disrespect  and 
she  was  minded  to  read  him  a  lesson.  "  Madam  and 
my  Granddam  and  gentle  Princess,"  he  had  said  to 
her — and  she  mimicked  his  tones  with  so  much  anger 
that  she  spat  on  each  side  of  her,  "  my  mother  has 
languished  in  prison  during  half  a  year  and  all  that 
time  you  have  done  nothing  for  her." 

And  now,  the  old  woman  said,  she  was  going  to 
do  something  for  her  daughter  that  the  Young  Lovell 
would  never  dare  to  do.  For  upon  a  pillion  on  that 
mule,  behind  her  old  steward,  she  was  about  to  ride 
to  Castle  Lovell.  No  guards  she  would  take  and  no 
bowman,  and  there  was  no  other  Christian  in  the  City 
of  Durham  that  dare  do  as  much  in  those  dangerous 
lands.  And  being  come  to  Castle  Lovell,  she  would 
release  her  daughter  with  her  own  hands  and  all 
alone,  and  what  make  of  a  boasting  fool  would  that 
Young  Lovell  appear  then  ! 
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The  Knight  of  Cornwall,  when  he  heard  those 
words,  bent  one  knee  on  the  ground  and  begged  that 
that  Princess  would  take  him  with  her,  for  he  would 
gladly  do  so  much  for  that  fair  lady  as  well  as  witness 
the  Princess  doing  these  things.  The  Princess  looked 
at  him  sideways  in  a  queer  glance  and  said  that  he 
might  do  if  he  would  bring  no  men-at-arms  to  spoil 
the  fame  of  her  feat.  He  answered  that  he  had  the 
courage  for  that,  but  he  said  gravely  that  it  might  be 
for  the  comfort  of  the  Lady  Rohtraut,  who  had  not 
the  courage  of  her  mother  and  would  fear  to  travel 
alone,  if  his  men-at-arms  to  the  number  of  forty 
followed  behind  them,  and  so,  meeting  them  at  Belford 
or  somewhere  in  that  neighbourhood,  guarded  them 
on  the  homeward  road.  The  Princess  said  that  he 
might  do  that. 

So  they  rode  out  and  in  four  days'  time  they  came 
to  Castle  Lovell.  The  Princess  was  on  the  white 
mule  behind  her  steward  and  Sir  Bertram  was  on  a 
little  horse.  For,  although  he  would  have  presented 
a  more  splendid  appearance  to  the  Lady  Rohtraut 
upon  a  charger,  he  did  not  wish  to  be  at  the  charges 
for  horsefeed  for  such  a  great  animal,  whereas  the 
galloway  could  subsist  off  the  grass  and  herbs  that  it 
found  by  the  roadway,  though  all  green  things  were 
by  that  time  much  withered  by  the  drought.  Such 
weather  had  never  been  known  in  the  North  parts. 

They  met  with  no  robbers ;  only,  as  they  went 
near  the  sea  to  avoid  the  town  of  Morpeth  so  that 
the  Young  Lovell  should  not  hear  of  this  adventure, 
he  being  at  Cramlin  all  this  time — near  High 
Clibburn  and  just  north  of  Widdrington  Castle  there 
met  with  them  Adam  Swinburn,  a  broken  gentleman 
with  ten  fellows  and  would  have  robbed  them.     But 
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when  he  heard  how  they  were  going  to  rescue  the 
Lady  Rohtraut  that  all  the  world  was  talking  of  he 
burst  into  an  immoderate  fit  of  laughter.  For  he  had 
never  had  such  cause  for  amusement  as  to  see  this  fat 
old  woman  holding  on  behind  a  lean  old  servingman, 
with  a  man  all  in  silks  and  colours  with  a  great  brown 
beard  upon  a  little  horse  beside  her,  his  feet  brushing 
the  ground.  And  these  three  were  going  to  storm  a 
mighty  Castle  that  no  forces  before  ever  had  sufficed 
to  take.  So,  when  he  had  done  laughing,  he  rode 
with  them  a  great  piece  of  the  way,  even  as  far  as 
Lesbury  and  past  Warkworth.  For  he  said  that  if 
the  Earl  of  Northumberland  saw  them  he  would 
certainly  rob  them  and  so  deprive  that  countryside  of 
a  great  jest.  Sir  Bertram  found  this  Adam — who 
was  red-headed  like  all  the  Swinburns — very 
pleasant  company,  and  when  they  parted  Sir 
Bertram  swore  that  when  it  came  to  hanging  that 
Adam  he  would  pray  the  King,  if  he  could  not  save 
his  life,  at  least  to  let  it  be  done  with  a  silken  rope. 

So,  on  the  fourteenth  day  of  June,  at  eleven  in 
the  morning — and  that  was  seven  hours  after  the 
Young  Lovell  took  and  burned  the  tower  of  Culler- 
ford — the  mule  being  very  tired  and  the  galloway 
none  too  fresh,  that  company  of  five,  men  and  beasts, 
climbed  wearily  up  the  hill  to  Castle  Lovell.  The 
captain  of  the  tower  called  Wanshot  where  the  gate 
was,  let  them  pass,  for  he  could  not  see  any  danger 
from  this  old  woman  and  the  man  in  silks.  At  the 
door  of  the  keep  the  Princess  slid  down  from  her 
mule,  and  pushing  the  guards  there  in  the  chest  with 
her  crutch,  she  went  past  them  into  the  great  hall 
and  the  guards  let  Sir  Bertram  follow  her.  In  the 
hall,  and  crossing  it,   they   found   Sir  Henry  Vesey 
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devising  beside  a  pillar  with  his  sister-in-law  Douce 
that  was  a  little  woman.  The  Princess  with  a  furious 
voice  bade  this  Lady  Douce  fall  upon  her  knees,  for 
this  was  her  granddaui.  That  the  Lady  Douce  did, 
for  she  could  think  of  no  reason  to  excuse  her 
from  it. 

Then  the  Princess  Rohtraut  began  to  call  out  for 
the  keys  of  her  daughter's  room,  and  various  men 
came  running  in  as  well  as  the  Lady  Isopel,  that  was 
the  other  grand-daughter.     There  was  a  great  noise, 
and  so  Sir  Bertram   of  Lyonesse    drew    Sir    Henry 
Vesey  behind   a  pillar,  and  in  a  low  voice  strongly 
enjoined  on  him  to  let  the  Lady  Rohtraut  go.     For 
he  said  that  he  was  the  King's  commissioner  and  that 
all  that  were  in  that  Castle  were  in  a  very  evil  case, 
for  very  likely  it  would  soon  be  taken  and  all  the  men 
there  hanged.     And  he  said  that  Sir  Henry  was  in  a 
different  case  from  the  other  leaders  and  that  he,  Sir 
Bertram,  promised  to  save  his  life  and  gain  favour  for 
him  with  the  King  if  he  would  let  the  Lady  Rohtraut 
go.     Moreover,  he  whispered  that,  Sir  Symonde  his 
brother  being  dead,  Sir  Henry  might  have  his  lands 
and  be  free  to  love  his  sister-in-law  as  he  listed.     For 
the  rumour  went  that  this  evil  knight  was  over-fond 
of  the  Lady  Douce,  and  it  was  in  that  way  Elizabeth 
Campstones  saved  her  life.    For,  when  there  was  talk 
of  hanging  her  for  having  talked  to  the  Young  Lovell, 
she    told    the  Lady  Douce   that   she   would    inform 
against  her  to  her  husband — which  well  she  could  do. 
So  the  Lady  Douce  begged  her  life  of  the  others. 

And  after  Sir  Bertram  had  talked  for  a  time  to  Sir 
Henry  Vesey,  making  him  those  fair  promises,  Sir 
Henry  sent  a  boy  for  the  keys  of  Wanshot  Tower. 
When    he  had  them  he  begged   that  Princess  very 
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courteously  to  follow  him,  saying  that  he  would  take  her 
to  her  daughter  and  so  set  her  free.  Then  began  a  great 
clamour  between  the  Ladies  Douce  and  Isopel.  The 
Lady  Isopel  said  that  Sir  Henry  should  not  do  this, 
the  Lady  Douce  that  he  should,  for  she  was  in  all 
things  the  slave  of  Sir  Henry,  and  that  the  Lady 
Isopel  told  her  very  loudly.  But  the  Knights  of 
Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle  had  ridden  out  to  see  if 
they  could  have  news  of  the  Young  Lovell,  for  they 
knew  that  he  was  gathering  his  forces  to  come  against 
them. 

So  Sir  Henry  did  not  at  all  heed  the  clamour  of 
the  Lady  Isopel,  but  walked  very  grandly  before  the 
Princess  Rohtraut  to  Wanshot  Tower,  and  sparks  of 
triumph  came  from  that  hobbling  old  woman's  eyes. 
So  when  he  was  come  to  the  door  on  the  inner  side 
of  the  wall  Sir  Henry  gave  into  the  hands  of  the 
Princess  the  two  keys,  one  of  that  door  and  one  of 
the  room  where  the  Lady  Rohtraut  was.  Then  the 
Princess  went  into  that  tower,  and  after  a  space 
down  she  came  again,  and  with  her  were  the  Lady 
Rohtraut  and  Elizabeth  Campstones.  The  Lady 
Rohtraut  took  nothing  away  with  her  but  the  clothes 
she  had  on  her  back.  Only  in  her  great  sleeves  she 
had  her  little  lapdog  called  Butterfly. 

They  went  as  fast  as  they  could  up  the  Belford 
road,  for  they  were  afraid  of  meeting  with  Cullerfurd 
or  Haltwhistle.  But  they  had  only  been  gone  a  little 
way — the  Lady  Rohtraut  and  Elizabeth  Campstones 
riding  on  Sir  Bertram's  galloway — when  they  came 
upon  Sir  Bertram's  men  that  were  riding  over  the  lea 
to  find  him. 

That  was  the  first  sight  Sir  Bertram  had  of  that 
lady  whom  afterwards,  to  the  scandal  of  all  the  North 
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parts,  he  married.  For  he  was  accounted  a  man  of 
very  mean  birth  and  she  a  very  noble  lady.  But  he 
made  her  a  very  good  husband,  doing  her  proper 
honour  and  very  ably  conducting  her  lawsuits,  so  that 
she  had  never  a  word  to  say  against  him. 

As  for  Sir  Henry  Vesey,  when  the  Knights  of 
Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle  came  back,  the  Lady 
Isopel  cried  out  against  him,  calling  him  a  false 
traitor.  But  Sir  Henry  said  that  the  King's  com- 
missioner had  given  him  very  good  reasons  why  they 
should  let  the  Lady  Rohtraut  go.  As  thus  :  The 
Young  Lovell,  as  they  had  known  for  a  week,  held 
that  lady's  Castle  of  Cramlin  as  well  as  her  houses  of 
Plessey  and  Killingworth  and  all  her  lands.  They, 
on  the  other  hand,  held  her  title  deeds,  so  that  was 
all  they  could  have.  If  they  could  have  known  of  the 
taking  of  Castle  Cramlin  earlier,  they  might  have 
taken  it  again,  by  going  there  in  a  hurry,  but  now  the 
Young  Lovell  sat  there,  and  he  was  a  very  difficult 
commander,  and  every  day  more  men  came  in  to  his 
orders.    They  could  never  get  him  out  of  that  Castle. 

But  they  held  that  lady  only  in  order  to  force  her 
willingly  to  resign  those  very  lands  to  them.  What, 
then,  would  it  avail  them  to  hold  her  any  longer, 
bince,  if  she  resigned  them  twenty  times  over,  the 
Young  Lovell  would  never  let  them  go  ?  As  for 
threatening  to  slay  that  lady  if  the  Young  Lovell  did 
not  give  them  her  lands,  that  was  more  than  they 
dare,  so  it  would  enrage  all  that  countryside  against 
them.  Even  as  it  was,  some  that  they  had  counted 
on  as  being  their  friends  had  fallen  away  and,  if  that 
went  further,  they 'would  never  be  able  to  have  fresh 
meat  from  their  towers. 
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So  Sir  Henry  gave  them  many  excellent  reasons 
for  his  action.  The  Knight  of  Cullerford  would  have 
grumbled  against  him,  for  his  wife,  the  Lady  Isopel, 
set  him  to  it.  But  his  brother,  Sir  Symonde,  said  he 
had  done  very  well,  for  his  wife  made  him  say  that. 
The  Decies  was  drunk  and  took  no  part  in  that 
council.  Moreover,  they  were  all  afraid  of  Sir  Henry 
Vesey,  and  he  treated  them  like  children  that  must 
do  his  bidding. 


II 

INDEED  they  had  few  of  them  much  joy  in  that  Castle 
where  at  first  they  had  thought  to  have  had  great 
mirth.      Only  three   days   before    Adam    Swinburn, 
that  had  sworn  to  stand  their  friend,  had  ridden  to  a 
knoll  near  at  hand  and  had  asked  to  have  speech 
with  Sir  Symonde  Vesey,  who  was  more  his  friend 
than  the  others.     So  Sir  Symonde   had  gone  to  a 
little  window  that  was  near  the  ground  in  the  tower 
called   Constance,  and  from  there  had  spoken  with 
him.     And  Adam  Swinburn  had  said  that  in  no  way 
could  he  any  longer  promise  to  aid  them,  for  it  was 
grown  too  dangerous.     He  preferred  to  rob  upon  the 
roads.     And  he  counselled   them  very  strongly   to 
make    a    peace   with    the    Young    Lovell   who   was 
gathering  many  men,  all  the  countryside  being  his 
friends,  and  had  sworn  to  hang  every  man  of  them 
that  was  a  leader  from  the  White  Tower,  and  to  put 
his  sisters  into  nunneries.     And  he  said  that  John  of 
Rokehope  and  James  Cra'ster  the  younger,  as  well 
as  Haggerston  and  Lame  Cresswell,  who  desired  to 
make  their  peace  with  King  Henry,  were  all  of  like 
mind  with  him. 

It  was  upon  his  homeward  journey  from  saying 
this  that  Adam  Swinburn  had  come  upon  the 
Princess  Rohtraut  and  Bertram  of  Lyonesse. 

All    these    people,   Cra'ster,    Haggerston,    Lame 
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Cresswell,  Adam  Swinburn,  and  others  had,  in  the 
earlier  days  of  their  being  at  Castle  Lovell,  held 
high  revel  there  with  them.  They  were  mostly  rude 
and  boisterous  gentry  of  very  good  family  who, 
having  been  ruined  fighting  for  or  against  King 
Edward  IV,  King  Richard  or  King  Henry,  were 
outlawed  and  lived  by  robbery,  which  was  also  the 
case  with  Sir  Henry  Vesey,  of  Wallhouses.  And 
when  those  of  the  Castle  had  at  first  seemed  to  be 
triumphing  these  raiders  had  made  great  cause  with 
them.  They  hoped  that  thus  they  might  get  their 
lands  again  of  the  King.  So  they  had  feasted  there 
and  drunk  and  slept  in  one  tower  or  another  along 
the  walls,  and  had  sworn  to  hold  those  towers  if  ever 
Castle  Lovell  was  attacked. 

But,  by  little  and  little,  all  of  these  gentry  had 
wanted  money,  and  of  that  those  of  that  Castle  had 
very  little  or  none  at  all  to  give  them.  All  the  old 
Lord  Lovell's  money  was  in  the  White  Tower,  and 
the  bondsmen  and  other  feudal  debtors  of  Castle 
Lovell  refused  them  their  dues. 

These  things  were  very  sore  blows  to  those  of  the 
Castle.  They  had  hoped  that  Richard  Bek,  the 
captain  of  the  White  Tower,  would  surrender  that 
money  to  them  so  that  they  would  have  been  able  to 
give  some  of  it  to  those  boon  companions.  But 
Richard  Bek  would  not  even  answer  their  summonses  ; 
and  when  they  had  begged  the  outlaws  to  aid  them 
to  take  the  White  Tower,  James  Cra'ster  had 
answered  courteously  for  the  rest  that  uiey  would 
very  willingly  have  done  it  had  they  had  wings,  but 
they  were  not  gannets  nor  yet  the  angels  of  God, 
and  so  they  could  not.  It  wa:>  the  same  thing  when 
those  of  the  Castle  asked  the  outlaws  to  ride  down 
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among  the  bondsmen  that  would  not  pay  their  rent- 
hens.     None  of  them  would  do  it. 

For  the  truth  of  the  matter  was  that  Adam 
Swinburn  and  the  rest  were  too  good  friends  of 
Hugh  Raket,  Barty  of  the  Comb,  Corbit  Jock,  the 
Widow  Taylor  with  her  seven  able  sons,  and  the  rest. 
They  were  the  most  capable  rievers  that  they  could 
find  to  ride  under  their  leadership  into  Scotland  or 
elsewhere.  Even  Sir  Henry  Vesey,  of  Wallhouses, 
had  their  aid  and  company  at  times. 

For  the  matter  of  that,  Sir  Henry  Vesey,  of 
Wallhouses,  was  not  so  very  eager  to  aid  them  of 
the  Castle  ;  as  the  time  went  on  he  grew  less  keen 
about  it.  For  what  they  got  out  of  it  beyond  the 
shelter  of  the  stone  walls  he  could  not  tell. 

At  the  first  his  brother  and  Sir  Walter  Limousin 
had  promised  him  his  share  of  the  plunder  in  the 
Castle  and  the  money  in  the  White  Tower.  But 
the  plunder  in  the  Castle  had  been  a  small  matter. 
It  was  not  much  they  had  got  for  the  armour  sold  to 
Morpeth,  though  he  had  taken  some  of  the  best 
pieces  and  sent  them  for  safety  to  Wallhouses  ;  they 
had  got  very  little  for  such  furnishings  and  carpets  as 
they  had  sold  to  the  German  at  Sunderland,  and  the 
jewels,  as  has  been  told,  they  could  not  sell  at  all. 

They  had  the  Castle,  but  in  it  not  much  more 
than  two  hundred  men,  which  was  little  to  hold  so 
so  great  a  place  with.  Thus  they  could  not  hold  it, 
as  castles  are  held,  as  a  place  from  which  to  ride 
out  and  rob  in  the  Borders  ;  they  could  not  spare 
the  men. 

So,  when  Adam  Swinburn  and  the  others  under- 
stood how  that  case  really  was,  they  went,  one  after 
the  other,  away  from  the  towers  in  the  wall  where 
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they  had  slept  with  their  men.  They  went  with 
courtesy,  saying  that  they  would  come  again  and 
defend  those  towers  if  there  were  need  of  it.  But 
the  truth  of  the  matter  was  that  all  of  the  fresh  meat 
was  eaten,  which  is  a  thing  very  unbearable  in 
summer  ;  the  best  wine  was  all  drunk,  for  they  had 
pressed  heavily  on  the  liquors  in  the  early  days  ; 
they  had  tired  of  all  the  serving  maids  that  there 
were  in  the  Castle  ;  the  Lady  Douce  was  occupied 
with  Sir  Henry  Vesey ;  the  Lady  Isopel  was  ugly 
and  a  shrew.  So  they  had  neither  desirable  wine 
nor  women  ;  not  much  prospect  of  meat  nor  gold, 
and  what  else  should  keep  them  ?  Therefore  they 
rode  away. 

Then  those  of  the  Castle  sat  down  there  to  wait 
until  Richard  Bek,  the  captain  of  the  White  Tower, 
should  surrender,  so  that  they  might  take  the  gold. 
But  that  was  a  long  matter.  For  Richard  Bek  and 
his  men  had  at  their  command  a  great  store  of  the 
best  commodities  that  had  belonged  to  the  late  lord. 
He  had  stored  them  in  that  strong  place  that  was 
made  for  it.  Sugar  even  they  had  and  pepper  and 
pippins,  and  the  best  wine  and  figs  in  honey.  They 
of  the  Castle  had  not  even  fish  for  Fridays  or  none 
but  salted  cod.  But  they  could  see  Richard  Bek 
and  his  men  catching  fish  from  the  sea  with  long 
lines.  The  water  did  not  come  up  far  enough  to  let 
those  in  the  Castle  catch  fish  even  at  high  tides  ;  but 
to  the  foot  of  the  White  Tower  which  was  further 
out  it  came  at  all  times,  and  the  Lord  Lovell,  under 
the  directions  of  the  French  castle-builder,  had  had 
the  rocks  there  hollowed  away  so  that  a  boat  could 
ride  there  very  comfortably  when  the  weather  was 
not    too   rough.      Nevertheless,   over    that     sort    of 
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boat-house  a  machicolation  jutted  out,  so  that  the 
boats  of  any  enemy  could  be  swamped  with  great 
stones  or  set  burning  by  means  of  Greek  fire. 

Thus  those  in  the  Castle  could  perceive  those  of 
the  Tower  receiving  from  the  sea  the  carcases  of 
sheep,  goats,  and  small  bullocks,  so  that  those  men 
lived  very  well  and  comfortably,  and  there  seemed 
little  reason  for  their  ever  rendering  up  that  place 
which  the  Lord  Lovell  had  built  very  cunningly  for 
just  such  an  occasion.  Of  wheat  in  the  Castle  they 
had  a  sufficient  store,  and  also  of  salt  meat  and 
stock  fish. 

For  two  of  the  towers  in  the  outer  wall,  that 
called  Constance  and  that  called  de  Insula,  after  the 
Bishop  of  that  name,  were  nothing  less  than  the  one  a 
wheat  pit  and  the  other  a  brine  cistern.  Those 
towers  contained  a  chamber  each,  in  the  upper  story, 
but  all  beneath  it,  to  the  ground,  was  windowless 
space.  In  the  brine  that  filled  thus  the  tower 
Constance  there  floated  the  carcases  of  two  thousand 
sheep,  one  thousand  swine,  five  hundred  goats,  and 
five  hundred  oxen. 

Thus  they  had  enough  of  that  sort  of  food,  and  in 
addition  they  had  a  great  quantity  of  peas  in  a  barn. 
But  of  fresh  meat  they  had  none  at  all.  When  they 
wished  for  it  they  must  send  for  beasts  to  Cullerford 
or  Haltwhistle,  and  on  the  second  occasion  that  they 
did  this  they  lost  fourteen  steers  and  a  quantity  of 
sheep  and  goats.  For,  as  their  men  drove  these 
beasts  along  by  the  Roman  Wall,  in  a  very  lonely 
spot,  there  came  springing  down  upon  them  a  great 
number  of  men  well  armed,  but  with  their  faces 
blacked.  These  killed  two  of  the  Castle  Lovell  men 
and  drove  away  all  their  cattle  through  a  gap  in  the 
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Wall  towards  the  North.  Those  in  the  Castle 
thought  that  this  had  been  done  by  Haggerston  and 
Lame  Cresswell,  who  were  fast  friends,  and  by  Barty 
of  the  Comb  and  his  fellows.  But  they  had  no  proof 
of  this,  so  they  could  not  even  fyle  a  bill  against 
them  in  the  Warden's  Court.  Moreover,  three  weeks 
before  they  had  heard  that  a  vessel  was  come  to 
Hartlepool  that  had  a  number  of  cannon  on  board 
and  more  than  she  needed  for  her  defence.  These 
they  desired  to  buy  so  as  to  try  conclusions  with  the 
White  Tower.  They  had  with  them  at  that  season 
a  Ridley  of  Willimoteswick  as  a  guest.  He  was  going 
by  sea  into  Holland,  and  to  this  Ridley  they  confided 
the  buying  of  such  cannon  as  he  could  get  for  them 
from  that  ship  as  well  as  a  great  store  of  gunpowder, 
for  this  Ridley  was  a  very  honourable  man  and  they 
could  well  trust  him.  So  they  gave  him  a  hundred 
and  fifty  pounds.  One  or  other  of  those  knights 
might  have  gone  on  this  errand,  but  by  this  time 
they  were  all  grown  very  irritable  and  suspicious, 
and  believed  each  of  them  that  the  others  would 
work  him  some  mischief  if  he  went  away  even  for  a 
little  time.  For  there  they  were  kicking  their  heels 
in  that  fine  summer  weather,  without  comfort  or 
occupation.  They  hardly  dared  to  ride  hunting 
without  such  a  troop  of  men-at-arms  as  scared  all 
the  deer  out  of  the  woods,  and  at  that  season  of  the 
year  they  should  have  been  riding  into  Scotland 
for  their  profit  and  to  do  feats  of  arms.  Yet  there 
they  sat. 

A  week  after  that  they  had  a  letter  from  that 
Ridley  of  Willimoteswick  to  say  that  he  had  not 
bought  their  cannon  and  should  not.  For  he  had 
heard    from   his  cousin   Ridley,  that  was   the    monk 
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Francis  of  Belford,  how  the  Young  Lovell  was  alive 
that  they  had  sworn  to  him  to  be  dead.  Moreover, 
that  lord  had  done  no  sorcery  at  all,  but  all  that  was 
false  witnessing.  Therefore  Ridley  of  Willimoteswick 
counselled  them  very  earnestly  to  give  up  that  Castle 
to  its  rightful  lord  or  he  would  never  be  their  friend 
again.  Moreover,  he  said  that  the  monk  Francis 
advised  him  that  the  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  they 
had  given  him  for  the  purchase  of  cannon  was  no 
money  of  theirs  but  belonged  of  right  to  the  Young 
Lovell.  How  that  might  be  he  did  not  know,  but  he 
was  determined  to  buy  them  no  cannon  and  to  hold 
that  money  in  his  own  hands  until  the  rightful  owner- 
ship should  be  determined. 

Then  those  of  the  Castle  cried  out  on  the  evil  that 
there  was  in  their  world  and  time,  and  that  there  was 
neither  faith  nor  truth  in  man.  The  heat  blazed 
down  upon  them  ;  the  Castle  stank,  and  now  terror 
began  to  come  into  their  souls  so  that  the  women 
wakening  in  the  night  or  walking  round  the  corners 
of  the  stony  corridors  would  scream  out  suddenly. 
For  on  all  hands  they  heard  how  the  Young  Lovell's 
men  resorted  to  him  and  how  Richard  Bek  had  sent 
him  basketsful  of  gold  from  the  White  Tower,  lowering 
them  to  boats  that  came  on  his  behalf  in  the  dawn. 
And  knowing  him  as  well  as  they  did,  they  knew  that 
he  was  a  very  fierce  and  cruel  man  to  evil-doers  and 
destroyers  of  order  in  his  lands. 

Then  there  came  those  letters  from  the  Bishop 
and  spread  dismay  amongst  them,  for  the  Lady  Isopel 
had  a  great  dread  of  priests  and  raised  perpetual 
outcry  in  the  Castle,  asking  that  it  should  be  given  up 
to  the  Bishop.  So  they  answered  those  letters  as 
best  they  could.     Then  came  other  letters  from  the 
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Earl  of  Northumberland  in  which  he  reded  them  very 
strongly  to  give  up  that  Castle  and  sue  for  mercy. 
For,  said  the  Earl,  he  must  now  withdraw  from  them 
all  his  countenance  and  he  had  written  a  broad  letter 
to  the  King  in  his  Council  praying  him  to  reverse  the 
judgment  that  that  Earl  had  given,  on  false  witness 
brought  before  him,  against  the  Young  Lovell. 

So,  upon  that,  they  sent  for  all  the  armed  men 
they  had  from  Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle  and  Wall- 
houses,  and  kept  men  continually  on  the  walls  in  arms, 
for  they  could  not  tell  at  what  moment  the  Young 
Lovell  might  not  break  in  upon  them  like  a  raging  wolf. 
And  at  last  Sir  Henry  Vesey  said  that  the  moment 
was  come  for  them  to  make  the  best  terms  that  they 
could  with  their  kinsman,  and  that  if  they  would  not 
he  would  get  him  gone,  from  that  Castle  with  all  his 
men,  for  who  could  tell  at  what  moment  that  lord 
might  not  burn  down  Wallhouses  itself?  Therefore 
they  sent  a  letter  to  the  Young  Lovell  at  Cramlin 
Castle  where  they  heard  that  he  was,  saying  that  if 
he  would  surrender  to  them  half  his  mother's  lands 
and  ten  thousand  pounds  in  gold  they  would  give  up 
to  him  that  his  Castle  and  go  to  live  in  their  own 
houses  and  towers,  and  as  for  the  Decies  the  Young 
Lovell  might  deal  with  him  how  he  would. 

To  that  letter  no  answer  came  and  their  messenger 
that  bore  it  never  came  back.  Fear  fell  still  more 
upon  them  because  of  this  silence,  in  which  they 
seemed  to  read  better  than  in  any  letter  the  menac- 
ing nature  of  their  kinsman's  fell  spirit.  And  at  that 
time  they  began  to  talk  of  running  each  to  his  own 
home,  and  this  they  would  have  done  but  that  they 
feared  that  in  that  way  the  Young  Lovell  would  fall 
upon  them   the   more   easily,  each   one   in   his   little 
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tower.  Moreover,  their  own  men  would  by  no  means 
suffer  this. 

These  men  were  of  several  minds.  Some  had 
been  promised  great  sums  of  money  to  come  into  that 
Castle,  and  they  would  by  no  means  let  the  Knights  of 
Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle  go  unless  they  had  their 
pay,  but  proposed  to  hold  them  prisoners  there  in  the 
hope  of  receiving  pay  from  the  Young  Lovell.  Others 
thought  that  they  could  very  well  hold  that  strong 
Castle,  beat  off  the  Young  Lovell  and  take  the  White 
Tower,  if  one  of  their  number  were  elected  their 
captain  instead  of  these  irresolute  knights.  Others 
desired  to  murder  those  knights  and  their  ladies,  and 
to  take  the  jewels  that  they  had  and  so  to  scatter 
about  the  country  each  to  his  own  intent. 

The  men  of  Sir  Henry  Vesey  were,  however,  faith- 
ful enough  to  him.  He  made  the  others  pay  them  at 
least,  though  they  could  not  pay  their  own,  and  even 
without  it  they  would  have  been  his  very  good 
servants,  for  he  was  always  a  fortunate  commander  in 
raids,  being  as  cunning  as  a  fox  and  very  brave.  So 
he  knew  himself  to  be  very  safe,  and  he  assured  the 
Lady  Douce  that  she  need  have  no  fear,  for  his  men 
would  protect  her  as  well  as  him.  Of  late  he  had 
thought  much  of  the  Lady  Margaret  Glororem  in  the 
way  of  love — more  particularly  when  he  had  con- 
sidered the  Young  Lovell  to  be  dead.  And  indeed 
that  lady  had  no  hatred  for  him,  since  she  considered 
him  to  be  cunning  and  humorous  and  brave.  And 
possibly  she  would  have  married  him,  for  marry 
somebody  a  rich  young  maiden  must,  be  her  heart 
never  so  broken,  in  the  North. 

So,  in  that  time,  Sir  Henry  Vesey  and  the  Lady 
Douce   had    quarrelled   bitterly,    for   she   was    most 
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jealous.     But     since   the   Young    Lovell    had    come 
again  they  were  once  more  friends. 

So  theretthey  all  sat  and  waited,  the  Knights  of 
Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle  riding  out  daily  a  little 
way  to  see  what  news  they  might  get.  They  heard 
that  there  was  a  great  gathering  of  Eures,  Ridleys, 
Widdringtons  and  others  at  Glororem,  and  at  the 
neighbouring  Castle  of  Bamborough  where  the  King's 
captain  gave  them  shelter.  But  of  where  the  Young 
Lovell  might  be  they  could  get  no  news  ;  only  they 
heard  that  he  had  left  Cramlin,  having  with  him 
nearly  a  hundred  men. 

Of  when  he  would  come  against  them  they  could 
not  tell  at  all ;  they  could  not  even  tell  whether  their 
own  men  would  fight  for  them.  Only  they  thought 
they  might ;  for  the  men  of  the  North  parts  of  those 
days  were  great  fighters  and  would  seldom  miss  an 
opportunity  of  a  tulzie,  unless  there  was  a  great  foot- 
ball match  to  go  to,  and  even  for  that  generally  they 
would  contrive  to  leave  off  a  fight  for  the  time  being, 
to  resume  it  after  the  gam.;  was  over.  And  they 
would  do  as  much  for  a  1  orse-race,  though  they 
preferred  football,  as  being  the  more  dangerous. 


Ill 

In  the  meantime  the  Young  Lovell  had  dwelt  at 
Cramlin.  There  was  nothing  that  had  not  pros- 
pered with  him,  or  that  by  diligence,  cunning  or  swift- 
ness he  had  not  made  to  prosper.  Daily  men 
resorted  to  him  and  sought  his  service,  coming  in 
from  the  hills  and  moors  and  Debateable  Lands,  all 
strong  and  hardy  men  so  that  it  was  difficult  to  make 
a  choice. 

In  a  week's  time  it  was  known   what  his  terms 
were.     To   every    man    that   he  took   with   him   he 
would  give  three  pounds  English,  for  there  would  be 
little  booty  ;  such  prisoners  as  they  took  he  would 
ransom  himself,  for   he  wished  to  have  them  at  his 
disposal  to  spare  or  to  slay  as  seemed  best  to  him. 
Such  cattle  as  they  took  they  might  keep  for  them- 
selves, or  he  would  buy  them  at  a  fair  price,  for  he 
understood  that  there  were  none  left  at  Castle  Lovell, 
where  he  would  need  them  when  he  was  the  lord 
settled  in  that  place.     These  terms  he  would  make 
with  every   man,  whether  of  his  own  men-at-arms, 
those  he  hired  especially,  or  those  that  were  the  men 
of  his  friends.     In  the  meantime  he  would  find  them 
in  wine,  meat,  beer,  bread  and  shelter. 

In  that  way  he  had  soon  four  hundred  picked 
men — being  one  hundred  and  fifty  archers,  two 
hundred  men-at-arms,  and  fifty  of  his  bondsmen  or 
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bondsmen  of  his  friends,  men  that  were  notable,  light 
and  swift-moving  rievers. 

There   had   joined    him    at    Cramlin    five   young 
knights  and  eleven  esquires  that  had  been  his  friends 
before.     These   were    Eures,   Ridleys,   Widdringtons, 
Riddells  of  Felton,  Greys  and   Roddams,  all  being 
young  men   of  his  own  generation.     At  fust  those 
of  them  that  had  fathers,  uncles,  or  guardians  found 
it  a  hard  thing  to  get  the  consent  of  these  to  their 
going.     For  the  days  were  past  then  of  riding  upon 
knight    errantry,   crusades,   chevauchees,    and    other 
enterprises  more  splendid  than  profitable,  and  most 
fathers  would  not  very  willingly  let  their  young  men 
go  fighting   unless   the    gain    in    money  much   out- 
weighed the  costs.     They  would  ride  very  well  into 
Scotland  if  they  were  a  great  many  together,  so  that 
it  was  a  safe  journey  ;  but  at  that  day  France  was 
lost  to  England.     Most  fathers  would  have  gladly  let 
their  sons  ride  into  France ;    such  an  enterprise  as 
that  of  the  Black  Prince  was  still  talked  of.     In  that 
chevauchee  he  had  ridden  through  France  from  north 
to  south,  from  Calais  to  Marseilles, -and  had  sacked 
more  than  six  hundred  towns  and  slain  more  than 
sixty  thousand  men,  meeting  with  very  little  resist- 
ance.     That    had    been    a    very   chivalrous,   gentle, 
joyous,  and   splendid   raid.     But   since   then   France 
was   gone  ;    no    Prince    should    ever    make    such    a 
chevauchee  again  across  that  pleasant  land  ;  and  the 
wars  between  King  Henry  VI  and  King  Edward  IV, 
and  later  between   King  Richard   III  and  him  that 
was  then    King   Henry  had   impoverished   and   em- 
bittered all  the  older  men  of  the  North  that  knew 
things  by  hard  facts  rather  than   books  of  faicts  of 
arms.     These   men   were   rather  bitter,   cynical,   and 
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perforce  mercenary,  than  loyal,  pious,  and  chivalric. 
They   viewed    with    disfavour    this    enterprise    that 
meant  the  attacking  of  a  strong  Castle,  strongly  held, 
with  only  a  few  men,  no  cannon,  and  not  so  much  as 
a  mangonel,  a  catapult,  or  such  old-fashioned  things. 
On  the  other  hand,  if  their  sons  went  to  such  a  siege, 
they  must  go,  richly  caparisoned,  in  the  best  armour 
that  they  or  their  fathers  had,  and  at  great  cost,  for 
the  Young  Lovell  was  a  great  lord,  and  they  could 
not  let  their  sons  and  nephews  come  before  him  in 
ill   harness.     Yet,  in    such   a   desperate   siege,  such 
armour  must  at  least  be  battered  and  dinted,  the 
silken  housings  torn,  the  great  chargers  lamed,  even 
if  the  young  men  were  not  killed  or  held  for  ransom 
in    black  mail  or  white.     And    even  if  that  Castle 
should  be  taken   there  would  be  no  great  rewards 
— they   could    not   sack    it,    for   it    would    be    their 
friend's.     They  would  have  nothing  for  it  but  praise, 
renown,  the  love  of  God,  and  the  approval  of  Holy 
Church,  as  well  as  some  plenary  indulgences.     But 
these  were  all  things  that  filled  no  bellies  and  brought 
no  cattle  home. 

Nevertheless,  as  from  the  first  news  of  Young 
Lovell's  home-coming  the  days  went  on,  there  came 
every  day  fresh  news  of  how  blind  Fortune  held  her 
wheel  still  and  favoured  that  lord.  Those  elders 
heard  how,  as  it  seemed,  miraculously,  he  had  taken 
Cramlin  and  held  his  mother's  broad  lands  ;  how  the 
Bishop  had  blessed  and  knighted  him ;  how  the 
King's  commissioner  hastened  to  do  him  service,  and 
bent  before  him,  and  the  Earl  of  Northumberland  at 
his  side.  Then  they  heard  of  men-at-arms  flocking 
to  him,  and,  at  last,  how  the  White  Tower  was  held 
for  him  that  had  in  it  one  hundred  and  forty  thousand 
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pounds  in  gold  and  many  rich  stores.  And  they 
heard  how,  in  boats,  during  four  days  at  dawn, 
Richard  Bek  had  sent  him  six  thousand  pounds,  so 
that  he  could  very  sumptuously  entertain  any  knights 
that  came  to  him.  Then,  indeed,  it  seemed  to  these 
elder  men  that  it  might  be  profitable  then,  and  in 
the  future,  to  aid  this  favourite  of  the  blind  goddess 
— for  some  of  them  had  learning  enough  to 
have  heard  that  Fortune  is  blind,  though  many 
had  not. 

And  all  this  while  their  sons  and  nephews  and 
bastards  pressed  them  unceasingly  for  leave  to  go  on 
this  enterprise,  saying  that  it  was  not  easy  to  have 
experience  in  the  taking  of  strong  castles,  and  that 
the  Young  Lovell  was  a  leader  that  it  would  be  great 
glory  to  serve  under.  So  the  elders  yielded  under 
these  considerations,  doing  what  they  would  not  for 
the  love  of  God  at  the  bidding  of  Holy  Church,  or  for 
the  sake  of  oppressed  chivalry.  Therefore,  the  monk 
Francis,  who  heard  of  many  of  these  discussions,  and 
took  part  in  one  or  two  where  the  lords  were  in  easy 
reach,  said  that  those  were  very  evil  times  where  no 
thought  was  of  anything  but  money,  and  God  so 
nearly  forgotten.  And  he  said  that  before  long  a 
great  calamity  should  fall  upon  England ;  nay,  that 
the  saints  of  God  must  soon  leave  hovering  over  a 
country  so  vile. 

Nevertheless,  afterwards  he  somewhat  changed 
his  note  when  he  saw  how  many  young  knights  of 
good  family  came  to  join  the  Young  Lovell.  These 
were,  as  has  been  said,  five  knights  and  eleven 
esquires  of  the  families  of  Eures,  Ridleys,  Widdring- 
tons,  Riddells  of  Felton,  Greys  and  Roddams. 
Amongst  them  was  one  older  than  the  others,  being 
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Sir  Matthew  Grey,  that  had  seen  the  French  wars 
under  Edward  IV.  Of  him  the  Young  Lovell 
was  very  glad,  for  he  intended  to  divide  his  forces 
into  two  camps,  and  needed  a  commander. 

So,  on  the  flat  ground  around  the  Castle  of 
Cramlin  arose  many  tents,  and  it  was  like  a  fair 
in  the  sunshine  on  the  short  and  baked  grass.  The 
Lady  Margaret  of  Glororem  had  had  made  in  the 
city  of  Durham  a  great  tent  all  of  fair  silk,  in  the 
green  and  vermeil  colours  of  the  house  of  Lovell,  and 
from  that  city  the  Young  Lovell  had  had  brought 
many  vessels  of  silver,  salt-cellars  and  great  dishes 
and  goblets  that  he  had  bought  of  a  Canon  of 
Durham,  having  more  than  he  needed.  A  silver- 
smith had  wrought  on  them  very  swiftly  the 
arms  of  that  lord,  and  it  was  his  intention  to 
leave  those  furnishings  in  Castle  Cramlin,  that  his 
mother  might  be  fairly  served  when  she  came 
there. 

They  set  up  that  tent  on  the  eleventh  of  June, 
and  were  two  days  arranging  the  banquet  that  there 
was  given  by  the  Young  Lovell.  Many  fair  ladies 
came  from  Durham  and  Morpeth  and  the  Castles 
around,  and  cooks  came,  and  scullions  and  servers, 
for  those  knights  and  esquires  lent  to  the  Young 
Lovell  their  pages,  that  they  might  go  to  all  the 
places  around  and  deliver  his  invitations.  Those 
ladies  might  all  sleep  in  that  Castle,  for  by  that  time 
he  had  bought  for  it,  out  of  the  gold  that  Richard 
Bek  had  sent  him,  furniture,  hangings,  beds  a  many 
and  all  such  silken  stuffs  as  should  make  it  fair. 
This  he  did  to  be  an  honour  to  his  mother  when  she 
came  there. 

So  all  those  esquires  and  knights,  and  the  ladies 
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and  the  Lady  Margaret,  and  the  Young  Lovell  sat  to 
take  their  dinner  in  the  silken  tent.  That  banquet 
began  at  noon,  and  at  seven  in  the  evening  they  still 
sat  at  the  board.  Five  courses  that  meal  had,  each 
of  sixty  dishes,  each  dish  being  different,  so  that  it 
was  agreed  that  such  a  banquet  had  never  been  given 
in  those  parts,  unless  it  was  one  that  the  Earl  of 
Warwick  gave  upon  the  occasion  of  the  marriage  of 
his  daughter.  The  sides  of  that  tent  were  held  up 
upon  gilded  staves,  for  it  was  very  hot  and  breathless 
weather,  so  that  many  men  said  a  storm  must  soon 
come.  The  haze  of  heat  ran  all  across  that  champaign 
country ;  the  high  banks  of  the  river  were  all  clothed 
with  green  and  whitened  here  and  there  with  elder. 
The  men-at-arms  marched  before  them  in  shining 
steel ;  the  bowmen  in  green,  each  with  the  badge  of 
the  esquire  or  knight  that  he  served  upon  his 
shoulder ;  and  the  bondsmen,  having  each  a  little 
target,  a  great  sword,  and  a  very  tall  pike  with  a 
hook  at  its  end.  Upon  these  pikes  they  could  set 
torches  the  better  to  put  fire  upon  roofs  or  in  at  the 
upper  windows  of  peel  towers.  So,  before  their  eyes, 
the  bowmen  set  up  targets  and  shot  at  them  for  their 
entertainment,  and  they  passed  these  hot  hours  very 
joyously.  When  the  cool  of  the  evening  was  come, 
the  Young  Lovell  took  Sir  Matthew  Grey  apart  into 
a  grove  beside  the  river. 

He  told  that  knight  very  carefully  how  he  would 
have  him  dispose  the  men  that  should  be  under  his 
command,  for  he  should  not  see  those  men  again 
before  they  met  victoriously  in  the  Castle.  Sir 
Matthew  Grey  listened  to  him  and  said  that  that 
was  a  very  good  scheme  and  he  would  observe  it 
carefully.       So,    just    as   the    young    moon    set,    Sir 
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Matthew  Grey  with  all  the  men-at-arms,  all  the 
bowmen  and  fifty  of  the  rievers,  making  in  all  two 
hundred  and  fifty  men,  having  with  him  all  the 
knights  and  esquires  as  well  as  the  Young  Lovell's 
most  trusted  esquire,  Cressingham,  that  knew  very 
well  the  ways  into  Castle  Lovell — all  rode  over  the 
whiteness  of  the  river  at  the  ford  and  were  lost 
beneath  the  light  of  the  stars.  Then  such  of  the 
ladies  as  would  sleep  at  Castle  Cramlin  went  into  it  ; 
the  others  had  already  ridden  away  with  their 
attendants.  The  cooks  and  scullions  and  serving 
men  began  to  take  down  that  great  silken  tent,  and 
the  men-at-arms  that  remained  struck  those  that  had 
sheltered  their  former  comrades.  The  Young  Lovell 
begged  the  Lady  Margaret  very  courteously  that  she 
would  walk  with  him  in  the  grove  of  the  river  where 
he  had  talked  with  Sir  Matthew  Grey.  The  white 
small  moon  looked  in  on  them  through  the  branches  ; 
the  river  ran  very  swiftly. 

There  walking,  he  told  once  more  to  that  lady 
very  carefully  his  plan  for  the  taking  of  Castle  Lovell, 
for  it  was  such  things  that  she  heard  of  more 
willingly  than  of  any  others.  Sieges,  tourneys, 
journeys,  feats  of  arms  and  dangerous  quests,  of 
these  she  was  never  tired  of  talking  ;  she  loved  them 
better  than  putting  on  the  newest  hood  made  after  a 
Queen's  model  of  France. 

This  plan  for  the  taking  of  Castle  Lovell  was  as 
follows,  and  it  was  to  get  under  way  at  the  hour  of 

five  on  the  sixteenth  day  of  June  that  was  to 

say,  in  three  days'  time.  There  were  three  entries  to 
be  made  into  that  Castle  within  five  minutes,  one 
through  the  great  gate  that  was  beneath  the  tower 
called  Wanshot :  one  through  the  passage  coming  up 


Ill 
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beneath  the  flagstones  in  the  men's  kitchen  that  was 
built  into  the  wall  between  the  towers  Constance  and 
de  Insula  ;  the  third  was  to  take  place  from  the  White 
Tower  over  the  little  drawbridge  that  connected  that 
hold  with  the  Castle. 

The  first  entry,  that  through  the  great  gate,  was 
to  be  conducted  by  the  Young  Lovell's  esquire 
Cressingham  that  well  knew  the  ways  into  the 
Castle.  This  was  a  very  dangerous  enterprise,  or  one 
with  no  danger  at  all  as  it  turned  out.  Besides  the 
esquire  Cressingham  there  were  to  be  engaged  upon 
it  four  young  knights  greedy  of  glory — Sir  Michael 
Ridley,  Sir  Thomas  Eure,  the  Lady  Margaret's  cousin, 
Sir  Hugh  Widdrington,  and  Sir  Edward  Riddell  of 
Felton.  It  was  in  this  way.  There  were  usually  five 
guards  at  that  great  gate,  four  to  man  the  meurtrieres 
and  one  to  go  to  the  grille  ;  the  space  there  was 
scarcely  sufficient  for  more,  nor  were  more  necessary, 
so  strongly  was  the  gate  protected  from  above  by 
machicolations,  stone  balls  and  bowmen.  So  there 
were  usually  no  more  than  five  men  there.  Now 
those  four  knights,  under  the  command  of  the  esquire 
Cressingham,  covering  their  armour  completely  with 
peasants'  clothes  and  cloaks,  should  go  up  to  that 
gate  in  the  quiet  of  the  morning  with  sacks  on  their 
backs.  In  these  sacks  they  should  have  a  good  store 
of  last  year's  walnuts  and  apples — though  it  was 
difficult  enough  to  find  these  in  June,  yet  some  they 
had  found  that  had  ripened  very  late  the  year  before. 
So  these  pretending  peasants  should  say  that  they 
had  heard  that  there  was  a  great  dearth  of  agreeable 
meats  in  that  Castle,  and  that  they  were  come  with 
some  fruits  for  sale  from  the  neighbourhood  of 
Sunderland.      Then,  very  surely,  those  guards  would 
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desire  to  see  those  fruits,  for  it  was  certain  that  they 
all  in  the  Castle  were  thirsting  for  such  things.  The 
false  peasants  should  make  to  open  a  sack,  and  it 
would  be  a  very  easy  thing  to  let  the  contents  of  one 
whole  one  fall  to  the  ground  and  run  rolling  here  and 
there.  Very  surely,  too,  then  those  guards  would  bend 
down  to  pick  up  those  fruits  and  nuts,  for  it  is  not  in 
human  nature  to  withstand  such  a  temptation. 

The  four  knights  and  the  esquire  Cressingham 
should  have  their  daggers  privily  ready  under  their 
cloaks  and  so  they  might  very  easily  stab  each  of 
those  guards  in  the  back  of  the  neck,  and  if  they  did 
that  with  skill  they  might  slay  them  so  peaceably 
that  they  would  speak  never  a  word.  It  was  in  that 
way  that  the  Spaniards  won  the  city  of  Amiens  from 
the  French  a  little  later. 

If  then  those  guards  died  without  tumult  the 
esquire  Cressingham  should  go  quietly  to  the  within- 
side  of  the  gateway  and  wave  a  little  cloth  up  to 
those  on  the  White  Tower.  If,  on  the  other  hand, 
they  make  a  noise,  that  outcry  in  itself  should  serve 
for  a  signal.  The  danger  of  this  enterprise  was  this, 
that  if  the  Castle  was  at  all  diligently  guarded  there 
would  be  in  the  chamber  above  that  gate  a  great 
company  of  archers  under  a  captain,  and  if  those 
guards  should  make  an  outcry  the  archers  might 
very  easily  come  down  and  work  some  mischief  to 
those  knights.  Moreover,  the  herse  or  portcullis  was 
worked  from  that  upper  chamber  by  means  of  pulleys 
and  chains.  Thus  the  archers  there  if  they  knew 
what  was  passing  below  might  let  down  that  portcullis 
and  thus  not  only  should  they  catch  those  knights 
like  rats  in  a  trap,  but  they  should  prevent  others 
entering  in. 
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To  guard  against  this  the  Young  Lovell  gave  the 
following  directions  :  In  the  first  place,   as  soon  as 
those  guards  were  over-mastered  or  slain,  one  of  the 
knights  should  close  the  door   that    let    men    down 
from  the  upper  chamber.      A    very  strong   door   it 
was,  at  the  bottom  of  narrow  steps,  so  that  it  would 
be  no  easy  task  to  break  through  it.     Thus,  if  those 
archers  desired  to  come  at  those  knights  they  must 
run  along  the  battlements  and  down  by  the  steps  of 
the  tower  called  de  Insula,  and  that  would  take  time. 
As  for  the  portcullis,  there  was  across  the  great  gate 
a   very  strong   and  stout   balk  of  wood,  running   in 
bolts.     This  they  should  take  out  and  set  upwards  in 
the  slots  down  through  which  the  herse  descended. 
Once  that  was  there  there  should  be  no  closing  that 
way.     This  the  Young   Lovell  knew   very  well,   for 
once  when  he  had  been  a  boy  he  had  done  it  out  of 
devilment  to  plague  the  captain  of  the  archers. 

Upon  the  sign  from  the  esquire  Cressingham,  or 
upon  hearing  a  tumult  in  the  gate  house,  the  Young 
Lovell,  from  the  top  of  the  White  Tower,  should  fire 
cannon  shots  into  that  Castle,  and  the  firing  of  those 
shots  should  serve  a  double  purpose.  In  the  first 
place  they  should  be  for  a  signal  to  all  the  others  to 
go  forward ;  in  the  second,  they  should  serve  to 
frighten  and  distract  the  archers  in  that  upper 
chamber  if  that  were  necessary. 

Upon  those  sounds  at  once  the  men  in  the  tunnel 
should  issue  out  into  the  kitchen  and  fall  upon  the 
hovels  that  were  around  the  keep  and  slay  all  that 
would  not  yield  and  afterwards  set  fire  to  the  hovels 
themselves,  for  that  would  make  not  enough  flame  to 
burn  down  the  keep  but  enough  to  smoke  out  all 
that  were  in  it.     Those  that  were  in  that  tunnel  were 
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to  be  the  Castle  Lovell  bondsmen,  Hugh  Raket, 
Barty  of  the  Comb,  and  others.  They  should  have 
introduced  themselves  secretly  and  under  cover  of 
the  night  into  Corbit  Jock's  Barn  that  stood,  as  had 
been  said,  against  the  Castle  wall,  not  fourteen  feet 
from  where  that  tunnel  came  into  the  grassy  mound. 
Under  cover  of  that  same  darkness  Sir  Matthew 
Grey,  the  elder  knight,  should  have  hidden  himself 
with  one  hundred  men-at-arms  and  esquires,  all 
mounted,  and  one  hundred  bowmen  in  the  houses 
of  the  township  of  Castle  Lovell  and  in  the  barns, 
some  of  which  were  not  twenty  yards  from  the  Castle 
gate.  And  upon  the  firing,  those  bowmen  from 
behind  the  middens  and  the  hillocks  should  rain 
arrows  at  those  that  were  on  the  battlements,  and 
Sir  Matthew  Grey  with  his  men-at-arms  should  ride 
furiously  up  to  the  gate  that  should  be  kept  open  for 
him  by  those  five  knights,  and  a  little  afterwards 
those  bowmen  should  follow,  putting  up  their  bows 
and  drawing  their  hangers  and  dirks. 

Then,  when  all  these  engaged  the  attention  of 
those  of  the  Castle,  the  Young  Lovell,  giving  up  his 
firing  of  artillery,  should  issue  fiercely  from  the  White 
Tower  over  the  drawbridge  with  the  twenty  or 
thirty  men  that  that  tower  held,  and  he  could  not 
well  doubt  that  that  should  be  the  coup  de  grace  to 
those  of  the  Castle.  Then  he  would  hang  the 
Knights  of  Cullerford  and  Haltwhistle  and  Henry 
Vesey.  His  sisters  he  would  put  into  nunneries, 
and  the  Decies  send  beyond  the  seas  if  the  monk 
Francis  did  not  claim  him  for  the  courts  ecclesiastical 
to  be  broken  on  the  wheel.  But  this  the  Young 
Lovell  did  not  wish,  for  the  Decies  was  his  father's 
son. 
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The  Lady  Margaret  said  that  that  was  the  very 
properest  scheme  she  had  ever  heard  for  the  taking 
of  a  castle,  part  by  stratagem  and  part  by  force.  And 
they  walked,  devising  of  that  scheme  for  a  long  time, 
beneath  the  night-black  boughs,  with  the  thin  white 
moon  that  peeped  between  and  the  swiftness  of  the 
river  below  their  feet.  And  ever  the  Lady  Margaret 
was  aware  of  a  bitter  grief  in  his  tones,  spake  he 
never  so  hotly.  Ever  the  Young  Lovell  was  aware 
that  the  thought  of  marrying  with  this  woman  was 
an  intolerable  weariness  to  him,  though  she  was 
gallant  and  fair  and  loving.  He  looked  upon  her  face 
in  the  moonlight  and  saw  how  fair  it  was  with  the 
shadows  of  the  hazel  wands  across  it.  That  place 
was  called  the  banks  of  Cramlin,  and  bitter  banks 
they  were  to  him.  For  there  was  no  mark  against 
that  lady  and  none  in  those  parts  could  be  a  fitting 
mate  for  him  but  she.  And  he  considered  how  she 
had  cherished  him  and  helped  him,  and  that  he  had 
no  grief  against  her.  Ever  he  sighed  deeply  and  yet 
talked  of  the  joy  they  would  have  in  pleasaunces  and 
in  the  wilderness  hawking,  in  devising,  in  the  stables, 
picking  the  wild  flowers  in  spring,  watching  their 
husbandmen  with  the  ploughs,  sitting  in  the  little 
chambers  before  the  fire  in  winter,  and  at  bed  and 
board.  And  ever  the  Lady  Margaret  put  aside  the 
talking  of  those  things  and  talked  of  firing  cannon 
into  Castle  Lovell  with  the  bitter  tears  on  her  lids. 
She  knew  him  so  well  she  read  his  heart. 

So  with  a  heavy  sigh  he  kissed  her  on  the  cheek 
her  that  had  been  used  to  lie  in  his  arms,  and  her  tears 
were  wet  upon  his  lips,  and  in  the  darkness,  amidst  the 
waternoises  of  those  Cramlin  banks — for  the  miller 
had  let  down  his  sluices  whilst  they  talked — amidst 
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the  glimmer  of  the  birch  trunks  that  grew  with  the 
hazels,  he  left  her  that  he  should  never  see  again  for 
many  weary  years.  Then,  with  his  fifty  bondsmen, 
he  rode  north  into  the  black  night  beyond  the 
ford. 

It  was  three  in  the  morning  when  the  Young 
Lovell  came  to  Cullerford  Tower,  and  it  was  very 
dark.  By  daylight  that  baleful  place  upon  the  open 
moor  was  smoking  to  the  sky,  and  that  was  not 
much  more  difficult  to  do  than  cracking  a  walnut, 
though  a  very  great  and  square  tower  it  was,  more 
like  the  keep  of  a  castle  than  a  peel,  though  it  followed 
those  lines.  Forty-seven  paces  it  was  in  length  and 
twenty  across,  the  walls  being  three  yards  deep  in 
solid  stone.  It  was  entered  from  the  ground  by  a 
door  like  that  of  a  barn,  and  indeed  the  lowest  story 
was  no  more  than  such  a  barn,  containing  no  rooms 
nor  partitions,  and  serving,  in  dangerous  times,  to 
store  wheat,  cattle  or  whatever  the  Knights  of  Culler- 
ford  had  that  was  of  value.  No  staircase  led  from 
this  story  to  the  rooms  above,  but  only  a  ladder 
going  to  a  trap  hatch,  so  that  when  that  ladder  was 
drawn  up  there  was  no  coming  to  them  of  the  tower. 
At  that  time  there  were  no  men-at-arms  there  at  all, 
only  several  old  fellows  under  the  command  of  an  old 
man  called  Hogarth,  together  with  a  few  women  and 
several  children,  and  the  cattle  were  all  in  the  barn 
below  them.  The  hay  that  they  had  lately  got  stood 
in  stacks  round  about  that  tower,  and  a  hundred 
yards  away  were  nearly  three  hundred  lambs  that 
should  have  been  driven  to  market  the  next  day,  and 
filled  the  night  with  their  bleatings,  for  they  were  but 
newly  taken  from  their  mothers.     But  so  sorely  did 
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Sir  Walter  Limousin  need  money  that  he  wished  to 
sell  them  before  they  were  ready. 

The  Young  Lovell  had  with  him  fifty  rievers 
mounted  on  little  horses  and  fifty  men-at-arms  that 
he  had  taken  from  Cramlin,  where  he  had  left  one 
hundred  men  under  the  command  of  the  esquire  La 
Rougerie,  and  that  bleating  of  lambs  aided  those 
rievers  to  creep  up  to  that  tower  door.  They  had  the 
door  half  burst  down  before  ever  those  above  were 
aware  that  they  had  come.  Then  a  great  wail  went 
up  from  those  women  and  children  in  the  tower,  for 
they  thought  it  had  been  the  false  Scots  and  that 
their  deaths  were  near.  Some  old  men  came  running 
up  on  to  the  battlements  on  the  top  of  the  tower, 
intending  to  cast  down  rocks  and  other  things  on  the 
rievers  that  were  at  work  upon  that  stout  door.  But 
the  Young  Lovell  bade  shoot  so  many  arrows  up 
that  that  handful  of  old  men  could  not  stay  there, 
and  very  loudly  he  called  out  to  them  his  name 
and  titles.  So  an  old  man  came  to  a  window  and 
said  that  his  name  was  Adam  Hogarth  and  that  he 
had  command  there.  So  the  Young  Lovell  bade  him 
render  up  that  tower,  for  he  was  in  a  hurry  and  could 
not  stay  to  be  gentle  with  them,  which  was  the  greater 
pity,  for  the  number  of  women  and  children  that  he 
could  hear  were  there  by  their  cries.  Adam  Hogarth 
said  that  he  would  not  render  up  that  place  until  they 
had  fought  well  for  it,  not  to  the  brother  of  his  lady 
and  mistress  or  to  any  man.  Then  the  Young  Lovell 
said  that  he  was  sorry  for  it. 

It  was  very  dark  then,  but  those  rievers  were 
skilful  men,  and  whilst  the  Young  Lovell  spoke  with 
Adam  Hogarth  they  had  that  great  door  open  and 
began    to   drive   out    the  cattle  that  came    willingly 
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enough  in  the  darkness,  but  it  was  dangerous  work 
because  of  the  horns.  One  hundred  and  forty-seven 
steers  were  there  and  nineteen  cows  with  calves,  as 
well  as  over  a  dozen  heifers.  Whilst  these  came  out 
an  old  man  at  a  window  above  that  door  came  with 
a  crock  of  boiling  water  and  poured  it  out.  It  fell  on 
no  man,  but  on  the  backs  of  several  bullocks  that 
stampeded  into  the  night  and  came  amongst  the  men- 
at-arms  that  were  upon  horseback.  This  caused 
some  confusion  and  the  Young  Lovell  bade  light  a 
torch  or  two,  and  indeed  there  were  some  torches  lit 
in  that  lower  barn  so  that  it  showed  like  an  illumi- 
nated caravan  beneath  the  black  shape  of  the  tower. 
The  stars  were  very  fine  and  it  was  very  dark  just 
before  the  dawn.  All  the  while  cries  went  up  from 
the  women  and  children  in  the  tower  ;  so  that  the  night 
was  unquiet. 

Then  that  old  man  came  again  to  the  window  to 
pour  out  boiling  water,  but  there  was  a  little  light 
behind  him  from  the  fire  that  he  had  used  for  the 
heating.  The  Young  Lovell  had  a  bowman  ready 
and  that  man  loosed  an  arrow.  It  sped  invisible 
through  the  night  and  went  in  that  old  man's  mouth 
and  killed  him  there,  so  that  he  never  poured  any 
more  water.  The  Young  Lovell  said  that  was  very 
well  shot,  considering  the  darkness  of  the  night,  and 
he  gave  that  bowman  two  French  crowns  for  having 
done  it. 

Then  Adam  Hogarth  loosed  off"  a  deini-saker 
that  he  had  in  an  upper  room.  He  aimed  it  at  the 
Young  Lovell  who  stood  upon  a  little  mound  with  a 
torch  flaring  near  him.  But  that  bullet  went  a  shade 
wide,  nevertheless  it  killed  a  steer,  striking  that  beast 
on  the   cheek   beside   the   eye.      Then   the    Young 
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Lovell  bade  put  out  the  torches  and  commanded  his 
bowmen  to  direct  a  stream  of  arrows  against  all  the 
windows  that  were  on  that  side  of  the  tower,  so  that 
though  that  demi-saker  sent  out  once  more  its  stream 
of  flame  and  spoke  hoarsely,  that  was  the  last  of  it. 
For  the  rest  of  that  work  they  could  see  well  enough 
without  torches  ;  it  consisted  in  taking  mounds  of  hay 
into  that  barn,  and  when  it  was  half  filled  they  poured 
water  and  fat  upon  it  so  as  to  damp  it,  and  a  little 
tar.  Then  into  that  mass  they  cast  three  or  four 
torches  and  so  they  watched  it  smoulder.  Of  flame 
there  was  very  little,  but  the  smoke  and  stench  in 
verity  were  insupportable,  and  that  filtered  into  the 
upper  part  of  the  tower. 

Then  the  dawn  began  to  point  over  the  Roman 
wall  and  grey  things  appeared,  and  fat  smoke  curling 
up  all  around  the  doomed  tower  in  the  still  air  of  the 
morning.  It  grew  a  little  cold  so  that  they  must 
slap  their  arms  around  them,  and  said  that  that 
waiting  was  slow  work.  As  soon  as  it  was  light 
enough,  the  Young  Lovell  began  to  count  those 
cattle.  He  sent  men  also  to  drive  up  the  hurdled 
lambs  that  had  cried  all  night,  and  others  to  find 
their  dams  that  were  in  charge  of  a  shepherd  in  the 
fields  beyond  the  Wall.  The  Wall  began  to  show 
clear  on  top  of  a  rise,  running  over  the  tops  of  hills 
and  down  into  hollows,  grey,  into  invisibility.  Then 
after  a  time,  those  men  brought  in  the  sheep.  They 
had  caught  that  shepherd  where  he  slept,  and  drove 
him  before  them,  pricking  him  with  lances  so  that  he 
commanded  his  dogs  to  drive  those  sheep  where  they 
should  go.  Thus  then  were  all  the  flocks  and  herds 
of  Cullerford  collected  together  in  a  goodly  concourse, 
and  when  the  Young  Lovell  knew  that  he  had   them 
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all,  he  ordered  the  men-at-arms  that  he  had  brought 
from  Castle  Cramlin  to  drive  them  to  that  place,  for 
he  had  no  more  need  of  men-at-arms. 

So  they  went  away  over  the  moors  to  the  north 
and  east,  going  through  a  gap  in  the  wall  just  after 
they  were  out  of  sight.  Those  sheep  and  cattle  the 
Young  Lovell  meant  for  the  provisioning  of  his 
mother.  He  thought  that  his  sister  would  not  need 
them  when  her  husband  was  hanged  and  herself  in  a 
nunnery.  So,  whilst  he  stood  and  watched  that  fatly 
smoking  tower  from  which  there  came  a  strong  odour 
of  burning  grease,  a  great  sadness  fell  upon  him  at 
the  thought  that  all  this  profited  him  nothing,  for  he 
desired  none  of  these  things  for  his  intimate  pleasure. 
It  was  all  for  decency  and  good  order  in  his  lands 
that  he  did  it,  and  to  punish  evildoers.  So  his 
head  hung  down  and  he  sat  his  horse  like  a  dying 
man. 

It  was  these  moods  in  him  that  the  monk  Francis 
dreaded.  But  the  monk  Francis  thought  he  had  him 
safe  for  two  days  or  three,  for  he  himself  had  urgent 
business  in  his  monastery  of  Belford,  more  par- 
ticularly over  the  affair  of  the  hermitage  of  Castle 
Lovell.  For  it  was  reported  to  him  that  that  pious 
hermit  was  really  dead.  During  ten  days  he  had 
spoken  words  none  at  all  and  the  stench  that  came 
out  of  the  little  hole  where  they  put  in  his  bread  and 
water  was  truly  unbearable  and  such  as  it  had  never 
been  before.  So  the  monk  Francis  had  gone  to 
Belford  to  see  how  that  might  be.  The  Young 
Lovell  he  thought  he  might  well  leave.  For  with  the 
banquet  and  the  sending  off  of  his  troops  he  would  be 
well  occupied,  and  he  had  made  the  Lady  Margaret 
promise  to  be  a  zealous  lieutenant  and  see  that  that 
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lord  was  never  unoccupied  till  he  rode  on  that  raid. 
For  the  monk  Francis  considered  that  whilst  he  was 
upon  a  raid,  that  emissary  of  Satan  or  whatever  she 
was  would  have  no  power  over  him.,  so  ardent  a 
soldier  was  this  young  lord. 

But  here  he  had  reckoned  without  the  obstinacy  of 
Adam  Hogarth  who  kept  all  those  aged  men  and  the 
women  and  children  stifling  in  that  fat  smoke.  The 
Young  Lovell  was  never  in  greater  danger.  He  looked 
down  upon  the  ground  and  sighed  heavily.  He  had  it 
in  him  to  ride  into  a  far  country  and  leave  all  those 
monotonies.  But  at  last  on  the  top  of  the  tower  he 
perceived  Adam  Hogarth,  who  held  up  his  hands.  So 
he  knew  that  that  tower  had  surrendered.  Then  he 
called  out  that  all  those  in  the  tower  might  come  down 
a  ladder  that  they  might  set  down  from  an  upper 
window,  and  that  they  might  bring  down  their  clothes 
and  gear  and  take  it  away  with  them  where  they 
would — all  except  Adam  Hogarth,  with  whom  he  had 
some  business.  As  for  that  Tower  he  meant  to  burn 
it  out. 

So  down  the  ladder  came  thirty  or  forty  poor 
people  with  ten  or  a  dozen  children.  Their  eyes 
were  red  and  wept  grimy  tears,  and  they  were  all  in 
rags  of  grey  homespun,  such  as  the  poor  wear,  for  Sir 
Walter  Limousin  and  his  wife  were  very  bad  pay- 
masters, and  such  a  collection  of  clouts  the  Young 
Lovell  thought  he  had  never  seen  in  the  grey  of  the 
morning.  Nay,  he  was  moved  to  pity  at  the  thought 
that  this  dishonoured  his  kin,  and  to  each  of  those 
poor  people  he  gave  a  shilling  that  they  might  have 
wherewithal  to  live  till  they  found  other  masters,  and 
to  women  that  had  children  he  gave  four  groats. 
Some  carried  pots,  some  pans,  and  all  of  that  ragged 
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company  filed  away  over  the  moorlands  beneath  the 
Wall,  making  mostly  for  Haltwhistle,  and  showing 
no  curiosity  at  all,  except  two  or  three  old  women 
that  had  to  do  with  Adam  Hogarth. 

Then  the  Young  Lovell  took  Adam  Hogarth  down 
to  a  little  grove  of  trees  that  was  near  the  ford  and 
asked  that  blear-eyed  old  man  where  his  master, 
Cullerford,  had  hidden  the  charters  and  muniments 
of  his  mother  the  Lady  Rohtraut  ;  for  he  knew  that 
there  they  were.  Adam  Hogarth  said  that  he  did 
not  know  and  set  his  teeth.  Without  more  words  the 
Young  Lovell  had  a  rope  brought  and  a  slip-noose 
made.  He  sent  a  man  up  a  great  elm  to  drop  tl  e 
noose  over  a  stout  branch  and  Adam  Hogarth 
watched  him  dumbly.  Then  the  Young  Lovell  had 
that  noose  set  round  Adam  Hogarth,  beneath  the 
arm-pits  and  three  men  hauled  him  up  till  he  hung 
thirty  feet  high,  looking  down  with  the  tears  dripping 
out  of  his  red  eyes.  So  when  the  Young  Lovell  had 
watched  him  for  a  minute  or  two  and  he  spoke  no 
word,  the  lording  walked  away  to  where  the  women- 
kind  of  that  pendard  were,  and  asked  which  of  them 
were  his  kinswomen.  One  red-eyed  crone  was  his 
sister,  another  his  wife.  So  the  Young  Lovell  took 
that  sister  to  where  Adam  Hogarth  hung  and  pointed 
him  out.  He  bade  her  tell  him  where  those  charters 
were,  but  she  would  not.  Then  he  had  Adam 
Hogarth  let  down.  The  rope  was  set  about  his  neck 
and  the  Young  Lovell  bade  his  men  haul  slowly. 
Adam  Hogarth  choked  in  his  throat  and  rose  up  to 
his  tip-toes,  but  he  would  make  no  sign  with  his  hand 
and  his  sister  would  not  speak.  Then  that  man  was 
let  down  again  and  the  Young  Lovell  said  it  was  the 
greater  pity,  for  he  must  bring  the  wife.    So  the  other 
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old  woman  was  brought,  and  when  Adam  Hogarth 
swung  the  height  of  a  man's  thigh  with  his  feet  ofif 
the  ground,  and  his  legs  were  working  like  those  of  a 
frog  and  his  face  purple  with  the  hempen  collar  round 
his  neck  and  the  knot  beneath  his  ear  so  that  he 
should  not  die  very  quickly,  that  old  woman  fell  on 
her  knees  and  cried  out  that  she  would  tell  the  Young 
Lovell  that  news.  So  the  Young  Lovell  cut  through 
that  rope  with  his  sword  to  do  Adam  Hogarth  greater 
honour,  and  he  fell  to  the  ground  very  little  the  worse 
for  wear. 

The  old  woman  took  the  Young  Lovell  to  a  hay- 
stack where,  beneath  the  trampled  hay  around  it, 
there  was  a  well-head  locked  with  a  great  padlock. 
This  padlock  a  man  with  a  hammer  knocked  off,  and 
a  chain  went  down  into  that  well,  the  well  being  dry. 
So  they  pulled  up  that  chain,  and  at  the  end  of  it  was 
the  muniment-box  of  the  Lady  Rohtraut  that  the 
Young  Lovell  well  knew.  So  when  he  had  had  the 
iron  lid  prised  open  with  a  lance-head— for  without 
doubt  the  Lady  Isopel  wore  the  little  gold  key  of  it 
round  her  neck — the  Young  Lovell  recognised  that 
the  deeds  were  there,  for,  though  he  had  no  time  to 
read  them,  he  knew  them  by  their  seals.  Then  he 
was  well  content  for  his  mother's  sake,  for,  though  it 
is  a  good  thing  to  have  lands  in  actual  possession,  it 
is  twice  as  well  to  have  the  muniments  appertaining 
to  them. 

Then  he  bade  his  men  get  together  what  balks  of 
timber  and  wood  they  could  find  and  cast  them  into 
the  hay  that  still  burned  in  that  lower  story  so  that 
the  fire  might  spring  up,  and  also  to  take  torches  and 
cast  them  through  the  upper  windows  so  that  that 
tower  might  well    bucn    in    all   parts    where    it    was 
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wooden.  After  that  he  called  before  him  that  Adam 
Hogarth  and  commended  him  for  his  faith  to  his 
master  and  commended  his  sister  as  well.  And  he 
said  that  that  man  and  his  sister  might  have  for  their 
own,  to  divide  between  them,  such  steers  as  had  escaped 
during  the  stampede  of  the  night  before,  as  well  as 
three  bulls  that  were  upon  the  upper  pastures  with 
several  sheep,  and  some  pigs  and  hens  that  were  in  a 
barn  by  the  river  and  had  escaped  observation.  And 
he  said  that  Adam  and  his  sister  might  dwell  in  that 
tower,  after  the  fire  had  well  burned  it  so  that  it  could 
not  be  held  as  a  fortress,  but  it  would  shelter  them 
very  well  until  he  should  decide  whether  he  would 
hold  that  tower  himself  or  till  the  heirs  of  Sir  Walter 
Limousin  should  compound  with  him  for  his  sister's 
dower.  For  Sir  Walter,  he  said,  was  as  good  as  a 
dead  man.  As  for  Adam  Hogarth's  wife,  they  might 
do  what  they  liked  for  her,  but  he  would  give  her 
nothing,  for  he  held  that  she  had  not  done  well  in 
betraying  her  master's  secret,  to  keep  which  should 
be  the  first  duty  of  a  servant,  man  or  woman.  And 
as  for  his  reward  to  Adam  Hogarth,  he  gave  him 
those  things  which  would  make  him  richer  than  he 
had  ever  been  in  his  life  before  in  order  to  encourage 
such  faith  as  he  had  shown.  And  if  he  husbanded 
those  cattle  well  they  would  increase  and  multiply. 
But  Adam  Hogarth  said  no  more  than  "  Least  said  is 
soonest  mended,"  for  he  was  a  crabbed  old  man  of 
few  words. 

Then  the  Young  Lovell  and  his  men  made  a 
breakfast  of  some  small  beer  and  bread  that  they 
found  in  that  tower,  and  so  they  rode  away  northwards 
through  the  Wall,  for  it  was  five  o'clock  with  the  sun 
high  and    they  had  far  to  go,  but  their  little  horses 
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would  carry  them  well.  He  left  two  or  three  men  to 
see  that  Adam  Hogarth  and  his  wife  and  sister  did 
not  seek  to  quench  that  burning.  But  he  did  not 
think  they  would,  for  when  he  looked  back  he  could 
see  against  the  pale  sky  the  pale  flames  rise  over  the 
hill. 

But  as  soon  as  he  was  gone  that  Adam  Hogarth 
fell  upon  his  wife  and  beat  her  very  furiously.  He 
said  that  he  knew  very  well  that  that  Young  Lovell 
would  never  have  hung  him,  for  there  was  no  priest 
there  to  confess  him,  and  that  never  would  he  have 
betrayed  that  secret  until  after  the  Young  Lovell  had 
let  him  be  shriven.  So  the  Young  Lovell  must  have 
paid  him  much  money.  Besides,  he  could  have  borne 
with  hanging  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  longer  and 
come  to  no  harm.  So  he  beat  that  woman  and  she 
screamed  out,  and  the  men  that  the  Young  Lovell 
had  left  behind  roared  with  laughter  and  the  tower 
burned. 

So,  when  those  men  caught  up  with  the  Young 
Lovell,  which  they  did  near  Eontoreen,  west  of 
Morpeth,  they  told  him  of  the  cunning  of  that 
husbandman.  So  the  Young  Lovell  did  not  know 
whether  to  be  more  vexed  with  that  peasant,  because 
it  was  not  so  much  love  for  his  master  as  greed  that 
made  him  be  half-hanged,  or  whether  to  marvel  that 
such  a  low  fellow  should  have  read  his  mind  so 
well,  for  surely  he  would  never  have  hanged  him 
unshriven. 

They  rode  on  all  that  day  until  they  came  to  Sea 
Houses  by  North  Sunderland,  having  covered  nearly 
sixty  miles  of  rough  country,  for  they  went  by  the 
South  Forest  and  past  Rothbury  and  the  high  moors 
so  that    they    might   not   be   observed.     Four   miles 
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from  Sea  Houses,  it  being  then  ten  o'clock  at  night, 
the  Young  Lovell  sent  his  men  forward  towards  Castle 
Lovell,  and  in  a  fisherman's  hut  on  the  sounding 
pebbles  of  the  sea  he  found  the  monk  Francis,  who 
was  very  glad  to  see  him  and  glad  of  his  news.  The 
monk  had  been  that  day  in  the  village  of  Castle 
Lovell  and  had  found  that  the  hermit  was  indeed 
dead.  So  he  had  appointed  the  day  following  at  six 
in  the  evening  for  skilled  masons  to  corne  and  disinter 
that  holy  man  to  give  him  holy  burial.  For  he 
thought  that  by  that  hour  the  Young  Lovell  would 
be  well  established  in  his  Castle. 

So  when  they  had  exchanged  their  news  the  lord 
and  the  monk  lay  down  to  sleep  a  little  on  a  pile  of 
nets  that  the  fisherman  heaped  up  for  them  in  a 
corner  of  his  hut,  he  himself  lying  outside  upon  sea- 
weed with  his  wife.  At  a  quarter  to  three  he  waked 
them  and  they  set  out  upon  their  voyage  to  the  White 
Tower.  There  was  a  good  following  breeze  from  the 
due  south,  so  that  they  might  well  come  to  Castle 
Lovell  in  an  hour  or  a  little  under.  But  the  dancing 
motion  of  that  little  boat  made  that  monk  Francis 
very  ill,  which  was  great  pity  for  the  Young  Lovell. 
With  fasting,  prayer  and  vigil  that  good  monk  was 
become  very  weak,  though  he  had  once  been  a  very 
strong  knight.  He  lay  on  the  bottom-boards  of  that 
boat,  and  so  deeply  had  he  fainted  that  when  they 
had  come  to  the  little  harbourage  beneath  the  White 
Tower  he  was  insensible  and  they  could  not  tell  that 
he  was  not  dead.  So  there  was  no  getting  him  up  the 
ladder  of  iron  spikes  that  was  all  the  way  there  was 
into  that  tower  from  the  sea.  The  Young  Lovell 
would  not  trust  those  spikes  to  bear  the  two  of  them 
or  he  would  have  carried  the  monk  up.     So  he  climbed 
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up  alone,  and  Richard  Bek  and  the  others  were  await- 
ing. But  the  fisherman  rowed  that  monk  straight  to 
the  shore  and  carried  him  over  the  sand  to  the  town- 
ship. Here  in  a  hut  he  found  the  Lady  Margaret 
of  Glororem,  who  had  ridden  all  that  day  and 
night  before  to  come  there.  So  she  tended  that 
monk  and  in  about  an  hour  he  could  stand  again. 
But  then  there  was  no  way  of  coming  into  that 
tower. 

Therefore  the  monk  Francis  and  the  Lady 
Margaret  went  up  to  the  little  mound  on  which  was 
the  chapel  the  Young  Lovell  had  first  watched  his 
harness  in.  This  was  so  near  the  Castle  that  half 
of  the  bowmen  under  Sir  Matthew  Grey  had  been 
appointed  to  spend  the  night  in  it  so  that  they  might 
come  out  when  the  gun  fired  and  shoot  their  arrows 
against  the  battlements  between  de  Insula  and 
Wanshot  Towers.  So  that  monk  and  that  lady  knelt 
in  that  porch,  and  between  their  prayers  for  the 
success  of  their  dear  lording  they  watched  the  dawn 
pointing  over  the  sea,  which  came  with  the  grey  forms 
of  waterspouts.  These  moved  silently,  here  and  there 
upon  the  horizon.  So  they  saw  the  sun  come  up 
white  and  fiercely  shining  between  those  monstrous 
appearances.  The  monk  Francis  said  that  that  pale 
sunrise  was  a  certain  sign  that  the  weather  was 
breaking,  and  he  thanked  God  that  all  their  hay  was 
in.  Then  they  saw  the  Young  Lovell  spring  up  on  to 
the  coping  of  the  White  Tower.  So  clear  the  weather 
and  the  light  were  that  they  could  mark  the  little 
lion's  head  that  was  carved  on  the  peak  of  his  helmet 
like  the  handle  of  a  curling  stone. 

So  he  went  down  out  of  sight  again  and  they 
prayed  very  fiercely,  holding  each  other's    hands  for 
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comfort.  The  bowmen  whispered  from  the  door 
behind  to  know  if  it  were  not  near  time.  White 
smoke  flew  out  from  the  top  of  that  tower,  and  the 
monk  cried  out  so  loudly  that  they  never  heard  the 
sound  of  the  shot,  for  he  knew  that  the  great  gateway 
was  taken.  Out  ran  the  archers  with  their  bows  bent 
and  stood  on  the  green  sward.  They  shot  arrows 
high  so  that  they  fell  over  the  battlements — long 
arrows  with  great  feathers  of  the  grey  goose  that 
journeyed  intently  through  the  air.  So  that  gun 
sounded  again  and  again,  and  they  saw  the  Young 
Lovell  once  more  upon  that  coping.  The  bowmen  in 
the  Castle  were  sending  arrows  up  against  him,  but 
they  glanced  off  his  armour  because  of  their  slanting 
flight.  He  stood  there  looking  down  and  behind  him 
were  the  grey  waterspouts. 

Now  as  for  such  as  dwelt  within  the  Castle  : 
A  little  before  the  exact  minute  of  sunrise  such  of 
them  that  slept  were  awakened  by  the  firing  of  cannon 
shot,  two  following.  A  stone  ball  came  into  the 
window  of  the  Lady  Douce  and  broke  a  chest  Then 
from  many  quarters  there  came  cries,  sharp  but  short 
like  gun  shots.  And  then  one  scream  so  high  and 
dreadful  that  all  men  stood  deaf  and  amazed.  Such 
a  cry  had  never  before  been  heard  in  all  Northumber- 
land amidst  the  rain  of  arrows.  There  were  men 
bursting  in  at  the  great  gate  of  the  Castle  and  others 
with  their  swords  high  coming  from  the  men's  kitchen 
that  was  between  the  tower  called  Constance  and 
that  called  Wanshot.  The  men  upon  the  battle- 
ments had  their  bows  bent  or  held  up  beams  and 
bolts  of  iron,  or  were  setting  iron  poles  under  great 
stones  to  roll  them  down  through  the  machicolations. 
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And  the  Knight  of  Wallhouses  was  whispering  to  the 
Lady  Douce,  who  had  run  down  into  the  great 
hall,  that  there  were  no  men  coming  against  the 
little  postern  nearest  the  sea,  and  that  he  and  she 
and  his  men  would  make  their  way  out  of  the 
Castle  by  the  gate. 

That  tide  of  dreadful  war  had  come  upon  them 
so  quickly  that  it  seemed  as  if,  before  Henry  Vesey's 
eyes  could  see,  men  were  bursting  in  at  the  great  gate 
and  from  other  places  in  the  Castle.  Then  he  knew 
that  the  Young  Lovell  must  be  aware  of  secret  ways 
in  that  none  of  them  had  heard  of,  and  before  that 
fray  was  two  minutes  gone  he  knew  that  they  were 
lost.  Therefore  he  made  ready  to  get  himself  gone 
by  the  postern. 

But  when  that  most  dreadful  cry  was  heard  all 
those  people  stood  still ;  the  men  with  bows,  balks, 
and  levers,  the  men  running  in  with  swords ;  Sir 
Henry  whispering  ;  the  Lady  Isopel  calling  from  her 
window  ;  the  Decies  turning  in  his  bed,  and  Sir 
Symonde  running  along  the  battlements.  That  cry 
deprived  them  of  the  powers  of  motion  and  made 
their  bones  quiver  within  their  flesh  like  shaken 
reeds.  Some  that  then  heard  it  said  afterwards  that 
it  was  no  more  than  the  voice  of  the  elements. 

The  monk  Francis  deemed  to  the  end  of  his  life 
that  he  had  heard  the  cry  of  fear  of  a  false  goddess, 
for,  when  he  went,  a  broken  man,  to  commune  of  these 
things  with  the  Bishop  Palatine,  that  Bishop  told  him 
that  so  that  false  goddess  whom  they  most  dreaded 
and  who  is  the  bane  of  all  Christendom,  since  in 
quiet  hearts  she  scttcth  carnal  desire — so  that  false 
goddess  had  cried  out  when,  in  the  form  o(  a  cloud 
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of  mist  or  may  be  of  a  rainspout,  she  had  hastened 
to  the  rescue  of  the  hero  Paris.  That  had  been  at 
the  siege  of  a  strong  Castle  called  Troy.  That  Paris 
of  Troy  she  had  carried  away  to  the  top  of  a  high 
hill  near  the  town,  as  it  might  have  been  Spindleston 
Crags,  and  there  she  had  kept  him  till  that  battle  was 
done.  And  part  of  the  cry  had  been  for  fear,  and 
partly  it  was  from  pain  because  an  arrow  had  struck 
her,  she  being  vulnerable,  though  her  blood  would 
turn  to  jewels. 

So  the  monk  Francis  was  very  certain  that  he 
had  heard  at  least  the  cry  of  fear  of  a  false  goddess 
wailing  for  her  love,  and  that  in  the  waterspout 
that  bore  the  Young  Lovell  away  he  had  seen  her 
twisting  and  writhing  form.  Whether  she  were 
wounded  or  not  he  did  not  know,  but  he  hoped  she 
was,  and  well  she  might  have  been,  for  arrows  a 
many  were  glancing  round  the  form  of  the  Young 
Lovell  where  he  stood  upon  the  battlements,  and 
all  around  him  and  below  people  stood  rigid  like 
figures  seen  in  a  flash  of  lightning  whose  hearts  had 
ceased  to  beat,  and  it  fell  as  black  as  in  the  hour 
before  the  dawn. 

Sir  Symonde  Vesey,  who  had  been  running  along 
the  battlements  looking  up,  perceived,  so  near  his 
hand  could  touch  them,  millions  of  little  black  clouds 
twisting  in  an  agony  like  snakes.  Then  all  that 
water  fell  upon  him  and  hurled  him  from  that  height 
into  the  inner  court,  where  he  lay  senseless  a  long 
while,  and  so  was  drowned  in  a  gutter.  There  was 
no  man  there  could  stand  up  against  that  torrent  of 
rain  twisting  round.  Four  waterspouts  struck  that 
Castle  one  after  the  other,  and  for  ten  hours  so  it 
rained  that  most  of  the  hovels  in  the  courtyard  were 
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washed  down,  and  the  mud  there  was  so  deep  it  was 
up  to  a  man's  thighs. 

Men  fought  a  little  in  the  corridors,  and  some 
three  or  four  were  killed  in  the  great  kitchen  where 
some  had  taken  refuge.  But  they  could  find  none 
of  their  leaders  for  a  long  time,  and  most  of  them 
gave  over. 


IV 

At  seven  of  that  night  the  monk  Francis  with  his 
masons  had  opened  the  hermitage,  and  lay  brothers 
from  the  little  monastery  had  borne  the  hermit's 
rotten  corpse  in  a  sheet  into  the  church  where  a 
coffin  was.  So,  because  of  the  terrible  smell,  they 
carried  the  coffin  itself  out  from  that  church  and  set 
it  in  the  grave,  though  that  was  so  full  of  rain-water 
that  the  coffin  floated  in  it  and  the  funeral  rites  were 
inaudible  in  the  heavy  gusts  of  rain.  Though  it  was 
no  more  than  eight  o'clock  in  July  the  sky  lowered, 
so  that  in  the  shadow  of  the  church  it  was  night. 

The  monk  Francis  staggered  as  he  walked  ;  his 
face  was  like  alabaster  where  no  mud  was  on  it,  and 
mud  was  over  all  his  habit,  splashed  above  the 
shoulder  as  if  he  had  torn  through  brakes  above 
water-courses.  All  that  while  he  groaned  and  beat 
his  chest  and  looked  fearfully,  now  up  the  hills,  now 
out  to  sea,  now  towards  Scotland.  Once  whilst  the 
masons  worked  he  had  fallen  on  his  face  in  the  water 
that  ran  round  the  church  end. 

But  he  had  that  hermitage  for  his  charge  and  he 
would  let  no  man  lead  him  away.  So,  in  that  dark- 
ness, whilst  the  wind  sighed  furiously  in  the  trees  and 
the  rain  was  in  all  their  faces,  they  buried  that  holy 
man  as  best  they  might,  saying  that  they  would  hold 
a  fairer  ceremony  upon  another  day,  for  they  were  all 
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affrighted  and  cast  down  by  the  events  of  that  day 
and  the  heavy  disasters  that  might  follow.  Then,  as 
the  lay  brothers  were  bearing  away  the  stretcher 
upon  which  they  had  carried  that  coffin,  one  of  them 
cried  out  like  a  scream.  Against  the  steely  li^ht  of 
the  North  he  had  perceived  a  great  cloak  tossing  out, 
over  the  churchyard  wall.  Then  all  heard  a  voice 
calling  to  them  to  send  a  religious  there.  So  the 
abbot  bade  an  old  monk  go,  for  that  might  be  some 
sinner  that  desired  to  become  an  eremite  in  place 
of  that  holy  man  now  dead.  For  thus  God  works 
in  His  wondrous  way. 

And  so  indeed  it  proved.  They  all  stood  there  in 
the  rain  whilst  the  old  monk  talked  to  that  form  of 
darkness.  The  monk  Francis  was  on  his  knees.  Then 
that  old  monk  came  back  to  them  and  said  that  here 
indeed  was  come  one  that  desired  to  go  into  that 
little  hermit's  kennel  and  there  end  his  days.  He 
was  one  that  had  been  a  good  knight,  but  had  sinned 
so  grievously  that  until  he  was  shriven  he  would  not 
come  upon  the  holy  ground  of  that  churchyard,  and 
he  desired  the  monk  Francis  to  come  to  him  and 
shrive  him  !  Then  that  monk  cried  out  with  fear, 
but  afterwards  he  went  without  the  wall  and  stayed 
there.  The  tossing  form  had  disappeared  ;  for  the 
man  had  kneeled  down  for  his  confession. 

In  the  thick  darkness  the  monk  Francis  came  back 
to  those  that  stayed  and  said  that  he  approved  that 
that  man  should  be  the  eremite. 

It  all  passed  in  the  black  night.  That  shape 
passed  in  at  the  little  hole  the  masons  had  made,  and 
an  old  mason,  so  skilled  that  he  could  do  his  work  in 
the  dark,  put  again  those  stones  in  their  places.  Then 
those  monks  sang  as  best  they  could  the   canticle 
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"Ad  te  clamavi,"  and  all  men  went  away  to  talk 
under  their  beaten  roofs  of  these  fearful  things. 
Upon  all  that  place  the  black  night  came  down, 
whipped  by  the  fell  and  chilly  rain,  and  all  over  that 
churchyard  the  water  gurgled  and  washed,  for  it  lay 
very  low  and  all  the  gutters  of  the  church  poured 
down  their  invisible  floods. 

In  a  very  high  valley  of  Corsica  the  mistress  of 
the  world  sate  upon  a  throne  of  white  marble  in  a 
little  round  temple  that  would  not  hold  more  than 
two  or  three  people.  A  round  roof  it  had,  like  a 
pie-dish,  and  little  columns  of  white  marble.  All  up 
the  green  grass  of  that  valley  amongst  the  asphodels 
walked  her  women,  devising  and  sporting,  in  gowns 
of  white  and  playing  at  ball  with  a  sphere  of  gold. 
Down  the  valley  ran  a  fierce  stream  with  great  and 
vari-coloured  rocks,  and  in  that  warm  place  the  sound 
of  its  torrent  was  agreeable  to  the  ear.  Agreeable 
too  was  the  sight  of  the  dazzling  snows  upon  the 
Golden  Mountain  ;  they  shone  in  the  sun  and  the  sky 
was  more  blue  than  can  be  imagined.  At  the  feet  of 
the  goddess  sat  a  large  woman  and  extremely  fair. 
Beside  her,  so  that  he  held  her  hand,  sitting  on  a 
couch  of  rosemary,  was  a  dark  shepherd  very  limber 
in  his  bronzed  limbs,  wearing  a  tunic  of  goat  skins,  a 
chain  of  gold  that  supported  a  gourd,  a  Phrygian  cap 
of  scarlet  woollen  work  that  was  entwined  with  the 
leaves  of  the  vine  upon  his  black  locks.  He  had  in 
his  hand  a  bow  of  ivory  with  tips  of  gold. 

So  they  sate  at  ease  and  looked  out  of  that 
temple.  In  his  shining  armour  a  young  knight  that 
sat  upon  his  steel  horse  was  devising  with  a  hero  of 
the  gentle  feats  of  arms.     This  hero  was  lithe  rather 
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than  huge  of  form.  His  face  was  stern  and  com- 
manding at  the  same  time  that  it  was  open  and 
courteous  and  attentive.  He  was  naked,  and  whilst 
he  gazed  with  attention  upon  the  young  knight's 
arms,  he  rested  his  harmonious  limbs,  leaning  upon  a 
round  shield  of  triple-plated  bronze.  Upon  his  head 
was  his  helmet  of  shining  bronze  with  a  great  plume 
of  horsehair  that  nodded  far  forward  over  his  brows  ; 
in  his  right  hand  was  a  very  heavy  spear  tipped 
with  bronze,  and  upon  his  bare  legs  he  had  bronze 
greaves.  And  they  were  talking  of  the  respective 
fitnesses  of  the  arms  that  they  bore.  Just  where 
they  stood  was  a  level  sward  that  might  be  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  across. 

Then  that  hero  signed  with  his  spear  and  there 
came  out  from  a  thicket  a  chariot  of  ivory  drawn  by 
four  white  horses  driven  by  a  helmeted  charioteer. 
So  that  hero  mounted  into  the  chariot  and  covered 
the  charioteer  and  himself  with  the  great  shield  and 
took  from  the  charioteer  three  casting  spears  that 
were  very  heavy  in  the  beam,  and  so  they  went  at  it 
for  the  entertainment  of  the  onlookers.  Here  and 
there  over  that  little  plain  darted  the  ivory  chariot 
with  the  white  horses.  That  hero  was  seeking  to 
get  to  the  hindward  of  the  young  knight  to  cast  his 
spears,  for  he  considered  that  the  war-horse  was  not 
limber.  But  he  was  limber  enough,  and  always  the 
shield  with  the  chequers  of  green  and  scarlet  faced 
the  white  chariot.     So  they  went  at  it. 

At  the  last  the  hero  cast  his  three  spears,  one 
upon  the  horse,  one  upon  the  shield,  and  one  upon 
the  helmet  of  the  good  knight.  But  the  bronze  bent 
upon  the  steel  ;  it  would  not  enter  in  though  it  were 
thrown  with  never  such  a  force.      The  young  knight 
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reeled  in  his  saddle,  and  his  steed  upon  his  feet. 
Yet,  as  that  hero  drove  the  chariot  in,  to  cast  the 
last  spear,  the  young  knight  spurred  his  horse 
suddenly  in  upon  them,  and  though  the  charioteer 
was  very  agile  with  his  car,  nevertheless  the  young 
lord's  spear  met  the  great  shield  of  bronze  and 
pierced  it  through  ;  between  the  hero  and  the  other 
the  point  went,  and  the  ivory  wheels  of  the  chariot 
broke  and  the  white  horses  fell  one  upon  the  other, 
being  taken  upon  the  side  by  that  steel-clad  horse. 
Then  that  hero  sprang  from  the  chariot  and  ran  more 
swiftly  than  the  young  lord  could  follow  to  a  great 
rock  that  was  in  the  grass  by  the  streamside.  So 
he  had  up  the  great  rock  of  marble  before  ever 
Hamewarts  was  upon  him,  and  cast  that  rock  upon 
horse  and  rider  so  that  both  fell  down  among  the 
asphodels.  Then  that  knight  in  armour  drew  him- 
self from  under  his  horse,  for  the  ground  there  was 
soft  and  marshy,  and  he  was  but  little  crushed. 
And  so  he  stood  up  upon  his  feet,  having  in  one 
hand  his  bright  dagger  that  was  the  length  of  his 
fore-arm.  And  that  hero  had  had  no  time  to  cast 
himself  upon  the  knight,  for  he  was  for  the  moment 
out  of  breath  with  the  exertion  of  casting  that  great 
rock. 

So  all  there  were  well  pleased  and  declared  that 
that  was  a  drawn  battle.  They  had  off  their  harness 
and  their  clothes  and  went  all  a-bathing  in  the  foam 
of  that  rapid  stream.  And,  as  each  one  would  have 
it,  so  those  bright  waters  were  warmed  by  the  heat  of 
the  sunlight  through  which  they  had  passed,  or  icy 
with  the  snows  that  had  been  their  origin. 

And  afterwards,  the  women  of  the  goddess 
anointed  the  limbs  of  those  combatants  with  juices 
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and  oils  so  that  all  their  wounds  were  healed  whether 
of  the  horses  or  the  heroes.  And  those  women  took 
the  harness,  both  of  the  bright  steel  and  of  the 
sounding  bronze,  and  rubbing  upon  the  dents  with 
their  smooth  fingers,  soon  they  had  all  marks  of  that 
combat  erased  so  that  the  armours  shone  like  waters 
reflecting  the  blue  sky  or  like  the  beaten  gold  of  a 
bride's  girdle.  Then  all  lay  them  down  upon 
couches  of  rosemary,  heather  or  asphodel,  that  were 
covered  with  the  white  fleeces  of  rams,  each  person 
being  with  whom  he  would.  And  they  fell  to 
devising  from  couch  to  couch,  some  of  times  past, 
some  of  times  to  come,  and  others  upon  what  should 
have  been  the  issue  of  that  late  combat  had  it  been 
fought  upon  the  wearisome  fields  known  to  mortal  man. 
Some  said  the  hero  would  have  won  it  though  arms 
he  had  none,  for  he  could  run  the  more  swiftly,  and 
might  make  shift  with  rocks  and  stones  to  pelt  that 
knight  until  his  armour  broke.  But  others  said  that 
soon  that  horse  would  have  revived  and  the  knight, 
mounting  there  upon  and  recovering  his  great  spear 
would  spit  that  naked  hero  as  he  ran,  through  the 
back. 

Through  the  opening  of  that  valley  the  goddess 
showed  them  the  blue  sea  with  triremes  upon  it, 
the  white  foam  going  away  from  their  oars  as  they 
had  fought  at  Actium.  The  galleys  of  Venice  she 
showed  them  too,  all  gilded  and  with  the  embroidered 
sails  bellying  before  the  soft  winds.  The  cities  of 
the  plains  they  saw,  and  Rome  and  Delphi  and  Tyre, 
and  cities  to  come  that  appeared  like  clouds  of 
smoke,  with  tall  columns  rising  up  and  glittering. 
So,  courteously,  they  devised  upon  all  things,  and 
that    knight  thought  never    upon    the    weariness    of 
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Northumberland  or  upon  how  his  mortal  body  lived 
in  the  little  hermitage  not  much  bigger  than  a 
hound's  kennel  that  was  builded  against  the  wall  of 
the  church.  .  .  . 

No,  there  they  lay  or  walked  in  lemon  groves 
devising  of  this  or  that  whilst  the  butterflies  settled 
upon  their  arms.  And  when  they  would  have  it 
night,  so  there  was  the  cool  of  the  evening  and  a 
great  moon  and  huge  stars  and  dimness  fit  for  the 
gentle  pleasures  of  love. 


THE   END 
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The  Master  of  Game:  The  Oldest 
English  4ook  on  Hunting.  By  Edward, 
Second  Duke  of  York,  Edited  by  W.  A. 
and  F.  Baillie-Gp.ohman.  Introduction 
i  vTheodoreRooseyelt,  Photogravure 
frontispiece  and23  full-pageLlustrations 

ARTEMU5     WARD'S     Works. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Portrait,  35.  6d. 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25. 


ARTIST    (The   Mind    of    the): 

Thoughts  and  Sayings  of  Artists  on  tueir 
Art.  Collected  and  arranged  by  Mrs. 
Laurence  Binyon.  With  8  full-page 
Plates.  Small  crown  Svo.  cloth.35.6rf.net. 


ASHTON    (JOHN).— Social   Life 

in  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne.     With 
85  lllu-*tra!><.ns.   Crown  8vo.  cloth,  35. 6d. 


AUSTEN  (JANE),  The  Works  of, 

in  Ten  Volumes,  each  containing  Ten 
Illustrations  in  Colour  by  A.  Wallis 
Mills.  With  Notes  by  R.  Brimley 
JOHNSON.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  $s.  6d.  net  per 
vol.  The  Novels  are  as  follows  :  I.  and 
II.,  PRIDE  AND  PRETUDICE;  III. 
and  IV.,  SENSE  AND  SENSIBILITY; 
V.,  NORTHANGER  ABBEY  ;  VI.,  PER- 
SUASION;  VII.  and  VIII.,  EMMA; 
IX.  and  X.,  MANSFIELD  PARK. 


AYES  HA    (MARION).— The 

Truth  about  a  Nunnery  :  Five  Years 
in  a  Paris  Convent  School.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  6s. 


AYSCOUGH  (JOHN),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Outsiders— and  In. 
Mezzogiorno. 

Hurdcott. I     Faustala. 

Marotz,     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  25,  net. 


AUTHORS    for    the    P0CK6T. 

i6mo,  cl..  is.  nrt  each  ;  leather,  3s.  net  ta. 
The  Pocket  R.  L.  S. 
The  Pocket  George  Borrow. 
The  Pocket  Thackeray. 
The  Pocket  Charles  Dickens. 
The  Pocket  Richard  Jefferies: 
The  Pocket  George  MacDonald. 
The  Pocket  Emerson. 
The  Pocket  Thomas  Hardy. 
The  Pocket  Georee  Eliot. 
The  Pocket  Charles  Kingsley. 
The  Pocket  Ruskin. 
The  Pocket  Lord  Beaconsfield. 
The  Flower  of  the  Mind. 

BACTERIA,   Yeast    Fungi,  and 

Allied  Species,  A  Synopsis  of.  By 
W.  B.  Grove,  B.A.  With  87  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth.  3s.  6d. 


BA1LDON   (H.   B.).  —  Robert 

Louis  Stevenson:  A  Study.  With  2 
Portraits.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  6s. 

BALLADS  andXYRICS  ofLOVE, 

selected  from  Percy's  'Reliques.'   Edited 

with  an  Introduction  -by  F.  SiDGWicic. 

With    10  Plates   in   Colour  after   Byam 

Shaw.  R.I.  Large  fcap.  4to,  cloth,  6s.  net. 

Legendary    Ballads,    selected    from 

Percy's  ■  Reliques.'        Edited    with  an 

Introduction  by  F.  Sidgwick.    With  10 

Plates  in  Colour  after  BYAM  Shaw,  R.I. 

Large  fcap.  4to,  cloth,  65.  net. 

***  The  above  2  volumes  may  also  be  had  in 

the  St.  Martin's  Library,  pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt 

top.  2.?.  net  each:  leather,  gilt  edges,  3.?.  net  each. 

BARDSLEY     (Rev.     C.     W.).— 

English    Surnames :    Their    Sources 
and  significations.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  75.  6d. 

BARGAIN  BOOK  (The).     ByC.E. 

Jerntngham  and  Lewis  Bettany.  With 
9  Illustrations  and  9  Tabular  Charts. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth,  75. 6d.  net. 


BARINQ-GOULD  (S.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  25.  each  ;    POPULAR 
Editions,  medium  Svo.  6d.  each. 
Red  Spider.        I        Eve. 

BARKER  (ELSA).—  The  Son  of 

Mary  Bethel.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  6s. 


BARR  (AMELIA  E.).— Love  will 

Venture  in.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6a.  ; 
Cheap  Edition,  cloth,  is.  net. 


BARR   (ROBERT),    Stories    by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair.    With  2  Illusts. 
From    Whose  Bourne,  &c.    With  47 

Illustrations  by  HAL  HURST  and  others. 
Revenge!        WTith    12    Illustrations    by 

Lancelot  Speed  and  others. 
A  Woman  Intervenes. 
A  Prince  of  Good   Fellows.    With 

15  Illustrations  by  E.  J-.  Sullivan. 
The  Unchanging  East. 
The  Speculations  of  John  Steele. 

Crown    Svo,    cloth.    3s.   6d.;  POPULAR 

Edition,  medium  8vo,  6d. 


111  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 


BARRETT  (FRANK),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  ilhist.  bds..  2s.  ea,;cl.,  2«.  td.  ua. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 
JLittU:  Lady  Linton. 
John  Ford;    and  His  Helpmate. 
A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 
Honest  Davie.  I   Lieut.  Barnabas. 
Or.  8vo,  cloth,  3j.  tui. eacn  ;  post  Bvo,  ibusl 
boards,  ft,  rach  :  cloth  limp,  25.  '»</.  each. 
Found  Guilty. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
Between  Lite  and  Death. 
Fettered  for  Life. 
A  Missing  Witness.     With  8  Musts. 
The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 
The  Harding  Scandal. 
A  Prodigal's  Progress. 
Folly  Morrison. 

Crown  8vo,  clotn,  3.9.  (ul.  each. 
Under  a    Strange   Mask.    With  ic 

niustrations  by  E.  P.  BREWTNALL. 
Was  She  Justified? 
Lady  Judas. 
The  Obliging  Husband.    With  Col 

« >ured  Frontispiece. 
Perfidious  Lydia.     With  Frontispiece 

by  Dudley Tknnant. 

Fettered  for  Life.  Pot  ii.ai;  Edition 

medium  8vo.  td. 
The  Error  of  Her  Ways.  Ciown  Svo, 

cloth.  3^.  td.:  Chkap  Edition,  cl„  k.  net 

B  A R R L N G TON      (MICHAEL), 

Novels  by. 
The  Knight  of  the  Golden  Sword. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth.  6s. 
The    Lady    of  Tripoli.    With    Illus- 
trations.   Crown  Svo.  buckram  gilt,  5*- 

BASK  E  R  V  I  L  L  ElJO  H  NT :  ~~A 

Memoir.  By  Ralph  STRAUS  and  R,  K 
Dent.  With  13  Plate:.  Lar<;e  quarto, 
buckram.  21s.  net. 

BATH  (The)  fn  "Diseases  of  the 

.Skin.  By  J.  L.  Milton.  Post  Svo,  is  ; 
cloth,  is.  hd. 

BEACONSFIELD,  LORD.    By  T. 

P.  O'Connor,  M.P.    Crown  8vo, cloth.  55. 


(W.   C.).— Songs  for 

Post  8vo,  cloth,  2:. 


BENNETT 

Sailors. 

BESANT  and  RICE,  Novels  by. 

3\.    <<,t.   each  ;     posl 
:h  ;  cl.  limp,  2s.  td.  each. 


Cr.   Svo.  cloth 

illust.  bds.  2s. 


BEARD    (JOHN),     D.Sc.  —  The 

Enzyme    Treatment     of      Cancer. 
With  I  lusts.    DemySvo,  .•!..  -*.  in,\  net 

B  E  N  N  ETTWA  RNOLD)r  Novels 

by.     Crown  Bvo,  Cloth,  35.  td.  each, 
Leonora.  A  Great  Man. 

Teresa  of  Watlicg  Street.    With 

Illustrations  bv  FRANK  GlLLETT, 

Tales  of  the  Five  Towns,  j  Hugo. 
Sacred  and  Profane  Love. 
The  Gates  of  Wrath. 
The  Ghost.    The  City  of  Pleasure. 
The  Grand  Babylon  Hotel. 
Sacred  and  Profane  Love.  Chkap 

Edii ION,  crown  Bvo,  iv.net.;  POPULAR 

Edition',  medium  8vo,  nd. 
Leonora.  Popular  Edition,  crown  8vo, 

cloth.  2s.  net. 
Popular  ErJi  noNS.  medium  Svo.  td.  each. 
The  Grand  Babylon  Hotel. 
The  City  of  Pleasure.     1      Hugo. 


Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 

The  Golden  Butterfly. 

My  Little  Girl. 

With  Harp  and  Crown. 

This  Son  of  Yulcan. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

By  Celia's  Arbour. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 

BESANT     (Sir     WALTER), 

Novels    by.     Crown  8V0,  cloth,    3 
each  ;    post   Svo,   illustrated    boards,  2s, 
each  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  td.  each. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
With  12  Illustrations  by  FRED.  UaRNAKD. 

The  Captains'  Room,  Ke. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair.     With  6  Illus- 
trations bv  Harry  Furniss. 

Dorothy  Forster.    With  Frontispiece. 

Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stories. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

The  W  orld  Went  Yery  Well  Then. 
With  12  Illustrations  by  A.  FORESTIER. 

Herr  Paulus. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 

For    Faith    and    Freedom.      With 
Illusts.  bv  A.  FORESTIER  and  F.  WADDY. 

To  Call  Her  Mine,  &c.  With  9  Illusts. 

The  Holy  Rose,  «.Nc    With  Frontispiece. 

Armorel  of  Lyonesse.  With  1 2  IUus's. 

St.    Katherine's    by    the    Tower. 
With  12  Illustrations  bv  C.  GREEN. 

Yerbena  Camellia  Stephanotls. 

The  Ivory  Gate. 

The  Rebel  Queen. 

Beyond  the  Dreams  ot   Avarice. 
With  12  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  HYDE. 

In  Deacon's  Orders,  &c.  With  Frontis. 

The  Revolt  of  Man. 

The  Master  Craftsman. 

The  City  of  Refuge. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth    is.  td.  each. 

A  Fountain  Sealed. 

The  Changeling. 

The  Fourth  Generation. 

The  Orange  Girl.    With  6  Illustrations 
by  F.  PEGRAM. 

The  Alabaster  Box. 

The  Lady  of  Lynn.    With  rz  Illustra- 
tions by  G  Demain-  Hammond. 

No  Other  Way.     With  12  Illustrations. 

Crown  Bva  picture  cioin,  rtat  back,  2. 

St.  Katherine's  by  tne  Tower. 

The  Rebel  Queens 

Fine  Paper  Editions,  pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt, 

2f.  net   each  ■  leather,  gilt,  -IS.  net  each. 

London.  |  Westminster. 
Jerusalem.   (Iu  collaboration  with  Prof, 

E.  H.  Palmer  ) 
Sir  Richard  Whlttirgton. 
Gaspare!  de  Coligny. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


BESANT  (Sir  Walter)— continued. 

Editions,  cr.  8vi>,  cloth,  u.net  each 
The  Alabaster  Box. 
Verbena    Cumeilia    Qtephanotis. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
Ready-Money  Moi'tiboy. 
By  Celia's  Arbour. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
The  Orange  Girl. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
L>orothyForster.  |  No  Other  Way. 
Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 
The  Lady  of  Lynn. 

Demy  8vo,  cloth,  55.  net  each. 
London.     With  12^  Illustrations. 
Westminster.    With  Etching  by  F.  S. 

\\  ALKEK,  and  130  Illustrations. 
South  London.     With  Etching  by  F.  S. 

WALKER,  and  uS  Illustrations. 
East  London.    With   Etching  by  F.  S. 

WALKER,  and  56  Illustrations  by  Phil 

May,  l.  Raven  Hill,  and  J.  Pennell. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6d.  each. 
Fifty  Years  Ago.    With  144  Iliusts. 
The    Charm,  and   other  Drawing-room 
Plays.    50  Iilus.  by  Chris  Hammond,  &c. 

St.    Katherine's    by   the    Tower. 

Cheap  EDITION  picture  cover,  is.  net. 
The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies. 
With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s. 
Art  of  Fiction.    Fcap.  8vo.  cloth,  is.net. 


BIBLIOTHECA       ROMANICA  : 

The  Original  Text,  with,  where  neces- 
sary, Notes.  Small  Svo,  single  parts,  Sd. 
net  per  vol.;  cloth,  single  parts,  15.  net  per 
vol.  Where  two  or  more  units  are  bound 
in  one  volume  the  price  in  wrapper  re- 
mains 8d.  per  unit,  i.e.,  two  cost  is.qd. ; 
three  cost  2s. :  four  cost  25.  8i.  In  cloth 
the  additional  cost  is  a,d.  for  the  first,  and 
id.  for  each  succeeding  unit  :  i.e.,  one 
unit  costs  is.  ;  two  cost  is.  Qd. ;  three 
2s.  6d.\  four  3s.  3d. 

1.  Moliere:  Le  Misanthrope. 

2.  Moliere:  Les  Femmes  savantes. 

3.  Corneille:  Le  Cid.  [thode. 

4.  Descartes :    Discours  de  la  nie- 
5-6.  Dante  :     Divina     Commedia     I.  : 

1  memo. 

7.  Boccaccio:     Decameron:    Prima 

giornata. 

8.  Calderon :  La  vida  es  suefio. 

9.  Restif  de  la  Bretonne:   L'an 

2oco. 

10.  Camoes :  Os  Lusiadas  :  Canto  I.,  1 1 

11.  Ytacine:  Ath.-die. 

12-15.  Petrarca  :  Rerum  vulgarium 
I'ragmen  ta.  [Purgatorio. 

16-17.  Dante:    Divina     Commedia     II.: 

18-20.  Tillier:  Mon  oncle  Benjamin. 

21-22.  Boccaccio:  Decameron  :  Seconda 
giomata. 

13-24.  Beaumarchati:  Le  Earbier  de 
ievilif, 


B!BLIOTHFXA  ROMANICA  -continued. 
Camoes :  6s Lusiadas  :  III.,  IV 
Alfred  de  Musset:  Com. 
i'i  fverbes 
ao.  Corneille:  Horace. 
30-31.  Dante:     Divina    Commedia    III.: 

Paradiso. 
32-34.  Prevost:  Manon  Lescant. 

.  CEuvres  de  Franoois  Yillon. 
$7-39.  Guillem  de  Castro:   Las  Moce- 
dadesdel  Cid,  1.,  II. 
40.  Dante:  La  Vita  Nuova. 
41-44.  Cervantes:  5  Novelas  ejemplares. 

45.  Camoes:  Os  Lusiadas  :V. VI.,  VIL 

46.  Moliere:  L'Avare. 

47.  Petrarca:  I  Trioufi.        [giornata 
48-49.  Boccaccio  :    Decameron  :    Terza 

50.  Corneille:  Cinna. 
51-52  Camoes  :  Os  Lusiadas  :  VIII., IX.,  X. 
53-54  La  Chanson  de  Roland. 
55-58  Alfred    da    Musset :    Premieres 
Poesies. 
59.  Boccaccio  :   Decameron  :   Quarla 
giornata. 
60-61.  Maistre     Pierre      Pathelin  : 

farce  du  XVe  siecle. 
62-63.  Giacomo  Leopardi  :  Canti. 
6465.  Chateaubriand:  Ata'a. 

6u.  Boccaccio  :    Decameron,    Quinta 
giornata. 
67-70.  Blaise  Pascal:  Les  Provinciates. 

BIERCE  (AMBROSE)?— In    the 

Midst  of  Life.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd. ; 
p.  8vo.  bds..  2s.  :  cr.  8v<">,  pic.  cov.  ts.  net. 


BINDLOSS  (HAROLD),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Mistress  of  Bonaventure. 
Daventry's  Daughter. 
A  Sower  of  Wheat. 
Ainslie's    Ju-ju.      Crown    8vo,    cloth, 

3s.  6d.  ;  picture  cioth.  fiat  back,  2s. 
The  Concession -hunters.     Crown 

8vo.  cloth,  35.  od. ;   Popolar  Edition', 

medium  Svo.  6d. 


BLAKE    WILLIAM):  A  Critical 

Study   by  A.  C.   SWINBURNE.      With  a 
Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  buckram,  6s.  net. 
The    Marriage   of    Heaven   and 
Hell,  and  A  Song  of  Liberty.  With 
Introduction  by  F.G.Stokes.    A  Flok- 
exce    Press    Book.     Crown  8vo,  hand- 
made paper,  boards,  $s.  6d.  net  ;   parch- 
■  ment,  5s.  net. 


BOCCACCIO.— The   Decameron. 

With   a  Portrait.      Pott    8vo,   cloth,   gilt 
top.  2.?.  net  :  leather,  gilt  edges.  7s.  net. 


BODKIN   (McD.,    K.C.)  - 
lelagh     and     Shamrock. 

8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 


BORDEAUX     (HENRI).  —  The 

Parting  of  the  Ways.     Translated  by 
Louise  ■>.  Hotghtow    Cr.  Svo.  cl..  6c. 


BORENIUS    (TANCRED).— The 

Painters  of  Vicenza,     With  15  t'uli- 
pagcPluus,    DumySvu,.  cloth, 7*.  Q.l.  net* 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANK,  LONDON,  W.C. 


feOSSES    AND    CORBELS    OF 

EXETER  CATHEDRAL.     By  E.   K 
PHIDEAUX     and    G,    R.    HOLT   5HAFTO 
With   Illustrations.      Demy   8vo,  doth, 
'  a',  net. 

B05W  ELL'S     AUTOBIO- 
GRAPHY.    By  Percy   Fitzgerald. 

\\  iili  Billus.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  12.?.  6d.ni  t. 

BOURQET    (PAUL).— A  Living 

Lie.     Translated  by  JOHN  DK  VILLI ERS. 

Crown    8vo,    cloth,    35.    6dL;    Cheap 
EDITION,  picture  cover,  is,  net. 


BOYLE  (F.).— Chronicles  of  No- 
Man's  Land.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2.1. 


BRAND    (JOHN).— Observations 

on    Popular    Antiquities.     With    the 

Additions  ot   Sir  Hexky   El. LIS.     Crown 
8vo,    cloth,  t,s.  bd, 

BRA  YS  HAW  ( JTDOD S WORT  HJL 

—  Slum  Silhouettes:  Stories  of  London 
Life.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  35.  bd. 


BREWER'S  (Rev.    Dr.)   Diction- 

aries.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  net  each. 
ThaReader'sHandbook  of  Famous 

Names    in    Fiction,   Allusions, 

References,     Proverbs,    Plots, 

Stories,  and  Poems. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles :  Imitative, 

Kealistic,  and  Dogmatic. 

BREWSTER    (Sir    DAV1D)7 

Works  by.    Post  8vo,  cloth.  4s.  6d.  each. 
More  Worlds  than  One:    Creed  of 

Philosopher,  Hope  of  Christian.     Plates. 
The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Galileo, 

Tycho  Brahe,  and  KEPLER. 
Letters  on    Natural    Magic.    With 

numerous  Illustrations. 

BRIDGE  CAT ECH Tl SM :  Q UES- 

TIONS  AND  ANSWERS:  including 
the  Portland  Club  Code.  By  Robert 
Hammond.    Fcap.  8vo.  cloth,  2s,  bd.  net. 

BRIDQECJ.  S  C.).— From  Island 

to  Empire:  \  Histoiy  of  theExpansionof 
England  by  Force  of  Arms.  With  Mai  s 
and  Plans.    Large  crown  8vo,cloth,6.v.net. 

BROWnTNQ^S  (ROBT. )  POEMS. 

Large  fcap.  4*0,  cloth,  bs,  net  e3ch  ;  LARGE 
Paper  Edition*,  parchment,  12j.6rf.net 
each. — Also anEdition  in  the  ST.MARTIN'S 
Library,  post  8vo,  cloth,  25.  net  each  ; 
leather,  3.-.  net  each. 

Pippa  Passes;  and  Men  and 
Women,  With  10  Plates  in  Colour 
after  E  Fortescue  Brickd.ale. 

Dramatis  Personae  ;  and  Dramatic 
Romances  and  Lyrics.  With  10 
Plates  in  Colour  after   E.  F.  BRICRDALR 


BRYDEN      H.    A.).— An    Exiled 

Scot.       With     Frontispiece    by     !.    s. 
Crompton,  R.I.  Crown  8vo,  cloth. 

BRYDQES  (HAROLD)r=^Uncle 

Sam  at  Home.    With  91  Blasts,     1 
8vo,  Must,  boards,  2s,  ;  cloth  limp,  u,bd. 


BUCHANAN  (ROBERT),  Poems 

and  Novels  by. 
The  Complete  Poetical   Works  of 
Robert  Buchanan.    2  Vol  .  1  rov  n 
8vo,  buckram    With  Portrait   Frontispiece 

to  each  volume.  12s. 


Crown  8vo,  ciotn,  3 v.  bd.  each  ;   post  8vo, 

Illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the   Man.    With  11  Illustra< 

tions  bv  F,  Barnard. 
Lady  Kilpatrick. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Annan  Water.  |  Foxglove  Manor. 
The  New  Abelard.  |  Rachel  Dene. 
Matt:  A  Story  of  a  Caravan. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd.  each. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 
Andromeda. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
Gcd  and  the  Man. 
Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword.  Large 
Type.  Fine  Paper  Edition.  Pott  8vo. 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  ;  leather, gilt  edges, 
3*.  net. 

The  Charlatan.  By  Robert Buchanan' 
and  H  enry  M  urray.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
with  Frontispiece  by  T.  H.  ROBINSON, 
35.  dd.  ,  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.?. 


BURTON     (ROBERT).    —   The 

Anatomy  of  Melancholy.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth.  7.?.  bd 

CAINE  (HALL),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp. 
25.  bd.  each. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.  |  The  Deemster. 

Also  Library  Editions  of  the  three  novels, 

crown  .Svo,  cloth.  6s.  each  ;  CHEAP  POPU- 
lar  Editions,  medium  Svo, portrait  cover, 
bd,  each  ,  and  the  Fine  Paper  Edition 
of  The  Deemster,  pott  8vo.  cloth, 
gilt  top,  ar.net  .  leather,  gilt  edges.jt.net. 


CAMERON  (V.    LOVETT).-The 

Cruise  of  the  'Black  Prince' 
Privateer.  Cr  Svo,  cloth,  with  2  Illus- 
trations by  P  Macnab  $s .  orf. ;  post  8vo, 
picture  boards,  2?. 


CAfNCER.      THE      ENZYME 

TREATMENT  OP.  By  JOHN  BEARD, 
D.Sc  With  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth,  Js  bd,  net 


CANZIANI  (ESTELLA).— Cos- 
tumes, Traditions,  and  Songs  of 
Savoy.  With  50  Illustrations  in  Colour, 
and  many  in  Line,  bv  the  Author.  Demy 
4to,  cloth,  11%,  net  ;  vellum,  31*.  bd.  net. 


(  HAtTO  &  \\  INDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


CARLYLE   (THOMAS).— On  the 

Choice  of  Books.   Post  8vo,  cloth,  \s.6d. 


CARROLL  (LEWIS),  Books  by. 
Alice    In    Wonderland.      With    12 

Coloured  and  many  Line  Illustrations  by 
MlLLlCKN'T  SOWERBY,  Large  crown  8vo, 
cloth  gilt,  x?.  6d.  net. 
Feeding  the  Mind.  With  a  Preface 
by  W.  H.  DrapiIk.  Post  Svo,  boards, 
13.  net  ;  leather.  2c.  net. 

CARRLrTH  (HAYDENJT—  TheAtT 

ventures  of  Jones.     With    17  lilusts. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth,  15.  6<i. 

CASTELLANE  (MARQUIS  DE)^ 

—  Men   and   Things    of    My   Time- 
Translated  by  A.  Teixeira  dk  Mattos- 

With  r3  Portraits.    Demv  Svo,  cl.,  6s.  net 


CHAPMAN'S  (GEORGE)  Works. 

Vol.  I..  Plays  Complete,  including  the 
Doubtful  Ones.  —  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and 
Minor  Translations,  with  Essay  by  A.  C 
SWINBURNE— Vol.  III..  Translations  ol 
the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.  Three  Vols, 
crown  8v  \  cloth,  ■?.?.  bd.  each. 


CHATFIELD-TAYLOR(H.  C.).- 

Fame's  Pathway.     Cr.  8vo,. cloth,  6s. 


CHAUCER  for  Children:  A  Gol- 
den Key.  By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 
8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
Crown  4to.  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  With  the  Story 
of  his  Times  and  his  Work.  By  Mrs. 
H.  R.  Haweis.    Demy  8vo,  cloth.  2s.  6d. 

The  Prologue  to  the  Canterbury 
Tales.  Printed  in  black-letter  upon 
hand-made  paper.  With  Illustrations  by 
Ambrose  Dudley.  Fcap.  .jto,  decorated 
cloth,  red  top,  2s.  6d.  net. 

*V;  See  also  The  King's  Classics,  p.  16. 


CHESNEY      (WEATHERBY), 

Novels  by.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3;.  6d.  each. 
The  Cable-man. 
The  Romance  of  a  Queen. 
The  Claimant. 


CHESS,  The  Laws  and  Practice 

of;  with  an  Analysis  of  the  Openings. 
By  Howard  Staunton'.  Edited  by 
R.  B.  Wormai.d.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5$. 

The   Minor  Tactics  of   Chess  :  A 

Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the 
Forces  in  obedience  to  Strategic  Principle. 
By  F.  K.  Young  and  E.  C.  Howell. 
Long  fcap  8vo.  cloth,  2s.  bd. 

The  Hastings  Chess  Tournament. 

The  Authorised  Account  01  the  230  Games 
played  Aug.-Sept.,  1895.  With  Annota- 
tions by  Pillsbury,  Lasker,  Tarrasch, 
Steinitz,  Schiffers,  Teichmann,  Bar- 
deleben,  blackburn'e,  gunsberg. 
TlNSLEY,  Mason,  and  Albin  ;  Biographi- 
cal Sketches,  and  22  Portraits.  Edited  by 
H,  F,  Cheshire.    Crown  Svo,  cloth, $s. 


CHILD'S  BOOK  of  VERSES,  A. 

With  Illustrat.ons  in  Colour  by  Jkssie 
Willcox  Smith,  ''.rown  410,  pictorial 
cloth,  3s.  6d.  net.  v 

CLARE  (AUSTIN).— By  the  Rise 

of  the  River.     Crown  Svo.  cloth.  - 

CLAYTON  (MARGARET \ Books 

for  Children  by. 
Camping  in  the  Forest.    With    12 

Coloured  lilusts.,  and  many  in  Line,  by 

the  Author.     Fcap  4to,  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  net. 
Amabel    and  Crispin.     With  many 

I  lusirations.    Demy  8vo.  cloth.  3s. 6d  net. 

CLIVE  (Mrs.  ARCHER),  Novels 

by.    Post  8vo,  cl.  3s.  6d.  ea  ;  bds,  2s.  ea. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 


CLODD      (EDWARD).  —  Myths 

and  Dreams.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  bd. 


COLLINS  (J.  CHURTON,  M.A.). 
—  Jonathan  Swift.    Cr.  Svo.  c!..  3*.  6d. 


COLLINS   (MORTIMER  and 

FRANCES),  NoveJs  by.  Cr.Svo,  cl., 
■\s.  6d.  each:  post  Svo,  illustd.  bds..  2?.  each. 

From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 

You  Play  me  False. 

Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

Ihe  Village  Comedy.  |  Frances 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Transmigration. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

Sweet  Anne  Page. 

Sweet  and  Twenty. 


COLLINS  (W1LK1E),  Novels  by. 

Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  35.  6d.  each  :  post  Svo,  picture 
boards,  2s.  each  ;  cl.  limn.  25.  bd.  each. 

Antonina.  I  Basil  I  Hide  and  Seek 

The  Woman  in  White. 

The  Moonstone.  |  Man  and  Wife: 

The  Dead  Secret.    I     After  Dark. 

The  Queen  of  Hearts. 

No  Name  My  Miscellanies. 

Armadale.  Poor  Miss  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs?  '   The  Black  Robe, 

The  New?  Magdalen. 

Frozen  Deep.  |    A  Rogue's  Life. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Jezebel's  Daughter. 

Heart  and  Science.  !  "I  Say  No." 

The  Evil  Genius.  !  Little  Novels. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain.  !  Blind  Love. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  Svo.  fid.  each. 

Antonina.       I       Poor  Miss  Finch. 

The  Woman  in  White. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

Moonstone.  |  The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Dead  Secret.    I        No  Name. 

Man  and  Wife  Armadale. 

The  Haunted  Hotel.  1  Blind  Love. 

The  Woman  in  White.  Large  Type, 
Fine  Paper  Edition-.  Pott  8vo,  cloth, 
gilt  top,  2s.  net  :  leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 

The  Frozen  Deep.  Large  Type  Edit, 
Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  is.  net. 
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COBBAN  (J.  MACLAREN), 

Novels  by. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  25. 

The  Red  Sultan.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3.9.  tiii.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2?. 

The  Burden  of  Isabel.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3?.  bd. 

COLQUHOUN    (M.    J.).— Every 

Inch  a  Soldier.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
35.  bd.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

COLT-BREAKING, Hints  on.  By 

\V.  M.  Hutchison.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  bd. 

COLTON      (ARTHUR).    —   The 

Belted  Seas.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

COLVILL    (HELEN    H.).  —  The 

Incubus.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  bs. 

COMPENSATION    ACT   (THE), 

1906:  Who  pays,  to  whom,  to 
what,  and  when  it  is  applicable. 
By  A.  Clement  Edwards,  M.P.  Crown 
8vo,  is.  net ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  net. 


COMPTON  (HERBERT),  Novels  by 
The    Inimitable    Mrs.    Massing- 

ham    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  bd. ;  Popu- 
lar Edition-,  medium  8vo,  6d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6^.  each. 
The  Wilful  Way. 
The  Queen  can  do  no  Wrong. 
To  Defeat  the  Ends  of  Justice. 


COOPER  (E.  H.),  Novels  by. 

C  rown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 
Geoffory  Hamilton. 
The  Marquis  and  Pamela. 

C  0  R  N  W  A  L  L.—  Popular 

Romances  of  the  West  of  England  : 

The  Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Oid  Cornwall.  Collected  bv  Robert 
Hint,  F.R.S.  With  two  Plates  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Cr.Svo,  cl.,  ys.bd. 

CRADDOCK  (C.  EGBERT),  by. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky 
Mountains.  Crown  8vo, cloth,  35.  bd. : 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2S. 

His    Yanished    Star.      Crown    8vo, 

cloth.  $s.  '  d 
The    Windfall.       C:o\vn    8yo,    cloth, 
«.  bd. ;  Cheap  Edition,  cloth,  is.  net. 


CROKER  (Mrs.  B.  MO,   Novels 

by.      Crown    8vo,   cloth,   34,  6et.   each  ; 

post   8vo,   illustrated    boards,    25.   each  ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  bd.  each. 
Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
A  Bird  of  Passage.    ,    Mr.  Jervis. 
Diana  Barrington. 
Two  Masters.       I       Interference. 
A  Family  Likeness. 
A  Third  Person.    |    Proper  Pride. 
Village  Tales  &  Jungle  Tragedies. 
The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  or  Single? 

'To  Let.* 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  $s,  bd.  each. 
In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry. 
Miss  Balmaine's  Past. 
Jason.  I   Beyond  the  Pale. 

Terence.    With  6  Illusts.  byS.  PAGET. 
The  Cat's-paw.     With  12  Illustration-. 
The    Spanish    Necklace.       With   8 

Illusts.byF.  Pegram. — Alsoa  Cheap  Kd., 

without  Musts.,  picture  cover,  is.  net. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd.  each  :  post  8vo, 

cloth  limp,  2.?.  bd.  each. 
Infatuation.       |    Some  One  Else. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo.  62.  each. 

Proper  Pride.    |    The  Cat's-paw. 

Diana  Barrington. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Beyond  the  Pale. 

A  Family  Likeness. 

Miss  Balmaine's  Past.    (Cr.  Svo.) 

Married  or  Single? 

The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 

The  Spanish  Necklace. ■ 

CROSS      (HELEN      R.).— Aunt 

Maria's  Dressing-table,  A  Book  tor 
Children  to  Paint  in  and  to  Read,  with 
Illustrations.  Square  Svo  boards,  1.?.  net. 

CROSS  (MARGARET  B.),  Novels 

by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  60.  each. 
A  Question  of  Means. 
Opportunity.      With    Frontispiece    by 

Hilda  B.  Wiener. 
Up  to  Perrin's.  

CRU  IKS  HANK'S    COMIC    AL- 

MANACK.  Complete  in  Two  SERIES  : 
the  First  from  1835  to  1843  :  the 
Second,  from  1844  to  1853,    With  many 

hundred  Woodcuts  and  Steel  Plates  by 

George  Cruikshank  and  others.    Two 

Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  $$.  net  each. 


CRIM    (MATT).— Adventures  of 

a  Fair  Rebel.    Crown  8vo,cloth,3i.  bd.  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

CROCKETT  (S.  R.)  and  others.— 

fales    of     uiir     Const.      By     SL      K. 
Crockett,  Gilbert  Parker,  Harold 
.•..'and  W.Ci  LRH 

With  13  Illustrations  by  Frank  Branq 
yn  Ni    Crown  8vo,  1  loth, 


CUMMINCi  (C.  F.  GORDON), 
Works  by.     Demy  8vo,  cloth, 6s.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides,  with  24  Illustrations. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the 
Indian  Plains.  With  42  Illustrations. 

Two  Happy  Years  in  Ceylon. 
With  2d  Illustrations. 

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.    Frontis. 

CUSSANSJOHN  E.).— A  Hand- 
book of  Heraldry:    including  instruc- 
tions ior  edigrees,  Decipl. 
Am                     8    .     V\  ith  41  B  W< 
a  1 1  • '.  th,6j 


I 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,   PUBLISHERS, 


DANBY  (FRANK).— A  Coquette 

in  Crape.     Foolscap  8vo,  picture  cover, 
6*/.  ;  cloth,  is.  net. 

DAUDET     (ALPH0N5E).  —  The 

Evangelist;     or.     Port    Salvation. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth.  3.?  6J.  ;  post  8vo,  bds.,  2S. 

DAY  E  N  A  N  TlFRANCfS).— Hints 

for  Parents  on  Choice  of  Profession 
for  their  Sons.    Crown  8vo.  is.  6d. 

DAVIDSON  (H.  C.).— Mr.  Sad- 
ler's Daughters.  Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  35.6^.: 
Cheap  Editiov,  cloth.  1?.  net. 


DAVIES    (Dr.   N.    E.   YORKE-), 

Works  by.    Cr.  8vo,  is.  ea.;  cL  is.  bd.tz 
One   Thousand  Medical    Maxims 
and  Surgical  Hints. 

Nursery  Hints:  A    Mother's  Guide. 

The    Dietetic    Cure     of    Obesity 

(Foods  for  the  Fat).   With  Chapters 

on  the  Treatment  of  Gout  by  Diet. 

Aids  to  LonjTLife.  Cr.Svo.  zr. ;  cl.2s.6rf 

Wine  and    Health:    How  to  enjoy 

both.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  bd- 

DEAKIN  (DOROTHEA),  Stories 

by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd.  each. 
The  Poet  and  the  Pierrot. 
The  Princess  &  the  Kitchen-maid. 


DEFOE  (DANIEL).  —  Robinson 

Crusoe.  With  37  Illusts.  by  George 
CrUIKSHANK.  Pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top. 
2s.  net :  leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 

DEMILLE(JAMES).—  AStrange 

Manuscript  found  in  a  Copper 
Cylinder.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  19 
Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul,  35.  bd. ; 
post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2s. 


DEVONSHIRE  SCENERY,  The 

History  of.  Bv  Arthur  W.  Clay  dex, 
M.A.  With  Il)us.bemy8vo.cl..io.<;.6(<'.  net 

Devon:  Its  Moorlands,  Streams, 
and  Coasts.  By  Lady  Rosalind 
Northcote.  Illustrated  in  Colours  by 
F.  J.  W'.dgery.     Fcap.  4(0.  cl.,  20.S-.  net. 

Folk  Rhymes  of  Devon:  Notices  of 
tl  e  Metrical  Sayings  found  in  the  Lore 
of  the  People.  By  William  Crossing. 
Demy  8vo.  cl  >th.  45.  b,i.  net. 


DEWAR   (Q.  A.  B.).-The  Airy 

Way.     Crown  8,-o.  cloth,  6*.  net. 


DEWAR    (T.    R.).  —  A    Ramble 

Round  the  Qlobe.     With  220  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  Svo.  cloth.  75.  bd. 

D I C  KENS      (CHARLES),      The 

Speeches  of.  With  :i  Portrait.  Pott 
8vo.  clotn,  2s.  net  ;  leather,  35.  net. 
The  Pocket  Charles  Dickens :  Pass- 
ages chosen  by  Alfred  H.  Hyatt. 
l6mo. cloth,  2s.  net  :  leather,  gilt,  3.?.  net. 


DICTIONARIES. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama.    Bv 

W.  Davrnpokt  Adams.   Vol.  1.  ( \  :o  G) 

Demy  Svo,  cloth,  ws.  bd.  net: 


DICTION  ARlES-cofUimud. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of 
Famous  Names  in  Fiction, 
Allusions,  References,  Pro- 
verbs, Plots,  Stories, and  Poems. 
By  Rev.  E.  C.  BREWER,  LL.D.  Crown 
8vo.  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  net. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles, 
Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer,  LL.D.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  35.  bd.  net. 

Familiar  Allusions.    Ey  William  A. 

and  Charles  G.  Wheeler.   Demy  Svo, 

cloth,  7.1.  bd.  net. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great 

Men.    With  Historical  ana  Explanatory 

Notes  by  SAMUEL  A.  Bent,  A.M.   Crown 

Svo.  cloth,  7s.  bd. 
The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 

Historical,  and  Anecdotal.      Crown  Svo, 

cloth.  65.  bd. 
Words,    Facts,   and    Phrases:    A 

Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Oul- 

of-the-Way     Matters.        By      Elikzer 

Edwards.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  $s.  bd 

DOBSON  (AUSTIN),  WorksTby. 

Crown  8vo.  buckram,  6s".  each. 
Four  Frenchwomen.  With  Portraits. 
Eighteenth    Century    Vignettes. 
In  Three  Series,  each    65.  ;    also    FlNE- 
paper  Editions,  pott  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  net 
each  ;  leather.  3s.  net  each. 
A  Paladin  of  Philanthropy,  and 
Other  Papers.      With  2  Illustrations. 
Side-walk  Studies.      With  5  Illusts. 
Old  Kensington  Palace,  and  other 

Papers.     With  6  Illustrations. 
At  Prior  Park,  and  other  Papers.    With 
6  Illustrations! 


DONOVAN      (DICK),     Detective 

Stories  by.  Post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards.  2s.  each  :  cloth,  2s.  bd.  each. 

In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 

Link  by  Link.    1    Caught  at  Last. 

From  Information  Received. 

Suspicion  Aroused. 

Riddles  Read. 

Cr.  Svo,  cl..  $s.  bd.  each  ;  picture  cl.,.  2s.  ea. ; 
post  Svo,  boards,  2s.  ea   :  cloth.  2s.  bd.  ea. 

The  Man  from  Manchester. 

The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace. 

Crown  Svo.  clotn.  3*.  bd.  each. 
Deacon  Brodie  :  or,  Behind  the  Mas!-. 
Tyler  Tatlock,  Private  Detective. 
Cr.  8vo,  c'.,  35.  bd.  ea.  :  pict.  c!..  Hat  bk.   2s.  ea. 
The  Records  of  Yinccnt  Trill. 
Tales  of  Terror. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,   3^.  od.  each  :    post  Svo, 

boards,  2s.  each:  cloth  limn,  2s.  bd  each. 
Chronicles  of  MichaelDanevitoh. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan? 
Crown 8vo,  picture  ciottt,2j-.  each  ;  post  Svo, 

iilnst.  bds,.  2r.  each:  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  ea. 
Wanted!      I     The  Man. Hunter. 
Dark  Deeds.    Crown    &vo,   cloth  limp, 

2s,  6d, ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s, 
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DIXON  (W.WILLMOTT),  Novels 

by.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  \s.  bd.  each. 
The  Rogue  of  Rye.  j    King  Hal. 

DOWLINQ  ^(RICHARD).  —  Old 

Corcoran's  Money.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  bd. 


DOYLE  (A.  CONAN).— The  Firm 

of  (iirdlestone.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd 


DRAMATISTS,   THE    OLD. 

Edited  by  Col.  CUNNINGHAM.  Cr.  8vo, 
cloth,  with  Portraits.  U.  bd.  per  Vol, 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes, 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  WILLIAM  GlFFORD. 
Three  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works.  Three  Vols.  Vol. 
I.  contains  the  Flays  complete  ;  Vol.  II„ 
Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  an 
Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE  j  Vol.111., 
Translations  of  the   Iliad  and  Odyssey 

Marlowe's  Works.    One  Vol. 

Massinger's  Plays.  From  Gifford  's 
Text.     One  Vol. 


DUMPY      BOOKS       (The)      for 
Children.    Royal   321110,  cloth,  is.   net 

each. 

1.  The  Flamp,  The  Amel ioratov, 
and  The  School-boy's  Appren- 
tice.   By  E.  V.  Lucas. 

3.  The  Bad  Family.  By  Mrs. 
Fknwick. 

4.  The  Story  of  Little  Black 
Sambo.      by    Helen    Bannerman. 

Illustrated  in  colours. 

7.  A  Flower  Book.  Illustrated  in 
colours  by  Nellie  BENSON. 

8.  The  Pink  Knight.  By  J.  R.  Mon- 
SELL.     Illustrated  in  colours. 

9.  The  Little  Clown.     By  T.  Corp.. 

10.  AHorseBook.  By  MaryTourtel. 
Illustrated  in  colours. 

11.  Little  People:  an  Alphabet.  By 
Henry  Mayer  and  T.  W.  H .  Crosland. 

Illustrated  in  colours. 

12.  A  Dog  Book.  By  ETHEL  BlCKNELL. 

\\  ith    Pictures    in    colours  by  Cakton 

Moore  park. 

14.  The  Little  Girl  Lost.  ByE.RAPER, 

15.  Dollies.  By  Richard  Hunter. 
Illustrated  in  c  ilours  by  Ruth  Cobb. 

16.  The  Bad  Mrs.  Ginger.  By  HONOR 
C.  Applet  on.    Illustrated  in  colours. 

17  Peter  Piper's  Practical  Prin- 
ciples.   Illustrated  in  colours. 

18.  Little  White  Barbara.  By 
Ele  inor  March,    Illustrated  in  colours. 

20.  Towlocks  and  his  Wooden 
Horse.      Bv    Alice    M.    Appleton. 

Illus.in  colours  by  HONOR  C.  APPLETON. 

21.  Three  Little  Foxes.  By  MARY 
rouRi  11..    Illustrated  in  colonic. 

22.  The  Old  Man's  Bag.  By  T.  W. 
H.  Crosland.    nius.  bv  J.  K.  Monsell. 

23.  Three  Little  Goblins.  By  M. 
G.  TAGOART.     Illustrated  in  colours. 

25.  More  Dollies.  By  Richard  Hun- 
fER.     Plus,  in  colours  by   RCTH  COBB, 


DUMPY  HOOKS— continued. 

Rival  1211m,  doth,  15.  net  each. 
26.  Little  Yellow  Wang-lo.    By  M. 

C.  Bell.  Illustrated  lu  colours. 
28.  The    Sooty    Man.       By    E.    B. 

macki.wo.n  and  Eden  Coybee    Ithn 

30.  Rosalina.     Illustrated  in  colours  by 

Jean  c.  Archer. 

31.  Sammy  and  the  Snarly  win  k. 
Illustrated  in  colours  by  Lena  and  Nor. 

MAN'   All.T. 

33.  Irene's  Christmas  Party.  B> 
Richard  Hunter    Ilius.  bykt  im< 

34.  The  Little  Soldier  Book  By 
Jessie  Pope  Illustrated  in  colours  by 
Henry  Mayer. 

35.  The  Dutch  Doll's  Ditties.  By 
C.  Aubri  v  Moore. 

36  Ten  Little  Nigger  Boys.  By 
Nora  Cask. 

37.  Humpty  Dumpty's  Little  Son. 
Bv    HELEN   R.  Cross. 

38.  Simple  Simon.  By  Helen  R. 
Cross.     Illustrated  in  colours. 

39  The  Little  Frenchman.  By 
Eden  Coybee,  Illustrated  in  colours  by 
K.  J.  Fricero. 

40.  The  Story  of  an  Irish  Potato. 
By  I JLY  SCHOPIBLD.      lllust.  in  colours. 

DUNCANCSARA  JEANNETTE)7 

Books  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  75.  bd.  eacn. 
A    Social    Departure.       With    111 

Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 

An    American   Girl    in    London. 

With  So  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNS  END. 

The  Simple  Adventures  of  a 
Memsahib.    With  37  Illustrations. 

Yemen's  Aunt.  With  47  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo.  cloth, $S.  bd. 

DUTT  (ROMESH  C.).— England 

and     India:       Progress     during     One 
Hundred  Years.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2.?. 


EDWARDES    (Mrs.      ANNIE), 

Novels  by. 
A    Point    of    Honour.       Post    8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
Archie     Lovell.      Crown     8vo.    cloth, 

3s.  bd.  ;  post  .Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
A  Plaster  Saint.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3?.  bd. 

EDWARDS     (EL1EZER).— 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dic- 
tionary of  Curious, Quaint. and  Out-of-t  he- 
Way  Matters.     Crown  8vn,  cloth,  35.  bd. 

EGG  LESTON         (h  DWARD).- 

Roxv.     Post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  2s. 

EGERTON     (Rev:      J.     C^11 

Sussex  Folk  and  Sussex  Ways. 
With  Four  Illusts.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  51. 

ELIZABETHAN     VERSE,    The 

Book  oi.  Edited  with  Notes  by  Wll  - 
i  iam   Stanley   Braithwaitb,     With 

Frontisp  ece  and  Vignette,   Small  cr.  Sv<>, 
clot'\  $s.  bd.  net  ;  vel'uni  gilt,  7.?.  bd.  net. 


ENGLISHMAN    (An)   in  Paris: 

Recollections  of  Louis  Philippe  and  the 
Empire.      Crown  Svo,  Luickiam,  3*.  61/. 


in 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


EPISTOL/E    OBSCURORUM 

Virorum  (1515-1517)-  Latin  Text, 
with  Translatu  n.  Notes,  &c  by  F.  G. 
Stokks.     Royal  "vm.  buckram,  25c  rw  t 

EVERYMAN:        A       Morality. 

wuh  11  ustrations  by  Ambrose  Dudley. 

Printed  on  pure  rag  paper.  Fcap.  4to, 
decorated  cloth,  red  lop,  2s.  6rf.  net. 

EYES,  Our:    How  to  Preserve.     By 
|ohv  Browning,    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is, 

F  A  I  RY       TA LIES"    fIrOM 

TUSCANY.    By  Isabella  M.  Ander- 

TOff.     Square  Tfiino.  c'nth    t  <;.  "C. 


FAMILIAR    ALLUSIONS:    Mis 

cellaneous  Information,  including  Cele- 
brated Statues,  Paintings,  Palaces, 
Country  Seals,  Ruins,  Churches,  Ships, 
Streets,  Clubs,  Natural  Curiosities,  &c, 
By  W.  A.  and  C.  G.  WHEELER.  Demy 
8vo.  cloth.  7.?.  6d.  net. 


FAMILIAR  SHORT  SAYINGS 
of  Great  Men.  By  S.  A.  BENT,  A.M. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Js.  td. 


FARADAY  (MICHAEL),  Works 

by.     Post  8vo.  cloth,  4s.  td.  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  a 
Candle:  Lectures  delivered  before  a 
Juvenile  Audience.  Edited  by  WILLIAM 
CROOKES.  F.C  S.    With  numerous  Illusts. 

On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 
and  their  Relations  to  each 
other.  Edited  by  William  Crookes, 
K.C.S.     With  1 1  lust  rations. 


FARRER    (J. 
Three  Rssavs. 


ANSON).— War: 

Ci  own  Svo,  cloth,  Is    6,;'. 


FARRAR  (F.W.,  D.D.).— Ruskin 

as    a     Religious    Teacher.      Square 
lomo,  cloth,  with  Frontispiece,  is.  net. 


FENN  (G.  MANVILLE),  Novels 

by.      Crown  Svo,   cloth,    35.  td.   each ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  New  Mistress. 
Witness  to  the  Deed. 
The  Tiger  Lily. 
The  White  Yirgin. 

Crown  Svo  cloth,  35.  6d.  e.ich. 
A  Woman  Worth  Winning. 
Cursed  by  a  Fortune. 
The  Case  of  Ailsa  Gray. 
Commodore  Junk. 
Black  Blood.        |     In  Jeopardy. 
Double  Cunning. 
A  Fluttered  Dovecote. 
King  of  the  Castle. 
The  Master  of  the  Ceremonies* 
The  Story  of  Antony  Grace. 
The  Man  with  a  Shadow. 
One  Maid's  Mischief. 
The  Bag  of  Diamonds,  and  Three 

Bits  of  Paste. 
Running  Amok.  |  Black  Shadows. 
The  Cankerworm. 
So  Like  a  Woman. 

A  Crimson  Crime.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.  td.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  25.  : 
Popular  Editiom,  medium  *vo,  td. 

Running  Amok.  Cheap  Edit.,  is.  net. 


FILIPPI   (ROSINA).— Inhaling: 

A  Romance.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

FIREWORK  -  MAKING^      The 

Complete  Art  of ;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury.  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
267  Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3*.  td. 

FISHER    (ARTHUR    0.).— The 

Land  of  Silent  Feet.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  G.  D.  Armour.  Crown  Svo, 
c'oth,  6s. 

FITZGERALD     (PERCY),      byT 

Fatal  Zero.      Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  tod. ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  25.  each. 
Bella  Donna.         |     Polly. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 
Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

Demy  8vo.  cloth,  12s.  td.  net  each. 
Boswell's  Autobiography.    With  S 

Plates. 
Samuel  Foote:  a  Biography.    With  a 

Photogravure  Frontispiece. 

FLAMMARION     (CAM1LLE).— 
Popular  Astronomy.    Translated 

by  J.  ELLARD  GORE,  E.R.A.S.  With  Three 
Plates  and  28S  Illustrations.  A  New 
EniTiox.     Medium  8vn.  clorh.  xos.6d. 


FLORENCE  PRESS   BOOKS 

(The).     Set  in  the  beautiful  FLORRKCE 
Type    designed  for  Messrs.  Chatto  & 
Wixdus  by  Mr.  Herekrt  P.    Horne. 
Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  and  taste- 
fully bound. ■ 
The  Romaunt  of  the  Rose.    "With  Coloured 
Collotype  Illustrations  by  Keith  Hkndkh- 
son  and  Norman  Wilkinson*.    This  volume 
is  now  out  of  print ;  hut  see  p. ?4  for  another 
Edition  set  in  Caslon  Old-face  Type, with  the 
same  Illustrations. 
YirginibusPuerisque,  Ac.  By  It.  L.  Steven- 
son.  With  lL'Illuss  rations  in  Coloured  C0U0- 
type  after  the  Drawings  of  Norman  Wilkin- 
son.     (Edition  limited    to    235    numbered 
copies.)    Crown  4to,  boards,  £3  12a.  M-  net ; 
limp  vellum,  £3  3s.  net. 
The    Fiorstti   or   Little    Flowers   of    S. 
Francis.  Translated  by  Prof.  T.  w.  Arnold, 
M-A.    With  29  Illustrations  in  Collotype  from 
tlieMSS.  in  theLaurentian  Library.  (Edition 
limited  to  475  numbered  Copies.)    Printed  in 
red  and  black.     Demy  4to,  boards,  30s.  net  ; 
limp  vellum.  42s.  net. 
Bongs    before     Sunrise.       By    Alc-'*rnon 
(11  milks  Swinburne.    (Edition  limited  r<> 
475  numbered  copies.)    Printed  in  red  and 
Mack.     Crown   4to,  boards,  26s.  net;   limp 
vellum,  R6s.net. 
The  Marriage  of  Heaven  and  Hell ;   and 
A  Song  01  Liberty.    By  William  Blakk. 
With  Introduction  by  F.  G.Stokes.    Small 
crown  8vo,  boards,  3s.  6d.  net  ;  parchment 
gilt,  gilt  top.  5.*.  net. 
Sappho:   One   Hundred  Lyrics.     By   Bliss 
Carman.    Small  crown  Svo,  boards,  5s.  net; 
parchment  gilt,  6s.  net. 
Memoriale  di  Molte    Statue   e    Pitture, 
Sono     Inciyta     Cipta    di     Florentia. 
(Edition  limited  to  450  copies.)    Demy  svo,  5a. 
net ;  limp  vellum,  12s.  6d  net. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 
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FLOWER     BOOK      (The).      By 

Constance   Smedley  arm  it  eld  and 

MAXWKLL  ARMFIBLD.     Lar;;e  fcap  <pto. 
cl.,  75.6tf.net  :  parcnment,gilt.  iaj.6rf.net 

FORBES  (Hon.  Mrs.  WALTER). 

—  Dumb.     Cfown  8vo  cloth,  3*.  6d. 

FRANCILLON  (R.    E.),  Novels 

bj".    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.1.6c/.  each  ;  posi 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2v.  each. 
One  by  One         I      A  Real  Queen. 
A  Dog  and  his  Shadow. 
Ropes  ol  Sand.     With  Illustrations. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  25.  each. 
Romances  of  the  Law. 
King  or  Knave?  I      Olympia. 

Jack  Doyle's  Daughter.    Crown  8vo. 

ploth,  3*.  (><.''. 

franco" 

TION. 
cloth  gilt, 


■  BRITISH     EXHIBI 

Profusely    illustrated.      Foh< 
10s.  6rf.  net. 


FRANKAU  (GILBERT). -One  of 

Us:    A   Novel    in    Verse.     Demy  8vo 
quarter-boards,  3*.  6d.  net. 


FREDERIC  (HAROLD), 

by.       Post    8vo,    cloth,    3s. 

illustrated  boards,  2?  each. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife. 
The  Lawton  Girl. 


Novels 

td.    each : 


GIBBON    (CHARLES),     Novels 

by.      Crown   8vo,  cloth,   35.   td.  each  ; 

nost  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2.5.  each 
Robin  Gray.  |   The  Golden  Shaft. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
The  Braes  or  Yarrow. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  boards,  2,.  each. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
What  Will  the  World  Say? 
For  the  King.        |    A  Hard  Knot. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
In  Love  and  War. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
Fancy  Free.     |    Loving  a  Dream. 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Heart's  Delight.       Blood-Money. 
The  Dead  Heart.    Post  8vo,  illust.bds. 

2;.:  Popular  Edition,  medium  8»i 


FREEMAN   R.  AUSTIN).— John 

Thorndyke's  Cases.  Illustrated  by  H 
M.  BROCK,  and  from  Photographs 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6</. 

FRY'S     (HERBERT)     Roy  a! 

Guide    to    the    London     Charities. 

Edited     by     John     Lane.       Published 
Annually.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  dd. 

GARDENING  BOOKS.    Post8vo, 

is.  each  :  cloth,  is.  bl.  each. 
A   Year's  "Work   in   Garden   and 

Greenhouse.    By  George  Glenny. 
Household  Horticulture.    By  Tom 

and  Jane  [ERROLD.     Illustrated. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

By  Tom  Jerrold. 
Our    Kitchen     Garden.      By     Tom 

Ierkold.      Post    wo,  *  loth,  1  •..  net. 
Yine-Growing    in    England.      By 
H.    M.  Ton.      With    illusts.     Crown  8vo, 
boards,  1*. pet  ;  cloth,  if.  ',/.  net. 
Sir    William    Temple    upon     the 

Gardens  of  Epicurus  ,  with  other 

Garden   Essays,     Edited    by    A.    FORBES 

Sieveking,  F.S.A.    With  6  Illustration! 

Small  8vo,  boards,   is.  6d.  net:  quarter 

vellum,  25.  6d.  net  ;  three-quarter  vellum, 

$s.  net. 


GAULOT    (PAUL)— The     Red 

Shirts:  A  Tale  ol  'The  Terror.'  1 
lated  by  Johv    DB    Yn. tiers.      Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  with  Front:  ipiece  by  STANLEY 
Wood.  3*.  64.  :  picturccloth,  Hat  back,  25. 

OERARDiD^RoYH^EATiroueTn 

of  Curds  and  Cream. 


GIBBS     (A.      HAMILTON).— 

Cheadle  and  .Son.     Crown  Svo.  cl.,  65. 

GIBSON     (L.S.),    Novels    by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,    35.  6rf.  each. 

The  Freemasons.  |  Burnt  Spices. 
Ships  of. Desire 

Tne    Freemasons.       Cheap    Edition, 
picture  cover.  15.  net. 

GILBERT'S    (W.    S.)   Original 

Plays.  In  4  Series.  FINE-PAPER EDH ION, 
Pott  Svo.  cloth,  j»i It  top,  2%.  net  each  ; 
leather, gilt  edges,  35.  net  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  :  The  Wicked 
World  —  Pygmalion  and  Galatea  — 
Charity — The  Princess — The  Palace  of 
Truth — Trial  by  Jury — Iolanthe. 

The  Second  Series  contains :  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged  —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen  —  Dan'l  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  'Pinafore' — The  Sorcerer — 
The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

The  Third  Series  contains:  Comedy  and 
Tragedy  —  Foggerty's  Fairy  —  Rosen- 
crantz  and  Guildenstern — Patience — 
Princess  Ida — The  Mikado— Ruddigore 
— The  Yeomen  oi  the  Guard — The  Gon- 
doliers—The Mountebanks— Utopia. 

The  FOURTH  Series  contains  :  The  Fairy's 
1  >. lemma — The  Grand  Duke—  His  Excel. 
Ii  ncy  -'  Haste  to  the  Wedding '—Fallen 
Fairies  -The  *  lentleman  in  Black — Bran- 
tinghame  Hall — Creatures  ol  Impulse  - 
Randall's  Thumb — The  Fortune-hunter 
— Thespis.    With  Portrait  ol  the  Author. 

Eight     Original     Comic     Operas 

written  by  W.  S.  GILBERT.  Two  Series, 
demy  Svo.  cloth,  2s.  6d.  net  each. 

The  FIRST  Series  contains:  The  Sorcerer 
—  H.M.S.  'Pinafore'— The  Pirates  of 
Pensancc  —  Iolanthe —  Patience —  Prhv 
-  Ida -The  Mikado— Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  SERIES  contains:  The  Gon- 
doliers— The  Grand  Duke— The  Yeomen 
oi  the  Guard  —  His  F.xcellency — Utopia, 
Limited— Ruddigore — The  Mountebanks 
—Haste  to  the  Wedding. 

The  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  Birth- 
day Book.    Compiled  by  A.  WATSON, 
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QIBNEY    (SOMERVILLE).  — 

Sentenced  1     Crown  8vo.  cloth.  \<,6d. 

Q I LBERT  (WILLIAM).— James 

Duke,  Costermonjjer.     Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2$. 


GISSINQ  (ALGERNON),  Novels 

by.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  ^ilt  top,  3.?.  6a.  each. 
Knitters  in  the  Sun. 
The  Wealth  of  Mallerstang 
An  Angel's  Portion.  !  Baliol  Garth 
The  Dreams  of  Simon  Usher.    Cr. 
8vo.  cloth,  3s.  id. ;  Cheap  Edit.,  u.  net. 


GLANVILLE  (ERNEST),  Novels 

by.     Crown    8vo,    cloth,    35.   6d.   each  ; 
post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The   Lost   Heiress.     With   2  Illustra- 
tions by  HUMK  XiSBET. 

The  Fossicker:  A  Romance  of  Mash- 
onaland.   Two  lllusts.  by  Humk  NlSBET. 

A    Fair  Colonist.     With  Frontispiece. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 

The  Golden  Rock.  '  With  Frontispiece 
bv  Stanley  Wood. 

Tales  from  the  Veld.  With  12  lllusts. 

Max  Thornton.      With  8  Illustrations 
bv    ].  S.   Cromptov.  R.I. 


GLENNY  (GEORGE).— A  Year's 

Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse: 

Practical  Advice  as  to  Flower.  Fruit,  and 
Frame  Garden.  Post  Svo.  rs.  :  cl.    tx.  bd. 


GRIFFITH  (CECIL). -Corinthia 

Mara/ion.     Crown  8vo.  cloth   xx.  64. 

GRIFFITHS  (Major  A.).— No.  99, 

and  Blue  Blood.     Ciown  8vo.  cloth.  21. 

GRIMM.  —  German   Popular 

Stories.  —  Collected  bv  the  Brothers 
GRIMM  and  Translated  by  EDGAR  TAY- 
LOR With  an  Introduction  by  JOHN 
RUSKIN,  and  22  Steel-plate  Illustrations 
alter  GEORGE  CltUIKSHAKK.  Square  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  65. 


GRONER     (AUGUSTA). —The 

Man  with  the  Black  Cord.  Trans- 
lated by  Grace  I.  Colbron.  With  2 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  6s. 


GYP.  —  CLOCLO. 

Nora  M.  Statham. 


Translated  by 

Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  1?.  6d. 


HABBERTON  (JOHN).— Helen's 

Babies.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece 
and  to  Illustrations  by  Eva  Roos.  Fcap. 
4to.  cloth,  65. 


HAIR,   The:    Its  Treatment  in 

Health,     Weakness,    and    Disease. 

Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
PlKCUS.     Crown  8vo.  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6d. 


GLOVER     (JAMES).  —  Jimmy 

Glover  and  His  Friends.     Demy  Svo, 
cloth.  7s.  6d  net. 


GODWIN    (WILLIAM). 

of  the  Necromancers.    fJosl 


—  Lives 

Svo.  cl.  2s. 


GOLDEN      TREASURY     of 

Thought,  The:  A  Dictionary  of  Quo- 
tations from  the  Best  Authors.  -  By 
Theodore  Taylor.    Cr.  Svo,  cl ,  3?  6d 


GOODMAN  (E.  J.)— The  Fate  of 

Herbert  Wayne.    Cr.  8vo.  cl..  3,9.  6d. 
GORE  (J.  ELLARD,  F.R.A.S.).— 

Astronomical  Curiosities ;    Facts  and 
Fallacies,     Crown  8vo.  cloth.  6s.  net. 


HAKE  (Dr.  T.  GORDON),  Poems 

by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
New  Symbols. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow. 

The  Serpent  Play. 

Maiden  Ecstasy.    Small  4to,  cloth.  85. 

HALL  (Mrs7~S7  C.).— Sketches 

of  Irish  Character.  With  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood  by  CRUIK- 
SHANK,  MACLISE,  GILBERT,  and  HARVEY. 
Demy  8vo.  cloth.  7.?.  6d. 


GRACE    (ALFRED   A.).— Tales 

of  a  Dying  Race.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3.?.  6d. 

GREEKS  AND   ROMATTsTthe 

Life  of  the,  By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W 
Koner.  Edited  by  Dr.  P.  Hcefker. 
With  545  lllusts.    Demv  Svo.  cl..  7$  fid. 


GREEN  (ANNA  KATHARINEJ7 

Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6.?.  each 
The  Millionaire  Baby. 
The  Woman  in  the  Alcove. 
The  AmetiiystJSox^     Cr.  8vo,  3?.  €,-.'. 
GREENWOOD    (JAMESwThe 

Prisoner  in   the   Dock.     Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3?.  6d. 

GREY    (Sir     GEORGE).  —  The 

Romance  of  a  Proconsul.    Bv  James 
Milne.    Crown  3vo,  buckram,  6*. 


HALL  (OWEN),  Novels  by. 

The  Track  of  a  Storm.    Crown  Svo, 

picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Jetsam.     Crown  Svo.  cloth.  5s.  6d. 


HALLIDAY   (ANDREW).— 

E very-day  Papers.     Post  Svo.  illus- 
trated boards,  2.?. 

HAMILTON7^  t COSMO)  Stories. 

Two    Kings,    &C     Crown    Svo,   cloth, 
2s.  net. 

Crown  8vo.  15.  net  each. 
The  Glamour  of  the  Impossible. 
Through  a  Keyhole. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth.  6i.  each. 
Nature's  Vagabond,  &c. 
Plain  Brown. 


HANDWRITING,     The     Philo- 

sophy  of.     With  over  100    Facsimiles; 
By  Don  Felix  de  Salamanca,    Post 

fvn.  half-cloth.  2j.  6d. 

HA RD YTTZA  DUFFUS),  Novels 

by.     Crown  Svo,  ploth.  y .  6d.  each 
The  Lesser  Evil.  |  A  Butterfly. 
Nan.  Woman,  and  Fate. 
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HAPSBURGS,  The  Cradle  of  the 

Jiy  J.  W.  GlLBARl-SMITH.  M.A.  With 
numerous  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  5$.  act, 

HARDY      (THOMAS).  —  Under 

the  Greenwood  Tree.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
35.  Od. ;  illustrated  boards.  2  s.;  cloth 
limp,  25.  td.  Also  the  Fine  Papkr 
Edition,  pott  8vo,  cloth,  ^ilt  top,  25.  net ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net ;  and  the  CHEAP 
Km  Hon.  medium  8vo,  td. 


HARRIS    (JOEL  CHANDLER)  : 

Uncle  Remus.    With  9  Coloured  and 

50  other  Illustrations  by  J.  A.Shei>Herd. 
Pott  4to.  cloth,  r,<ilt  top,  65. 
Night3  with  Uncle  Remus.     With 

6  Coloured  and  50  other   Illustrations  by 
I.  A.SHEPHERD.    Imperial  iumo, cloth, 6s. 


HARTE'S      (BRET)     Collected 

Works.     LIBRARY  EDITION.    (Ten 
Volumes  now  ready).    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3$.  td.  each. 
Vol.       I.  Poetical     and     Dramatic 
WORKS.    With  Portrait. 
„        II.  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp- 
Bohemian  Papers— American- 
Legends. 
„       III.  Tales    of    the    Argonauts- 
Eastern  Sketches. 
„       IV.  Gabriel  Conroy. 

V.  Stories  —  Condensed  Novels. 
VI.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 
,,      VII.  TalesofthePacificSlope— II. 
With  Portrait  by  John  Pettie. 
„    VIII.  Tales  of  Pine  and  Cypress. 
„        IX.  Buckeye  and  Chapparkl. 
X.  Tales  of  Trail  and  Town. 

Bret  Harte's  Choice  Works  in  Prose 
and  Verse.  With  Portrait  and  40  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3.?.  bd. 

Bret  Harte's  Poetical  Works,  in- 
cluding Some  Later  Verses.  Crown 
Svo,  buckram,  4.?.  td. 

In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills.  Crown 
8vo.  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  25. 

Maruja.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. ;  post 

Svo,  picture  boards.  2s.  :  cloth  limp,  25.  6d. 

Pott  Svo,  cloth,  2.s.  net  ea. ;  leather,  3.?.  net  ea. 

Ml iss,  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  &c. 

Condensed  Novels.    B  >th  Series. 

Complete  Poetical  Works. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

On  the  Old  Trail.  |  Trent's  Trust. 

Under  the  Redwoods. 

From  Sandhill  to  Pine. 

Stories  in  Light  and  Shadow, 

Mr.  Jack  Hamlin's  Mediation. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  td.  each  :  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Gabriel  Conroy. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.  With  60  Illus- 
trations by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate.   With 
59  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3 v.  6d.  each. 

The    Bell-Ringer   of    Angel's,  &c 

With  39  Illusts.  by   DUDLEY    HARDY,  &C. 

Clarence:  A  Story  of  the  American  War. 

With  8  Illustrations  by  A.  Jule  Goodman. 


HARTE  {BKETy-continued. 

Crown  8vo,  doth,  35.  td.  each. 
Barker's  Luck,  &c,    With  39  Illustia- 

tionsbyA.  Forestier,  Paul  Hardy,  &c. 
Devil's  Ford,  &c. 
The  Crusade  of  the  'Excelsior.' 

With  Fronds,  i-y  J-  Bernard  Partridge. 
Tales   of  Trail    and   Town.    With 

Frontispiece  by  C.  P.  Jacomb  Mood. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  bd.  each  ;  picture  cloth. 
flat  back,  2s.  each. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs. 
Colonel  Star-bottle's  Client. 
A    Prot6gca    of    Jack    Hamlin's. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 
Sally  Dows,  &C.     With  47  Illustrations 

by  W.  D.  Almond  and  others. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  and  Sen- 
sation Novels  Condensed.  Also 

in  picture  cloth  at  same  price. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
Californian  Stories. 
Post  8vo,  illus.  bds.,  2.v.  each ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Flip.  I    A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 
Three  Partners.     Medium  Svo,  td. 
New  Condensed  Novels.    Cr.  8vo, 

cloth,  35.  bd.:  Cheap  Edition,  cl..  is.  net. 
Salorny   Jane.     With    Coloured    and. 

'Jinted      Illustrations      by      Harrison 

Fisher  and  Arthur  I.  Keller.  Crown 

Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 
The  Life  of  BretlHarte.    By  H.  C. 

Merwin.     With  11  Illustrations.    Demy 

8vo,  cloth,  10s.  td.  net. 


HAWEIS(Mrs.  H.  R.),  Books  by. 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  32  initia- 
tions.   Post  8vo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  td. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  With  Frontis- 
piece.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  25.  td. 

Chaucer  for  Children.  With  8 
Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts. 
Crown  4to,  cloth,  $w  td. 

R AWEISTRev.  H.  R.).— Ameri- 

can    Humorists:     Washingtoh 

Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes, 
James  Rdssell  Lowell,  Artemds 
WARD,  Make  Twain, and  Bret  Harte. 

Crown  ^vo,  cloth,  6s. 

H  A  VVT  HORNE    (JULIA  N), 

Novels  by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  td, 
each;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 

Garth.         |      Ellice  Quentin. 

Fortune's  Fool.  |  Dust.    Four  Illusts. 

Beatrix  Randolph.  With  Four  Illusts. 

D.  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  od.  each. 
Sebastian  Strome. 
Love— or  a  Name. 

Miss  Cadogna.    Illustrated  boards,  aj. 

HEALY    (CHRIS),     Books    by. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6*.  each. 
Confessions  of  a  Journalist. 
Heirs  of  Reuben.  I  Mara. 

The  Endless  Heritage.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3*.  td. 
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HELPS   (Sir   ARTHUR).  —  Ivan 

de  Biron.      Crown  Sv  ..  cloth.  31.  bj.; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  hoards,  is. 


HENTY  (G.  A.),  Novels  by. 
Rujub.  the  Juggler.    Post  8vo,  cloth, 
3*  bd.  ;  illustrated  noards.  25. 
*-  rown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
The  Queen's  Cup. 
Dorothy's  Double. 
Colonel  Thorndykes  Secret. 

H  E  N  DERSON  (ISAAC).— Agatha 

Pajre.     Crown  8vo,  cloth   35.  '></. 

HERBERTSON    (JESSIE    L.).— 
Junia.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  <)„c. 

HILL  (HEADON).— Zam bra  the 

Detective.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd. ; 
picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 


HILL  JOHN),  Works  by. 

Treason-Felony.    Post  8vo,  illustrated 

boards.  ?.s. 
The    Common    Ancestor.      Crown 

8vo,  cloth,  t.s.  bd. 


HOEY    (Mrs.    CASHED.— The 

Lover's  Creed.       Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  35.  bd. 

fi O LTDA VT^W here~to"go~f or  a . 

By  several  well-known  Authors.    Crown 
svo.  cloth,  is.  bd. 

H OFFMANN    (PROFESSOR)?^ 

King  Koko.     A  Magic  Story.     With  25 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  net. 


HOLMES  (CHARLES  J.,  M.A., 
Director  of  the  National  Portrait 
Gallery),  Books  by.  Demy  8vo,  cloth 
7*.  b.i.  net  each. 

Notes  on  the  Science  of  Picture 
making.     With  Photogravure  Frontis, 

Notes  on  the  Art  of  Rembrandt. 
With  Photogravure  Frontispiece  and  44 
Plates. 


HOLMES(OLIVER  WENDELL). 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Fixe  Paper  Edition,  pott 
Svo,  cloth,  .gilt  top,  is.  net.;  leather,  gilt 
edges.  35.  net. 

HOOK'S   (THEODORE) "Choice 

Humorous  Works;  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns. 
Hoaxes.  With  Life  and  Frontispiece. 
Crown  Svo  cloth.  $s.  6d. 


HOOD'S  (THOMAS)  Choice 
Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.  With 
Life  of  the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.9.  bd. 


HOPKINS  (TIQHE),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  -\s.  bd.  each. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 
The  Incomplete  Adventurer. 
The  Nugents  of  Carriconna. 
Nell  Haffenden.    With  8  Illustrations. 
For  Freedom. 


HORNE  (R.  HENGLST).— Orion. 

With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7s. 


HORNIMAN  (ROY\  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo, -cloth,  6f.  each. 
Bellamy  the  Magnificent. 
Lord  Cammarleigh's  Secret. 
Israel  Rank.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  bd. 

POPULAR  Editions,  crown  8vo.  cloth,  with 
pictorial  outer  covers.  2s.  net  each. 
Bellamy  the  Magnificent. 
Israel  Rank. 


HORNUNG  (E.  W.i,  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.9.  bd.  each. 
Stingaree.  |  A  Thief  in  the  Night. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Rope.    Cr.  svo 

cloth.  $s,  bd.  :  pictorial  cloth,  2.?.  net. 


HUEFFER(FORD  MADOX).— A 

Call  :  The  Tale  of  Two   Passions. 

Crown  .Svo,  cloth,  bs. 

HUGO  (VICTOR).— The  Outlaw 

of  Iceland.     Translated  by  Sir  Gilbert 

Campbell.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 

HULL  (ELEANOR),  Selected  and 

Annotated  by.— The  Poem-book  of 
the  Gael.  With  Decorations  from  Irish 
MSS.  bmall  crown  8vo,  cloth,  7s.  bd.  net. 

H  LTME~7FERG  U S) ,   Novels^by^ 

The  Lady  From  Nowhere.    Cr.  8vo, 

cloth.  35.  bd. :  picture  cloth,  Hat  back,  25. 

The  Millionaire  Mystery.    Crown 

Svo.  cloth,  35.  bd. 
The  "Wheeling  Light.     Crown  3vo, 

cloth,  gilt  top.  05. 

HUNGERFORD   (Mrs.),    Novels 

by.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  35.  bd.  each  ;  post  Svo, 
boards,  2s.  each  :  cloth,  2s.  bd.  each. 

The  Professor's  Experiment. 

Lady  Yerner's  Flight. 

Lady  Patty.         |    Peter's  Wife. 

The  Red-House  Mystery. 

An  Unsatisfactory  Lover. 

A  Maiden  All  Forlorn. 

A  Mental  Struggle. 

Marvel.  |         A  Modern  Circe. 

In  Durance  Yile.    I  April's  Lady. 

The  Three  Graces.  I  Nora  Creina. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 

An  Anxious  Moment. 

A  Point  of  Conscience. 

The  Coming  of  Chloe.     |    Lovice. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  bd.  each. 

The  Red-House  Mystery. 

A  Modern  Circe. 


HUNT  (Mrs.  ALFRED),   Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  35.  bd.  each  ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That  Other  Person. 

Mrs.  Juliet.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 

Thornicroft's  Model.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  2s.  net. 

The  Governess.  By"  Mrs.  Alfred 
Hunt  and  \iolet  Hunt;  with  a 
Preface  by  FORD  MADOX  HUEFFER. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bs. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 


15 


HUTCHINSON  (W.  M.) —Hints 

on  Colt- Breaking.     With  25  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo.  cloth.  35.  6d.       

HYAMSON  (ALBERT).— A  His- 
tory of  the  Jews  in  England.    With 

16    Portraits    and    Views    and    2    Maps. 
Demv  8vo,  cloth,  45.  6d.  net. 

HYATT  (^TioTTopographical 

Anthologies  compiled  by.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  full  j;iit  side,  gilt  top,  $s.  act  each  ; 
velvet  calf. /j.  6</.  net  each. 
The  Charm  of  Yenice :  an  Anthology. 
A  New  Edition,  with   12  Illustrations  in 
Colour  by  HARALD  SUND. 

The   Charm   of  London.     A    New 

Edition,  with  12  Illustrations  in  Colour 
by  Yosmo  Marking. 

Fink  Paper  Editions  in  the  St.  Martin's 
Library.    Pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s. 

net  each  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3?.  net  each. 
The  Charm  of  Edinburgh. 
The  Charm  of  London. 
The  Charm  of  Yenice. 
The  Charm  of  Paris. 

IN C  E  ("MA B EL) .  — The  Wisd om 

of    Waiting.        With   a    Frontispiece. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6.v. 

INC  HBO  LD    (Mrs.   A.  C.).-The 

Road  of  No  Return.  Crown  Svo,  cloth, 
3s.  6d. 


INDOOR  PAUPERS.     By  One  of 

Them.     Crown  8vo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6d. 


IRVING    (WASHINQTON).-OId 

Christmas.    Square  161110,  cloth,  with 
Frootispiece,  is.  net. 


JAMES  iC.  T.  C.).— A  Romance  of 

the  Queen's  Hound*.  Cr.  Svo.  cl.  is.6d. 


JEFFERIES  (RICHARD),  by. 

The  Pageant  of  Summer.  Long 
fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  is.  net. 

The  Life  of  the  Fields.  Post  8vo, 
cloth,  2s.6d. ;  Large  Type,  Fine  Paper 
Edition,  pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net : 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net.  Also  a  NEW 
EDITION,  with  12  Illustrations  in  Colours 
by  M.  U.  Clarke,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  5.?. 
net. 

The  Open  Air.  Post  8vo,  cloth,  2 j.  6d.; 
Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Edition,  pott 
Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  25.  net  ;  leather,  gilt 
edges,  is.  net  Also  a  New  Edition. 
with  12  Illustrations  in  Colours  by  Kuril 
DOLLMAN,  cro  vn  8vo,  cloth   55.  net. 

Nature  near  London.  Crown  8vo, 
buckram.  65. :  post  Svo,  cl.,  25.  bd. ;  LARGE 
Type,  FlNB PAPER  Edition,  pott  Svo.  cl. 
gilt  top,  2.?.  net  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  35.net 
Also  a  NEW  KDITTON,  With  12  Illus- 
trations in  Colours  by  RUTH  DOLLMAN, 
crown  Svo,   cloth.  $*.   net. 

The  PockeT^  Richard"   Jefferies  : 

Passages  chosen  by  ALFRED  H.  HYATT. 
i6mo,  cloth,  giH     top,    2j.   net  ;  leather, 
gilt  top.  35.  net. 
The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies. 
By  Sir  Walter  BBSANT.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  6s. 


JAMES    (G. 

The  Story 
Illustrations. 


W.).  — Scraggles: 

of   a   Sparrow.     With  6 

Post  Svo,  Cloth,  9 


JAPP    (Dr.     A.    H.l. -Dramatic 

Pictures.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  55. 

JENKINS   (HESTER   D.       Be- 
hind Turkish  Lattices  :  The  St 
a  Ti  rkish  Woman's  Life.  With  24  1 1 1  u -.  — 
strations.    Crcwn  8ve»,  cloth,  '  s.  net. 


JEROME  (JEROME  K.).— Stage- 

land.     With  04  Illustrations  by  J.  BER- 
NARD Partridc.e.     Fcap   |to,  1*. 


JERROLD    (TOM),    Books   by. 

Post  Svo.   is-   each  ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

Household  Horticulture. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden:  The  Plants  We 

Crow,  and  How  We  Cook  Them,  post 
8vo,  cloth,  is.  net. 

JOHNSTONE  (Arthur).— Recol- 
lections of  R.  L.  Stevenson  in  the 
Pacific.  With  Portrait  and  Facsimile 
Letter.     Crown  Svo,  buckram,  6s.  net. 

J0NS0NT5~(BEN)  Works.    With 

Notes  and  Biographical  Memoir  by 
William  Gifford.  Edited  by  Colonel 
CUNNINGHAM.  Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo, 
cloth.  35.  6d.  each. 

JOSEPH  US,     The     Complete 

Works  of.  Translated  by  William 
WHISTON.  Containing  '  The  Antiquities 
of  the  Jews,'  and  'The  Wars  of  the  Jews.' 
With  4  Maps  and  48  Plates.  Two  Vols., 
demy  Svo,  cloth.  55.  net  each. 


KEMP    (E.    G.L— The    Face    of 

Manchuria,  Korea,  and  Russian 
Turkestan.  With  24  Plates  in  Colour 
and  Monocinome  by  the  Author.  Large 
fcap.  4to,  cloth,  75.  dd.  net. 

KERSHAW  (MARK).— Colonial 

Facts  and  Fictions:  Humorous 
Sketches.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 
25.  ;  cloth,  25.  6d. 


KINCi  (LEONARD  W  ,  M.A.).— 
A  History  of  Babylonia  and  Assyria 
from     Prehistoric    Times    to     the 
Persian    Conquest.        With      Maps. 
Plans,  and  Illustrations  after  the  princi- 
pal Monuments  of  the  Period.    In  3  vols. 
royal   Svo,    cloth.     Each    volume   sepa- 
rately, [8s.  net  ;   or  per  set  of  3  volumes, 
it'  ordered  at  one  time,  £2  loj.  net. 
V.i.  I.— A   History   of  Sumer   and 
Akkad:  An  account  of  the    Early 
Paces  ot  Babylonia  from  Prehistoric 
Times  to  the  Foundation  of  the  Baby- 
lonian Monarchy,  [Re 
„     II.— A  History  of  Babylon 

the  Foundation  of  the  Monarchy, 
about  B.C.  2000,  until  th<»  Conquest  of 
BaHyl'-n  bv  Cyrus  B.f  5?o.  [SA 
„III— A  History  of  Assyria  irom 
the  Ear  I  est  Penod  until  the  Pall  of 
Nineveh,  B.C.  606.  [Preparing, 


i6 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


KEMPLING  (W  BAILEY)  —The 

Poet.s  Royul  of  England  and  Scot- 
Kind:  Original  Poems  by  Royal  and 
N'oble  Persons.  With  Notes  and  0  Photo- 
.Uiavui  e  Portraits.  Small  8vo,  parchment, 
6s,  net  :  vellum,  7$.  6d.  net.  Also  an 
Edition  in  The  King's  Classics  (No.  39). 

KINQ    (R.   ASHE),    Novels   by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 
'The  Wearing  of  the  Green.' 
Passion's  Slave.      |       Bell  Barry. 

A    Drawn    Game.    Crown  8vo,  cloth. 
39.  t>d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  25. 


KING'S    CLASSICS     (The). 

General  Editor,  Professor  I.  Gollancz. 
Litt.D.  Printed  on  laid  paper,  i6mo, 
each  with  Frontispiece,  {Jilt  top.  Quar- 
ter bound  grey  boards  or  red  cloth, 
is.  6 J.  net  each  ;  quarter  vellum,  cloth 
sides,  2s.  6d.  net  each  ;  three-quarter 
vellum,  $s.  net  each. 
Volumes  new  in  course  of  publication  : 

35.  Wine,  Women,  and  Song: 
Mediaeval  Latin  Students'  Songs.  Trans- 
lated into  English,  with  an  Introduction, 
by  John  Addingtox  Symonds. 

38,  37.  George  Pettie's  Petite  Pal- 
lace  of  Pettie  his  Pleasure. 
Edited  by  Prof.  I.  Gollancz.    2  vois. 

38.  Walpole's  Castle  of  Otranto. 

By   Sir    Walter  Scott.     With    Intro- 
duction and  Preface  by  Miss  Spurgeon. 

39.  The  Poets  Royal  of  England 
and  Scotland.  Original  Poems  b\ 
Kings  and  other  Noble  Persons.  Editec 
by  W.  Bailey  Kempling. 

40.  Sir  Thomas    More's    Utopia. 

Edited  by  Robert  Steele,  F.S.A. 

41.  Chaucer's  Legend  of  Good 
Women.  /;/  Modem  English,  with 
Notes  and  Introduction  by  Professor 
W.W.  Skeat. 

42.  Swift's  Battle  of  the  Books. 

Editeil,  with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by 
A.  Guthkelch. 

43.  Sir  William  Temple  upon  the 
Gardens  of  Epicurus,  with 
other  17th  Century  Garden 
Essays.  Edited,  with  Nutes  and  Intro- 
duction, by  A.  Forbes  Sieveking.F.S.A. 

45.  The  Song  of  Roland.  Translated 
from  the  old  French  by  Mrs. CROSLAND. 
With  Introduction  by  Prof.  Brandin. 

46.  Dante's     Vita     Nuova.     The 

Italian  text,  with  Dante  G.  Rossetti's 
translation  on  opposite  page.  With  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  bv  Prof.  H.  Oelsner 

47.  Chaucer's  Prologue  and 
Minor  Poems.  In  modern  English 
with  Notes  bv  Prof.  W.  W.  Skeat. 

48.  Chaucer's  Parliament  of 
Birds  and  House  of  Fame,  hi 
modern  English,  with  Notes  and  Intro- 
duction by  Prof.  W.  W.  Skeat. 

49.  Mrs.  Gaskell's  Cranford.  With 
Introduction  by  R.  Brimley  Johnson. 


KING'S  CLASSICS— con  fir;  ved. 

50.  Pearl.  An  English  Poem  of  the 
Fourteenth  Century.  Hailed,  with  a 
Modem  Rendering  and  an  Introduction, 
by  Professor  I.  Gollancz.       [Preparing 

51,52.  King's  Letters.  Volumes  ill. 
and  IV.  Newly  edited  tiom  theorigina's 
by  Robert  Steele,  F.S.A.      [Preparing 

53.  The  English  Correspondence 
of  Saint  Boniface.  Translated  and 
edited, \v;th  an  Introductory  SkeTch  of  trie 
Life  of  St.  Boniface,  by  Edw.  Kylie.M.A. 

56.  The  Cavalier  to  his  Lady : 
Seventeenth  Century  Love  ton^s. 
Edited  by  F.  SlDGWTCK. 

57.  Asser's  Life  of  King  Alfred. 

Edited  by  L.  C.  Jane,  M.A. 

58.  Translations  from  the  Ice- 
landic.   By  Rev.  W.  C.  Green,  M.A. 

59.  The    Rule    of    St.    Benedict. 

Translated  by  Rt.  Rev.  ABBOT  Gasoi  et. 

60.  Daniel's  '  Delia '  and  Dray  ton's 

'Idea.'   Ediied by ARL'NDtLL  Esdaile. 

61.  The    Book    of  the    Duke    of 

True  Lovers.  By  Christine  de 
Pisan.  Translated,  with  Notts  and 
Introduction,  bv  A:  ice  Kemp- WELCH. 

62.  Of  tbe  Tumbler  of  Our  Lady, 
and  other  Miracles.  Translated 
from  the  Middle  French  MSS..  with 
Notes,  bv  Alice  Kemp-Welch. 

63.  The  Chatelaine  of  Yergi.  A 
Romance  of  the  Court,  translated  from 
the  Middle  French,  by  Alice  Kemp- 
WELCH,  with  Introduction  by  L. 
Brandin,  Ph.D.,  and  with  the  original 
Text,  Edition  Raynaud. 

Earlier  Volumes  in  the  Series  are — 

1.  The  Love  of  Books  (The  Philobiblon). 

2.  «Sii   Dramas    of     Caideron   (FirzGerald's 

Translation).    ( Douhle  voL 

3.  Chronicle  of  Jocelin  of  Brakelond. 

4.  The  Life  of  Sir  Thomas  More. 

5.  Eikon  Ba.«iiike. 

b.  Kings'  Letters  :  Alfred  to  the  coming  of 
the  Tudurs. 

7.  Kings'   Letters  :   From  the  Tudors  to  the 

Love  Letters  of  Henry  VI  [I. 

8.  Chaucer's  KuigntV  Tale  (Prof.  Skeat). 

9.  Chaucer's  Man  of  Law's  Tale  (Prof.  Skeat). 

10.  Chaucer's  Prioress's  Tale  (Prof.  Bkeat). 

11.  The  Romauce  of  Fulke  Fitzwarine. 
VI.  The  Story  ul  Cupid  and  Psyche. 

13.  Evelyn's  Life  of  Margaret  Godolphin. 

14.  Early  Lives  of  Dante. 

15.  The  Falstaff  Letters. 

It;  Poloniu3.    By  Edward  FitzGerald. 

17.  Mediaeval  Lore. 

is.  Vision  of  Pier>  Plowman  (Prof.  Skeat). 

ly.  The  Gull's  Hornbook. 

'.'0.  *The  Nun's  Rule.   (Double  vol.). 

21.  Memoirs  of  Robert  Cary,  Earl  of  Monmouth. 

23.  Early  Lives  of  Charlemagne. 

23.  Cicero's     '  Friendship,'     '  Old     Age,'     and 

'Scipio's  Dream.' 
24  *"Wordsworth's  Prelude.  (Double  toI.) 
25.  The  Defence  of  Guenevere. 
at>,  27.  Browning's  Men  and  Women. 

28.  Poe's  Poems. 

29.  Shakespeare's  Sonnets. 

30.  George  Eliot's  Silas  Marner. 

31.  Goldsmith's  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 

32.  Charles  Reade  s  Peg  Woffington. 

33.  The  Household  of  Sir  Th.inas  More. 

34.  Sappno  :  100  Lyrics.    By  Bliss  Carmak. 

*  Numbers  2,  20,  and  24  are  Double  Volumes 
and  Double  Price. 
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KING'S  LIBRARY  FOLIOS. 

The  Mirrour  of  Vertue  in  World- 
ly Greatnes,  or  The  Ltfe  of  Sir 
'i'homas  More,  Knight.  By  ins 
son-in-law,  William  Roper.  '05.  6d. 
net.    (Not  sold  apart  from  sets.) 

Eikon  Easilike,  the  Portralcture 
of  His  Sacred  Majestie  in  his 
Solitudes  and  Sufferings. 
Edited  by  E.  ALMACK,  F.S  A.    £1  is.  net. 

Shakespeare's  Ovid,  being 
Arthur  Golding's  Translation 
of  the  Metamorphoses.  Edited 
by  W.  H.  l).  Rouse.     Qi  1  is.  1  /.  net. 

The  Percy  Folio  of  Old  English 
Ballads  and  Romances.  Edited 
by  the   General   Editor.     In   four 

volumes  at  £4  $*.  net  the  set. 


KINO'S    LIBRARY   QUARTOS. 

The    Alchemist.     By    Ben    Jonson. 

Edited  by  H.  C.  Hart.  5s.  net  ;  Japan- 
ese vellum,  £1   is.  net. 

The  Gull's  Hornbook.  By  Thomas 
DEKKER.  Edited  by  K.  15.  McKERROW. 
5.t.  net  ;   Japanese  vellum,  10s.  6d.  net. 

The  Beggar's  Opera.  By  John  Gay. 
Edited  by  HAMILTON  MacLeod.  5s. 
net  :  Japanese  vellum,  105.  td.  net. 

KISCH    (MARTIN  S.V— Letters 

undSketchesfromNorthernNigeria. 

With  numerous  Illustrations.  Demy 
Svo,  cloth.  6s.  net. 


KNIGHT  (WILLIAM   and 

EDWARD*. —The  Patient's  Vade 
Mecum :  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit 
from    Medical    Advice.     Crown  Svo, 

cloth,  is.  6d. 


LAMB'S  (CHARLES)  Complete 

Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,  including 
'  Poetry  for  Children  '  and  'Prince  Dorus.' 
Edited  by  R.  H.  SHEPHERD.  With  2 
Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  '  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig.'  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  td. 
The  Essays  of  Elia.  (Both  Series.) 
Pine  Paper  Edition,  pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt 
top,  2s.  net :    leather,  gilt  edges,  is.  net. 

LAMBERT     (GEORGE).  —  The 

President  of  Boravla.Cr.  Svo,  cl .3  . td, 

LANE    (EDWARD  WILLI  A  M ) . 

— The  Thousand  and  One  Nights, 
commonly  called  in  England  The 
Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments.    Illustrated  by  W.  Harvey. 

With   Preface  by  STANLEY  LAKE-P( 
3  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  5*.  net  each. 

LASAR  (CHARLES  A.).— Pra<> 

tical  Hints  for  Art  Students: 
Drawing,  Composition,  Colour.  With 
Illustrations.    Post  8vo.  cloth  3f.C1i.nd. 

LAURISTOUN    (PETER).— The 

Painted  Mountain.    Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  0*. 


LEES  (DOROTHY  N.).— Tuscan 

Feasts  and  Tuscan  Friends.     With 
13 Illustrations,    Crown8vo,cl.,  5f.net. 


LEHMANN      (R.     C).  —  Harry 

Fludyer  at  Cambridge,  and  Conver- 
sational Hints  for  Young  Shooters. 
Crown  8vo,  is. .  cloth,  is.  6d. 


LEIGH  (HENRY  S.). -Carols  of 

Cockayne.     Fcap.  8vo,  buckram, 

LEITH    (MRS.   DISNEY).— The 

Children  of  the  Chapel.     Including 
a  Morality  Play,  The   Pilgrimage  of 
Pleasure,     by     A.     C.     s.\vinbi 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6v.  net. 

LELAND  (C.  G.).— A  Manual  of 

Mending  and  Repairing.     With  Dia 

grams.     Crown  8vo,  cloth.  $j, 


LEPELLETIER    (EDMOND).— 

Madame  Sans-Gene.  Translated  by 
John  db  VlLLIERS,  Post  8vo.  cloth, 
3?.  i>d.  ;  illustrated  boards,  25.  ;  POPULAR 
Edition,  medium  8vo,  td. 


LEYS    (JOHN    K.).-The    Lind 

says.-    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2v. 

LILBURN  (ADAMK^ATragedy 

in  Marble.     Crown  Svo.  cloth   3.?.  td 


LINDSAY  (HARRY;,  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  each. 
Rhoda  Roberts.    |    The  Jacobite. 

LINTON  (E.  LYNN),  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  js.  bd.  eacn  ;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball.    |     lone. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost.    12  Musis. 
The  One  Too  Many. 
Under  which  Lord  ?    With  12  Il'usts. 
'  My  Love.'    |     Sowing  the  Wind. 
Paston  Carew.    I    Dulcie  Evertou. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
An  Octave  of  Friends.    Crown  Rvo, 

cloth,  3.V.  6d. 
Patricia    Kemball.     Popular    Edi- 
tion, medium  8vo,  td. 

LITTLE  (MAUDE,  Novels  by. 

Crowr  Svo,  cloth,  6*.  each. 
At  the  Sign  of  the  Burning  Bush. 
A   Woman  on  the  Threshold. 
The  Children's  Bread. 

LLOYD  (Theodosia).— Innocence 

in  the  Wilderness.    Crown  8vo,  1 


LONDON    CLUBS:    Their   His- 
tory   and    Treasures.       By    RALPH 
Nevii  i..     W  ith   Coloured    Fi 
and 

LORIMER    (NORMA).— The 

Pagan  Woman.     Cr,  Bvo,  cloth,  3 


LUCAS    (ALICE).  V  Talmudtc 

Legends,  Hymns,  and  Paraphrases. 
8vi  >,  b  j  1  parch  m«  nl 
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LUCAS  (E.  V.),    Books  by. 
Anne's  Terrible  Good  Nature,  and 

other  Stories  lor  Children.  With  12 
Illustrations  by  A.  H.  BUCKLAND,  and 
Coloured  End -Papers  and  Cover  by 
F.  D.  Bedford.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

A  Book  of  Verses  for  Children. 
With  Coloured  Title-page.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  6s. 

Three  Hundred  Games  and  Pas- 
times. By  E.  V.  Lucas  and  Klizaeeth 
LUCAS.     Pott  4to,  cloth,  6s.  net. 

The  Flamp,  and  other  Stories. 
Roval  i6mo,  cloth,  is.  net. 

LUCY     (HENRY    W.).— Gideon 

Fleyce.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. ;  post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 


LYRE  D' AMOUR  (La). -An  An- 
thology  of   French    Love    Poems. 

Selected,  with  Introduction  and  Notes, 
by  C.  B.  Lewis.  With  Photogravure 
Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  55.  net. 


MACAULAY  (LORD).— The  His- 
tory of  England.  Large  Type,  Fine 
Paper  Edition,  in  5  vols,  pott  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  per  vol. ;  leather, 
gilt  edges,  3s.  net  per  vol. 


McCARTHY(JUSTIN),  Booksby. 
The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne.    Two 

Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  24s. 
A  History  of  the  Four  Georges 
and   of   William    the   Fourth. 

Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  12s   each. 
A   History   of    Our    Own   Times 

from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  1880.  Library 
Edition.  Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  cloth, 
12s.  each.— Also  the  Popular  Edition, 
in  Four  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
— And  the  Jubilee  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  18S6, 
in  2  Vols.,  lar^e  po«t  8vo,  cloth,  iq?. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times, 
Vol.  V.. from  1880  to  the  Diamond  Jubilee 
Demy  8vo,  cloth,  12.?.:  crown  8vo,  cloth  6s. 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times, 
Vols.  VI.  and  VII.,  from  1897  to  Accession 
of  Edward  VII.  2  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth, 
2ds.;  crown  8vo,  cloth.  6s.  each. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own 
Times,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen 
Victoria  to  the  Accession  of  King 
Edward  VII.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt 
top,  65. :  also  the  Popular  Edition, 
post  8vo,  cl.,  2.t.  6d.  net ;  and  the  Cheap 
EDITION  (to  the  vean88ov;,  mecl.  Svo,  6d. 

Our  Book  of  Memories.  By  Tustin 
McCarthy  and  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed. 
With  Portraits  and  Views.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth,  \2s.6d.  net. 

Fine  Paper  Editions. 
Pott  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  25.  net  per  vol. ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3.5.  net  per  vol. 
The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne,  in  1  Vol. 
A  History  of  the  Four  Georges 

and  of  William  IY.,  in  2  vols. 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Times  from 
Accession  of  Q.  Victoria  to  1901,  in  4  Vols. 


McCarthy  (Justin)— continue*. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  pict. 

boards.  2s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. each. 
The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon,  j  Linley  Rochford. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain.  |  The  Dictator. 
Miss  Misanthrope.    With  12  Iliusts. 
Donna  Quixote.     With  12  Illustrations. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
Maid  of  Athens.    With  12  Illustrations. 
Camiola. 
Red  Diamonds.  I  The  Riddle  Ring. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
The  Three  Disgraces.  |  Mononia. 
Julian  Revelstone. 
'The  RighlTHonourable.'   By  Justin 

McCarthy  and  Mrs.  Campbell  Praed, 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  6s. 


MCCARTHY  (J.  H.),  Works  by. 

The  French  Revolution.  (Consti- 
tuent Assembly,  1789-91.)  Four  Vols., 
demv  Svo.  cloth,  12s.  each. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of 
Ireland.     Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.6d. 

Hafiz  in  London.   Svo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Our  Sensation  NoYel.  Crown  8vo, 
is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Doom:  An  Atlantic  Episode.  Crown  Svo,  is. 

Lily  Lass.     Crown  8vo.  is. ;   cloth,  is.  6d. 

A  London  Legend.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  6d. 

A/LACDONALD   (Dr.   GEORGE). 

Books  by. 
Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination 

Ten  Vols.,  i6mo,  cloth,  gilt,  in  case,  21s.; 
or  separately,  Grolier  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Also  in  i6mo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  per 
Vol.;  leather,  gilt  top,  3s.  net  per  Vol. 


Vol. 


I. 


II. 


III. 


IV. 
V. 


Within  and  Without— The 
Hidden  Life. 

The  Disciple  —  The  Gospel 
Women— Book  of  Sonnets- 
Organ  Songs. 

Violin  Songs— Songs  of  the 
Days  and  Nights— A  Book 
of  Dreams— Roadside  Poems 
—Poems  for  Children. 

Parables  —  Ballads  —  Scotch 

&  VI.  Phantasies.  [Songs. 

VII.  The  Portent. 
„    VIII.  The     Light     Princess  — The 

Giant's  Heart— Shadows. 
„  IX.  Cross  Purposes— Golden  Key 
Carasoyn— LittleDaylight. 
„  X.  The  Cruel  Painter— The  Wow 
o'Rivvex— The  Castle— The 
Broken  Swords— The  Gray 
Wolf— Uncle  Cornelius. 

Poetical  Works  of  George  Mac- 
Donald.  2  Vols.,  cr.8vo,  buckram,  125. ; 
or  in  the  St.  Martin's  library,  pott 
Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  per  vol.  ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net  per  vol. 

Heather  and  Snow.  Crown  8vo.  cloth, 
3.?.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  25, 

Lilith.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

The   Pocket  George  MacDonald: 

Passages  Chosen  by  A.  H.  Hy'att.  i6mo, 
cloth  gilt  ,25.  net ;  leather  gilt,  3s.  net. 
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MACCOLL     (HUGH).-  Mr. 

Stranger's  Sealed  Packet     Cr.  8vo, 

c  oil     ]*,  (  I  :  post  8v0.  illus  hoards.  25. 

McCURDY  (EDWa'R  D).  — 
Essays  in  Fresco.  With  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo,  buckram,  $s,  net. 

MACDONELL      (AGNFfS). 

Quaker  Cousins.     Post  Svo,  boards,  2.v. 

.  —  in 

and   tin 


MACDONELL  (ANNE 
the  Abruzzi:  The  Country 
People.  With  12  Illustrations  in  Three 
Colour  by  Amy  Atkinson.  Large  crown 
Svo,  c'otli,  6s.  net. 

MAC  H  R  A  Y~(RO  B  ERT)  ~No  vels 

by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd-  each. 
A  Blow  over  the  Heart. 
The  Private  Detective. 

Sentenced  to  Death. 

The    Mystery    of   Lincoln's  Inn. 

Crown    Svo,    cloth,     35.    6d.  ;     CHEAP 

Edition,  picture  cover,  is.  net. 
Her  Honour.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd. ; 

Cheap  Edition,  cloth,  is.  net. 
The  Woman  'Wins.    Cr.  8vo. cloth,  6s. 


MARK1N0  (Yoshio),  Books  by. 

A  Japanese  Artist  in  London. 
With  8  Ii  usts.  in  Three  Colours  and  4  m 
Monochrome.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  65.net. 

The  Charm  of  London.  Passages 
selected  bv  A.  H.  Hyatt.  With  12  Illus- 
trations iii  Colour  by  YOSHIO  MARKINO. 
Crown  8)VO,  cloth  gilt,  55.  net;  velvet 
call,  Js  ad.  net. 

Oxford  from  Within.  By  HUGH  DB 
SELINCOURT,  With  a  Note  and  12  Illus- 
trations in  I  hree  Colours  and  K  in  Sepia 
by  YOSHIO  Markino.  Demy  8vo,  cloth. 
js.  bd  net.  :  parchment,  155.  net. 


MACKAY   (Dr.  CHAS.).  -Inter- 
ludes and  Undertones.  Cr.8vo,cloth,6.?. 

M  A  C  K  AY     TwTlLIAM).  -  A 

Mender  of  Nets.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

MACLISE  Portrait  Gallery  (The) 

of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters: 
85  Portraits  by  Daniel  Maclxse  ; 
with  Memoirs  by  William  Bates,  B.A. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth.  35.  bd. 


MAGIC  LANTERN,  The,  and  its 

Management.     By    T.    C.    Hepwortii. 
With  10  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  is.  ,  cloth,  is.  bd. 

MAGNA  CHARTA:  A  Facsimile  of 

the  Original,  3  ft.  by  2  ft.,  with  Arms  and 
Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5?. 


MALLOCK  (W.  H.),  Works  by. 
The  New  Republic.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
35.  bd.  ;  illustrated  boards,  2s.  ;  Large 
Type,  Fine  Paper  Edition,  pott  8vo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  ;  leather,  gilt  edges, 
35.  net. 

Poems.     Small  .ito,  parchment,  85. 
Is  Life  Worth  Living  ?    Crown  Svo, 
buckram,  6s. 


Large  fcap.  4to,  cloth,  205.  net  each  ;  LARGE 

PAPER  COPIES,  parchment,  42s.  net  each. 

The  Colour  of  London.  By  W.  J. 
Lo:*:tk.  F.S.A.  Writh  Introduction  by 
M.  H.  SPIELMANK,  Preface  and  Illus- 
trations in  Three  Colours  and  Sepia  by 
Yoshio  Markino. 

The  Colour  of  Paris.  By  MM.  Les 
Academiciens  Goncourt.  With  Intro- 
duction by  L.  Benedite,  Preface  and 
Illustrations  in  Three  Colours  and  Sepia 
by  Yoshio  Markino. 

The  Colour  of  Rome.  By  Olave  M. 
Potter.  With  Introduction  by  DoU(.- 
las  Sladen,  Preface  and  Illustrations 
in  Three  Colours  and  Sepia  by  YOSHIO 
Markino. 


MARLOWE'S  Works,   including 

his  Translations.     Edited  with  Notes  hy 
Col.  Cunningham.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3s. bd. 

MARSH     (RICH  A  RD).— A 

Spoiler  of  Men.   Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  $s.  6d. ; 
Popular  Edition,  medium  8vo.  6d. 


MALLORY     (Sir     THOMAS).— 

Mort  d' Arthur,  Selections  from,  edited 
by  B.  M.  RANKING.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 


MARGUERITTE   (PAUL  and 

VICTOR),  Novels  by. 
The  Disaster.    Translated  by  F.  Lees. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd. 
Yanity.  Translated  by  K.  S.  West.  With 

Portrait  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  cloth. 

35.  bd. :  Cheap  Edition,  cloth,  is.  net. 
The  Commune.   Translated  by  F.  Lees 

and  H.  B.  D0UG1  v.     c  r.  8*<>,  cloth.  6s. 


MASTER    OF    GAME    (THE): 

The  Oldest  Eng-lish  Book  on 
Hunting*.  Bv  EDWARD,  Second  Duke 
of  York.  Edited  by  W.  A.  and  F. 
Baillie-Grohman.  With  Introduction 
by  Theodore  Roosevelt,  Photogravure 
Frontis.  and  23  Illustns.  Large  cr.  Svo. 
c\.,js.  bd.net ;  parchment,  10?.  bd.  net. 

MASSING TeR'S  Plays.  From  1 1 i e 
Text  of  William  Gifkord.  Edited  by 
Col. Cunningham.    Cr.8vo,cloth,  j 

MASTERMAN     (J.).— Half  -  a  - 

dozen   Daughters.     Post  Kvo.  b'ls..  ;-. 

MATTHEWS     (BRANDER). -A 
Secret  of  the   Sea.     Post  Svo,   illu 
trated  boards,  29. 

MAX- O'RELL,    Books   by. 

Crown  8vo,  Cloth.  3J   ad.  t  ich. 

Her  Royal  Highness  Woman. 
Between  Ourselves. 
Rambles  in  Womanland. 


MEDICI  (Livesof  the  EARLY)a* 

told  in  their  Letters.  ByjANKl  I 
With  Illustrations  and  Facsimiles,  I 
•,  cloth,  10*.  (id,  nct« 
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CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


MEADE  (L.  T.),  Novels  by. 
A   Soldier  of  Fortune.    Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3*.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  zs. 

•  n  Svo.  cloth,  3*.  '  .'.  I  li  I1 
The  Yoice  of  the  Charmer. 
In  an  Iron  Grip.     I     The  Siren. 
Dr.  Rumsey'a  Patient. 
On  the  Brink  of  a  Chasm. 
The  VST  ay  of  a  Woman. 
A  Son  of  Ishmael. 
An  Adventuress.    I      Rosebury. 
The  Blue  Diamond. 
A  Stumble  by  the  Way. 
This  Troublesome  World. 

MEOlfcVAL     LIBRARY     (The 

New).  Small  crown  Svo.  pure  rag 
paper,  boards,  59.  net  per  vol.  ;  pigskin 
with  clasps.  ~s  bd.  net  per  vol. 

1.  The  Book  of  the  Duke  of  True 
Lovers.  Translated  from  the  Middle 
French  of  Christine  d«  Pisan,  with 
Notes  by  Alice  Kemp-Welch.  Wood- 
cut Title  and  6  Photogravures. 

2.  Of  the  Tumbler  of  our  Lady, 
and  other  Miracles.  Translated 
from  the  Middle  French  of  Galtivr  dk 
CoiNCi,  &c,  with  Notes  by  Alice  Ke.ajp- 
WELCH.  Woodcut  and  7  Photogravures 

3.  The  Chatelaine  Of  Yergi.  Trans- 
lated from  the  Middle  French  by  Alice 
Kemp- Welch,  with  the  original  Text, 
and  an  Introduction  by  Dr.  L.  BRAKDIN. 
Woodcut  Title  and  5  Photogravures. 

5.  The  Babees'  Book.  Edited,  with 
Notes,  by  KniTH  Kickert.  Woodcut 
Title  an.i  b  Photogravures. 

5  The  Book  of  the  Divine  Con- 
solation of  Saint  Angela  da 
Foligno.  Translated  by  Mary  G. 
Steegmaxw    Woodcut  Title  and  Iilusts. 

6.  The  Legend  of  the  Holy  Fina, 
Virgin  of  Santo  Geminiano. 
Translated  bv  M.  MANSFIELD.  Woodcut 
Title  and  6  Photogravures. 

7.  JSarly  English  Romances  of 
Love.  Edited  in  Modern  English  by 
EulTH  Rickert.     5  Photogravures. 

8.  Early  English  Romances  of 
Friendship.     Edited,  with  Notes,  by 

Edith  Ricuert.    6  Photogravures. 

9.  The  Cell  of  Self-Knowledge. 
Seven  Early  Mystical  Treatises  printed  in 
1851.  Edited,  with  Introduction  and 
Notts,  by  Edmund  Gardner,  M.a. 
Collotype  Frontispiece  in  two  colours. 

10.  Ancient  English  Christmas 
Carols,  1400-1700.  Collected  and 
arranged  by  Edith  Rickkrt.  With  8 
Photogravure*.  Special  price  of  this 
volume,  boards,  7.?.  bd.  net ;  pigskin 
with  clasps   lo.s-,  bd.  net. 

11.  Trobador  Pcets :  Selections.  Trans- 
lated from  the  Provencal,  with  Intro- 
duction and  Notes,  by  Barbara 
SMYTHS.  With  Coloured  Frontispiece 
-^nd  Decorative  Initials. 

12.  Cliges  :  A  Romance.    Translated,  with 

a  Critical  Introduction  by  L.  J.  Gardi- 

r  M.A.Lond.,  fr*m  the  Old  French  of 

Chretien'  ds  Troyes.   With  a  Frontisp. 


ME  LB  A:     A    Biography.     By 

AGNES  M.  MORPHY.     With  Chapters  by 

Madame  Melba  on  the  Art  of  Sing- 
ing and  on  THE  SELECTION'  OF  MUSIC  AS 
a  Profession.  Portraits,  Views,  and  Fac- 
similes.   Demv  8vo,  cloth,  16*.  net. 

AlERkTCKTTfiOPE).  —  When   a 

Girl's  Engaged.     Cr.  js.6d. 

M E RRIC K  (LEO N A R D) ,  by. 

The  Man  who  was  Good.    Crown 
8vo,  cl.,  3*.  bd.  :  post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  25. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  oi/.  each. 
Cynthia.     |     This  Stage  of  Fools. 

METHVEN  (PAUL),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6y.  each. 
Influences. 1       Billy. ■___ 

MERW1N  (HENRY  CHARLES). 

The  Life  of  Bret  Harte  :    Including 

some  Account  of  the  Californian 
Pioneers.  With  Photogravure  Portrait 
and  !0  Plates.   Demy  Svo.  cl,  105.  bd.  net. 

ME  Y  NELL      ( A  L  I  C  E)  — The 

Flower  of  the  Mind  :  a  Choice 
among  the  Best  Poems.  In  16m  . 
cloth,  gilt,  2.s\  net ;  leather,  3*.  net. 

M I N TO  ( WM.J.  —  Was  ^he" G  ood 

or  Bad?     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  bd. 


MITCHELL  (EDM.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  bd.  each. 
The  Lone  Star  Rush.    With  S  lllusts. 
The  Eelforts  of  Culben. 
Crown  Svo.  picture  cloth,  flat  backs,  25.  each. 
Plotters  of  Paris. 
The  Temple  of  Death. 
Towards  the  Eternal  Snows. 
Only   s*    Nigger.     Crown    Svo,   cloth, 
3*.  bd.  -.  Cheap  Rnrnox.  cloth,  is.  net. 


M1TFORD  (BERTRAM),  Novels 

by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  35.  bd.  each. 
Renshaw  Fanning's   Quest. 
Triumph  of  Hilary  Blachland. 
Haviland's  Chum. 
Harley  Greenoak's  Charge. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd.  each  ;  picture  cloth, 
flat  back,  zs.  each. 
The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley. 
The   King's  Assegai.    With  6  lllusts. 
The  Gun-Runner.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  bd.; 

Cheap  Edition,  medium  8vo.,  bd. 


MOLESWORTH     (Mrs.).— 

Mather  court    Rectory.     Crown    Svo, 
cloth.  35.  bd.  :  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  25. 


M0NCRIEFF(W.  D.  SCOTT-).— 

The  Abdication:  A  Drama.    With  7 
Etchings.     Imperial  4b),  buck-ram,  zis. 


MORROW    (W.  C.).— Bohemian 

Paris  of  To- Day.  With  106  lllusts. by 
Edouard  CtTCUEL.  Small  demy  8vo,c!..*v. 

MORTE  d'ARTHUR.     By  Alfred 

Lord  Tennyson.  Illuminated  in  G©M 
and  Coloms  by  Alberto  Sangorski. 
Fcap.  4to.  J"P-  vellum,  bs.  net ;  parch- 
ment with  silk  ties,  is.  bd.  net. 


111  ST.  MARTINS  LANK,  LONDON,  W.C. 
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MOZART'S  OPERAS:  a  Critical 

Study.  By  EDWARD  J  DENT,  With 
Portraits  and  Illustrations.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth    I2\.  6rf.  net. 


MUDDOCK  (J.  E.),  Stories  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3*.  (id-  each. 
Basile  the  Jester. 
The  Golden  Idol. 

Post  gvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Dead  Man's  Secret. 
From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 
Stories    Weird    and    Wonderful. 

Post  tfvo,  Must,  boards, 2s. :  cloth,  .•    td 
Maid    Marian    and    Robin  Hood. 

With  12  Ilius.  by  Stanley  L.  WOOL>.    Cr. 
Svo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d. :  picture  ci.  fiat  hack.  2s. 

M  U  RRAY  (D.   CHRIST  IE), 

Novels  by.     Crown   8vo,  cloth,   31.  6d. 

each;  poslSvo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 
A  Life's  Atonement. 
Joseph's  Coat.     With  12  Illustrations. 
Coals  of  Fire.    With  3  [llustraHons. 
Val  Strange.  1  A  Wasted  Crime. 
A  Capful  o'  Mails.        1         Hearts. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
Mount  Despair.  |  A  Model  Father. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singula.r. 
Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
Cynic  Fortune.  |  In  Direst  Peril. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  $s.  6d.  each. 
This  Little  World. 
A  Race  for  Millions. 
The  Church  of  Humanity. 
Tales  in  Prose  and  Verse. 
Despair's  Last  Journey. 
V.C.:   A  Chronicle   of  Castle  Barfield. 
Verona's  Father.- 
His    Own    Ghost.    Crown   8vo,  cloth, 

3$.  bd.  :  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
Joseph's  Coat.    Popular  Edition,  6d. 

MURRAY    (D.    CHRISTIE)    and 

HENRY     HERMAN,      Novels     by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  (id.  each  ;   post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 
The  Bishops'  Bible. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias.    With  Illustrations 

bv  A.  FnRKsTiMv'  and  0   Nicm  1  1 


NEVILL  (RALPH),  Books  by. 

London  Clubs:  their  History  and 
Treasures.  With  9  Plates  (one  Col- 
oured).   Demy  Svo,  cloth,  fs.  <>d.  net, 

The  Man  of  Pleasure.  With  ns 
Illustrations,  Coloured  and  plain.  Demy 
Bvo,  cloth,  12*.  

N  E  WBOLT  ( H  EN RY).       Take  n 
from  the  Enemy.    Wil  b  8  I 

in  Colour   by  GERALD  LBA1 

8vo.    cloth.   3t.   Cnl.    111  t  ;    or    leap 
without  niustratioi 

NEWTE 

Meares. 


(H.    W.    C.).— Pansy 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6x. 


NISBET  (HUME),  Books  by. 

'Bail  Up  1'  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3 
p<>st  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 
Popular  Edition  medium  8v< 

Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent.    P 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

NORDAU   (MAX).  -Morganatic. 
Trans,  bj  Elizabeth  Lee.  Cr. 

OH  NET  ('JEOR(iES),  Novels  by. 

Bvo,  illustrate  1  boards,  is.  • 
Dr.  Rameau.      I      A  Last  Love. 
A  Weird  Gift.   On 

post  8vo,  illustrated  hoard-,  2.?. 
Crown  Svo,  doth,  3.V.  Lid.  each. 
The  Path    of  Glory. 
Love's  Depths. 
The  Money-maker. 
The  Woman  of  Mystery. 
The  Conqueress. 


OUIDA,  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth.  3s.  6d.  each  ;    post   8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s.  each. 

Tricotrin.    A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Rufnno.       Cecil    Castlemaine's 

Othmar.  Gage. 

Frescoes.     Princess  Napraxine. 

Wanda.        Held  in  Bondage. 

Ariadne.      Under  Two  Flags. 

Pascarel.     Folle-Farine. 

Chandos.     Two    Wooden    Shoes. 

Moths.  A  Village   Commune. 

Puck.  In  a  Winter  City. 

Jdalia.  Santa  Barbara. 

Bimbi.  *n  Maremma. 

0irt„0'         i  Strathmore. 

►Jigna.         1  pipistrello. 

Friendship,  j  Two  Offenders. 

Guilderoy.    I  Syrlin. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3s.  bd.  each. 

A  Rainy  June.  I  TheMassarene3. 

The  Waters  of  Edera. 
Crown  Svo,  picture  cloth.  Hat  back,  is.  each. 
Syrlin.         ■     The  WaterB  of  Edera. 
Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  W.  each. 
Under  Two  Flags.  Moths. 

Held  in  Bondage.  Puck. 

Strathmore.  Tricotrin. 

The  Massarenes.  Chandos. 

Friendship.  Ariadne. 

Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes. 
Idalia.     I    Othmar.      I     Pascarel. 
A  Village  Commune.     (Crown 
Folle-Farine.  I  Princess  Napraxine 

Two  Little  Wooden  Shoes. 

Typb  Edition.    Fcap.  Bvo,  cloth,  is.  net, 

Rufflno.    Cheap  Edition.    Crown  8vo, 

is.  net. 

Demy  s\o,  cloth,  s>.  net  each, 
A    Dog  of    Flanders,    The    Niirn- 
berg  Stove,  &c.    With  8  lUusti 
in   Colom   bv    Mania  I..  Kikk. 
Bimbi:    Stories  tor  Children,     With   8 

Illus:  MAR!  \  I.    I 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,^ 
troui  the  Works  of  OUIDA  by  F.  Si 
Mokkis.    Pott.8vo,  cictl.,  gilt  I 
llicr,  jjilt  cd^es,  3*,  net, 
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CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


NORRIS    (W.    E.),    Novels    by. 

Crowo  8vo,  cloth,  3».  (mI.  each  ;  post  8vo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Saint  Ann's.     !      Billy  Bellow. 
Miss  VYentwonh's  idea.    Crown  8vo, 

Cloth.  35.  Od. 

0 L I P H A N T    (Mrs.),  Novels   by. 

Posl  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 
The  Primrose  Path. 
The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England 
Whiteladies.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  12 

illustrations,  3*.  <>,/. ;  \  ost  fcvo,  hds.,  25. 
The  Sorceress.  Crown  Bvo, cloth.  3.5  '  ■'• 

OS  BO  U  R  N  E~7L~L0 YDJT  "Stories 

by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.5.  6.7.  each. 
The  Motormaniacs. 
Three  Speeds  Forward.  With  fllusts. 


O'SrlAUGHNESSY    (ARTHuR). 

Music  &  Moonlight.  Fcp.8vo  cl.,  js.dd. 

PAGE    (THOMAS   NELSON).— 

Santa  Claus's  Partner.  With  8 
Coloured  Illustrations  by  Olga  Morgan. 
and  Cover  Design  by  F.  D.  BEDFORD. 
Cro  ■  n  8vo,  cloth.  3.?.  6d.  net. 


PAIN    (BARRY).— Eliza's   Hus- 

band.     Fcap.,  8vo,  is. :  cloth,  is.  6d. 

PANDURANG      HARI;    or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  Preface 
by  Sir  BARTLB  Frere.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards.  2s. 

PARIS  SALON,  The  Illustrated 

Catalogue  of  the.  With  about  300  illus- 
trations. Published  annually.  Dy.  8vo.  35. 

PAUL  (MARGARET  A.).— Centre 

and  Simple.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 35. 6d. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2.?. 

PATYrsTTJ A ME5)7 Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  35.  bd.  each  ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2.?.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 
A  County  Family. 
Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy.  1     For  Cash  Only. 

Hi^h  Spirits.  Sunny  Stories. 

A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn.      12  Illusts. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Holiday  Tasks.   |  At  Her  Mercy. 
The  Talk  of  the  Town.    12  Illusts. 
The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Humorous  Stories.  |  From  Exile. 
The  Foster  Brother*. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Bentinck's  Tutor. 
Walter's  Word.  |  Fallen  Fortunes. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
A  Woman's  Yengeance. 
Carlyon's  Year.      |    Cecil's  Tryst. 
Murphy's  Master. 


PAYN  (JAMES)— continued. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Some  Private  Views. 
Found  Dead.  1      Mirk  Abbey. 

A  Marine  Residence. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Not  Wooed.  But  Won. 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 
The  Best  of  Husbands. 
Halves.      |       What  He  Cost  Her. 
Kit:  A  Memory.  |  Under  One  Roof. 
Glow-Worm  Tales. 
A  Prince  of_the  Blood. 

A    Modern     Dick     Whittington. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  with  Portrait  ot  Author, 
$s.6d.;  picture  cloth.  Hat  back,  2s. 
Notes  from  the  '  News.'    Crown  8vo, 

Cloth,  IS.  UN- 
POPULAR Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
Walter^  Word.    1    By  Proxy. 

PAYNE    (WILL).  —  Jerry    the 

Dreamer.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  6d. 

PEN N ELL  -  ELMH I RST   (Cap- 

tain    E.).—  The    Best    of   the   Fun. 

With    8    Coloured    Illustrations   and   48 
others.     Medium  8vo,  cloth.  6s.  net. 


PENNY     (F.     E.),     Novels    by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth.  35.  6d.  each. 

The  Sanyasi.        j  TheTea-Planter. 

Caste  and  Creed.  |  Inevitable  Law. 

Dilys. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  bs.  each. 

The  Unlucky  Mark.     |      Sacrifice. 

Dark  Corners.  |  The  Rajah. 

The  Malabar  Magician. 

The  Qutcaste 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  f>d.  each. 
The  Tea-Planter.  1  Caste  and  Creed. 

PERR"iN"lAL7lCE),    Novels    byT 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 
A  Free  Solitude.  I    Bast  of  Suez. 
The  Waters  of  Destruction. 
Red   Records. 
The  Stronger  Claim. 
Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 
The    Stronger   Claim. 
Trte  Waters  cf  Destruction. 
Idolatry.  Crown  8 vo,  cloth,  6.?.;  Popular 
Edition,  cloth.  2.?.  net. 

PETIT  HOMME   ROOT  E   ( Le)~ 

Hooks  bv.  Demy  8vo,  cl.,  75.  hd.  net  each. 
The     Favourites    or     Henry     of 

Navarre.     With  Six  Portraits. 
The    Favourites    of  Louis    XIV. 

\V;th  4  Portraits. 

The  Court  of  the  Tufieries,  1852- 
1870.  With  a  Frontispiece.  Demy  8vo, 
cloth,  55.  net. 


PETRARCH'S      SECRET ;     or, 
The  Soul's  Conflict  with  Passion. 

Three  Dialogues.  Translated  from  the 
Latin  by  W.  H.  DRAPER.  With  2  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  net. 


PHELP5    (E.    S.).— Jack    the 
Fisherman.    Crown  8\*o,  cloth,  is,  6.d, 
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PHIL  MAY'S  Sketch- Book: 

Cartoons.     Crown  folio,  cloth,  25.  6d. 

PHI PsON  (Dr.  T.  L.),- Famous 

Violinists  and  Fine  Violins.     Crown 
8vo,  cloth.  5.<. 

pic  kthall   (MARMA  UU  KE). 

Larkmeadow :  A  Novel  of  the  Country 
Districts.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ti 


PLANCHE  (J.  R.).— Songs  and 

Poems.     Crown  8vo.  clo'h,  fis. 

PL  AY  S  OF  OUR  FORE- 
FATHERS, and  some  of  the  Tradi* 
tionsupon  which  they  were  founded. 
By  C.  M.Gayley,  LL.D.  Willi  numerous 
illustrations    Royal  8vo,  cloth.  1  zs,  6  .'.  get 

PLUTARCH'S    Lives    of    lllus* 

triou.s  Men.  With  Life  ol  PLUTARCH 
by  J.  and  W.  LANGHORNE,  and  Por- 
traits.  Two  Vols.   8  vo,  half -cloth,  105  6d 

POE'S  (EDGAR  ALLAN)  Choice 

Works  :    Poems,    .Stories,     Essays. 

With     an     Introduction     by    CHARLES 

Baudelaire.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  $s.  f>d. 
POLLOCK^W.  HTlT-^TheCh arm, 

and  Other  Drawing- Room  Plays. 
By  Sir  Walter  Besant  and  Walter 
II.  Pollock.  With  50  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.7.  6d. 


PRAED    (Mrs.    CAMPBELL), 

Novels  by.    Post  Svo,  illus.  b<  >ards,  2s.  ea. 
The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,   3s.    6d.   each  ;    post  8vo, 

illustrated  hoards.  2s.  each. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker. 
Christina  Chard. 
Mrs.  Tregaskiss.    With  8  Illustrations. 

Crown  .Nvo,  cloth,  -is.  6d.  each. 
Nulma.         I         Madame  Izan. 
*  As  a  Watch  in  the  Night.' 
The  Lost  Earl  of  Elian. 
Our  Book  of  Memories.    By  Justin 

McCarthy  and  Mrs  Campbell  Praed. 

P  >rts.  A  Views.  Demv  8vo,  cl., t25.6rf.net. 

PRESLAND     (JOHN),     Dramas 

by.     Kcap.  4to, cloth,  5*.  net  each. 
Mary  Queen  of  Soots. 
M  anin  and  the  Defence  of  Yenice 
Marcus  Aurelius. 
The  Deluge,  and  other  Poems.  C- 

Nvo,  hand-made  paper,  doth,  $s.6d.  net. 

PRICE      (E.     C).  —  Valentina. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth.  3.?.  («l. 
PROCTOR     (RICHARD     A.), 

Books  by.    Crown  Svo, cloth.  3*.  67.  each. 
Easy  Star  Lessons.     With  Star  Maps 

for  every  Kiftht  in  the  Year. 
Flowers  of  the  Sky.   With  55  Illusts. 
Familiar  Science  Studies. 
The  Universe  of  Suns. 
Saturn  and  its  System.     With   1 

Steel  Plates.     Demv  8vo,  cloth   65. 

Wages    and    Wants    of    Science 
Workers.    Crown  8vo,  11. 


PRYCE    (RICHARD).  —Miss 

Maxwell's   Affections.       Crown   8vo, 
c  ■  ith,  ~k<..  '  </.     posl  svo.  illusl 

R A B  AN D  H IS  FRIENDS.      I  i 

Dr.  John  Brown.      Square  161110,  with 
Frontispiece,  cloth,  1?.  net. 

READE'S  (CHARLES)  Novels. 
Collected  Librarv  Editiom,  in  Seventeen 
Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  3,.  6d  each 

Peg  Wofflngton ;  and  Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard  Cash. 

The    Cloister    and    the    Hearth. 

With   a  Preface  hv  Sir  W  ai.i  BR  BESAK  ;. 

'  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never 
Did  Run  Smooth;  and  Single- 
heart  and  Doubleface. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief: 
Jack  of  all  Trades;  A  Hero  and 
a  Martyr;  The  Wandering  Heir. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Griffith  Gaunt,  j  AWoman-Hater. 

Foul  Play.  |  A  Simpleton. 

The  Jilt;  and  Good  Stories  of  Man 
and  other  Animals. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

Readiana;  _and_Bible  Characters. 
Also  in  Twenty-one  Volumes,  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s.  each. 

Peg  Wofflngton.     |    A  Simpleton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 

'It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never 
Did  Run  Smooth. 

Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
of  all  Trades;  James  Lambert. 

Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Hard  Cash.       |      Readiana. 

Foul  Play.        I     Griffith  Gaunt, 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

A  Woman-Hater. 

Singleheartand  Doubleface. 

Good  Stories  of  Man,  &c. 

The  Jilt;  and  other  Stones. 

A  Perilous  Secret.    

Large  Type,  I- 1  n l:  Paper  Editions. 
Pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  each  ;  leather, 
.Hilt  1  net  each. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  With 

32  Illustrations  by  M.  B.  11  k\. 
'It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 
Popular  Editions,  medium  Bvo,  '..'.each. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
1  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 
Foul  Play.         |      Hard  Cash. 
Peg     Wofflngton;      and     Christie 

Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
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PEADE  (CnARLRSy-cotttinutd. 

i  ar  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Woman-hater. 

The  Course  of  True  Love. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Large  Typk 
Edition,  tcap.8vo. cloth,  is.  net. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
With  to  Photogravure  and  $4  half-toue 
Illustrations  by  Matt  b.  Hewerdine 
Small  4to,  cloth,  6s.  net.— Also  the 
St.  Martin's  Illustrated  Edition, 
with  20  Illustrations  in  4  Colours  and 
10  in  Black  and  White  by  Byam  SHAW, 
R.I.  Demy  Svo,  cloth,  12s.  6d.;  parch- 
ment, 16s.  net. 

RICH  ARDSO  N(FRANK)7Novels 

by. 
The  Man  who  Lost  his  Past.    With 
50  Illustrations  by  Tom  Browne.  K.l 
Crown    Svo,   cloth,   35.    bd.  ;    POPULAR 
EDITION,  picture  cover,  is.  net. 

The  Bayswater  Miracle.  Crown 
.svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  os.  each. 
The  King's  Counsel 
Semi-Socisty.  j    There  and  Back. 

Rl DDE LL  (Mrs.) ,  Novels  by7~ 
A  Rich  Man's  Daughter.      Crown 

Svo,  cloth.  3<r.  6<i. 
Weird    Stories.     Crown    Svo,    cloth, 

3s.  bd. :  post  8vo.  picture  boards,  28. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  25. each. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 
Fairy  Water.        |      Idle  Tales. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 


by. 


RIVES  lAMELlt*),   Stories 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  ■xs.  6d.  each. 
Barbara  Dering. 
Meriel :  A  Love  Story. 

ROBINSON TF.  W.),  Novels  by. 
Women    are    Strange.      Post    svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2.?. 
Crown 


Svo,  cloth,    3.5.  6d.    each :    post 
illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 
The  Woman  in  the  Dark. 


Svo, 


ROLFE    (FR.),    Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6.?.  each. 
Hadrian  the  Seventh. 
Don  Tarquinio. 


ROLL    OF     BATTLE    ABBEY, 

THE:  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  from  Normandy  with  William  the 
Conqueror,  1066.  In  Gold  and  Colours.  55. 


ROMAUNT  (THE)  OF  THE 

ROSE.  With  20  illustrations  in 
Coloured  Collotype  by  Keith  Hender- 
son and  Norman  Wilkinson  Crown 
4to,  cloth,  2 is.  net. 


ROSENGARTEN(A.).—  A  Hand- 
book of  Architectural  Styles.  Trans- 
lated by  W.  Collrtt-Sandars.  With 
630  Illustrations.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  55.  net. 


ROSS    (ALBERT).  —A* Sugar 

Princess.     Cn  loth,  <s.  ba. 

R  O  W  S  ELL  (MAR  Y     C  ).— 
Monsieur    de     Paris.      Crown   8vo, 

cloth.  3.1.  bd. 

ROYAL  COLLECTIONS,   Notes 

on  Pictures  in  the.  Kdited  by  LIONEL 
CtJST,  M.V.O.,  and  published  by  permis- 
sion of  H.M.  King  George  V.  With  54 
Illustrations  in  Photogravure,  Collotype, 
and  Half-tone.    Rov.  4to,  cl.,  12s. 6d.  net. 

RUNCIMAN     (J  AS.). —Skippers 

and  Shellbacks.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth.  w.  6,7. 


RUSKIN  SERIES  (The).     Square 

ibmo.  cl.,  with  Frontispieces,  is.  ijet  ea. 
The   King  of  the   Golden  River. 

By      John      RUSKIN.      Illustrated      by 

Richard  Doylf. 
Ruskin  as  a  Religious  Teacher, 

By  F.  W.  Farrar,  D.D. 
Bab  and  his  Friends.    By  Dr.  John 

Broun. 
Old     Christmas.      By    Washington 

Irving. 
Fairy  Tales  from  Tuscany.    By  I. 

M.  AXDERTON. 


RUSSELL  (W.  CLARK),  Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.S.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ; 
cloth.  2c  6d.  each. 

Round  the  Galley-Fire. 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

A  Yoyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Hammock; 

The  Mystery  of  the  '  Ocean  Star.' 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Hariowe. 

The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 

An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

My  Shipmate  Louise. 

Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea, 

The  Good  Ship  '  Mohock.' 

The  Phantom  Death. 

Is  He  the  Man  ?     |      Heart  of  Oak. 

The  Convict  Ship. 

The  Last  Entry. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  35.  bd.  each. 

A  Tale  of  Two  Tunnels. 

The  Death  Ship. 

The  «  Pretty  Polly.'    With  12  Illustra- 
tions by  G.  E.  Robertson. 

Overdue.        1 Wrong  Side  Out. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  bd.  each. 

The  Convict  Ship. 

Is  He  the  Man  ? 

Wrong    Side   Out.    Cheap  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  is.  net. 


RUSSELL    (HERBERT).— True 

Blue.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 


RUSSELL  (DORA),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each  ;  picture 

cloth,  flat  hack,  25.  each. 
A  Country  Sweetheart, 
The  Drif  £  of  Fate. 
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RUSSIAN  j  BASTILLE,  THE 
(The  Fortress  of  Schluesselburg).  By  I. 
P.  Youvatshev.  Translated  by  A.  8. 
RAPPOPORT,     M.A.       With     16     Plates. 

Demv  7«.  fid,  net. 

SAINT  AUBYN  (ALAN),  Novels 

by.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Js.  Da,  each  ;  post 
8vo.  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

A  Fellow  of  Trinity.  With  a  Note 
by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 

The  Junior  Dean. 

Orchard  Damerel. 

The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's. 

In  the  Face  of  the  World. 

To  His  Own  Master. 

The  Trernlett  Diamonds. 

(.'town  8vq,  cloth,  is.  6<i.  each. 
The  Wooing  of  May. 
Fortune's  Gate. 
A  Tragic  Honeymoon. 
Gallantry  Bower. 
A  Proctor's  Wooing. 
Bonnie  Maggie  Lauder. 
Mrs.  Dunbar's  Secret. 
Mary  Unwin.    U-ith  *  Illustrations. 


SAINT    JOHN     (BAYLE).  —  A 


Levantine  Family.    Cr.  Xvo 


?s.  r*/. 


SALA    (Q.    A.).— Gaslight    and 

Daylight.  Post  8vo  illustrated  boards.  2.^ 

SELINCOURT      (HUGH      DEi^ 

Books  by. 

Oxford  from  Within.  With  a  Note 
and  20  Illustrations  in  colour  and  Mono- 
chroma  by  Yoshio  Markino.  Demy'8vo, 
cloth.  75.  f>d.  net  ;   parchment.  155.  net. 

A  Daughter  of  the  Morning. 
Crown-Svo.  cloth,  6s. 

SEROEANT(ADELINE),  Novels 

by.     Crown  8vo.  cloth.  3s.  6d.  each. 
Under  False  Pretences. 
Dr.  Endicott's  Experiment. 
The  Missing  Elizabeth. 

SERMON     ON     THE    MOUNT 

(The).  Illuminated  in  Gold  and  Colours 
bv  Alberto  Sawgorski.  Fcap.  4to. 
Jap.  vellum.  6s.  net  :  parchment,  lull 
gilt,  with  silk  ties,  8s.  6d.  net. 


ST.  MARTIN'S  LIBRARY  (The). 

In  pocket  size,  cloth,  gilt  top,  25.  net  per 
Vol.  ;  leather.  u'lt  edges,  is.  net  per  Vol. 
By  WALTER  BESANT. 

London.  |  Westminster. 

Jerusalem.     Bv  Bbsani  and  Palmer. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 

Sir  Richard  Whittlngton. 

Gaspard  de  Coligny. 

By  BOCCACCIO. 

The  Decameron. 

By  ROBERT  BROWNING 

PIppa  Passes :  and  Men  and  Wo- 
men. With  ro  III  in  Colours 
by  K.   F<  >RTKS<  1  I    RRJ<  Kl 

Dramatis     Personco  ;     and     Dra- 
matic    Romurices    and  Lyric*. 
With    /o   Illustrations  in  Colours 
FOFTESCUK  BKICKDALE, 


ST.  MARTIN'S  LIBRARY—  continued. 

In  pocket  s:ze,  cloth,  £ilt  top,  2?.  net  per  Vol.  ; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3*.  net  per  v«... 
By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN.      ' 
The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 

By  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Deemster. 

By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 
The  Y/oman  in  Y/hite. 

Bv  DANIEL  DEFOE. 
Robinson     Crusoe.     With    37    Illus- 
trations by  G.  Criiksham.. 

By  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Speeches.     With  Portrait 

By  AUSTIN  DOBSON. 
Eighteenth    Century    Vignettes, 
lu  Three  Series,  each  Illustrated. 
By  W.S.  GILBERT. 
Original  Plays.      In   Four  Series,  the 
Fourth  Senei  with  a  I'  irtrait 
Bv  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET  HAETE. 
Condensed  Novels. 
Mliss,  The  Luck  of  RoaringCamp, 

and  other  Storu-s.     With  Portrait. 
Poetical  Works. 

By  OLIVER  WENDELL  HOLMES 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.      Illustrated  by  J.  G.  THOMSON. 
Compiled  bv  A.  H.' HYATT. 
The  Charm  of  London:  An  \nthology. 
The  Charm  of  Edinburgh. 
The  Charm  of  Venice. 
The  Charm  of  Paris. 

•     bv   RICHARD  JEFFERIES. 

The  Life  of  the  Fields. 
The  Open  Air. 
Nature  near  London. 

By  CHARLES  LAMB. 
The  Essays  of  Elia.. 

By  LORD   MACAU  LAV. 
History  of  England,  in  s  Volumes. 

By  JUSTIN  MCCARTHY. 
The  Reign  of  Cjuean  Anne,  in  1  Vol. 
A    History   of  the   Four  Georges 

and  of  William  IV.,  in  2 
A  History  of  Our  Own  Times  From 
Accession  or' 0.  Victoria  tn  mot, in  4  Vols. 
By  GE<  >1  I   E    MACDONALD. 
Poetical  Works.     In  21 
W  orks  of  Fan  ::y  and  Imagination, 
in  10  Vols    [6m< '.    <  Foj  I  .6.) 

T.  W.  H.  MM. LOCK. 
The  Now  Republic. 
Bv  OUIDA 
Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos. 

Bv  CHARLE> 
TheCIoi3terand  the  Kearth.  With 

^r  Illustrations  by  M.  K,  Hbwsrii 
•It  is   Never  Too  Late  to   Mend.' 

By  PERCY  BYSSHE  SHF  II  F  V. 
Prose  Works.     2  wis  Pots. 

Poetical  V/orks.  a  vols'.,  with  2  Plates. 

GWICK 
Ballads     and     Lyrics    of    Love. 

Wll  HAW, 

Historical  and  Legendary  Bal- 
lads. Uith  10  Coloured  Illustrations 
by  Bvam  Shaw. 
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ST.  MARTIN'S  LIBRARY— continued. 
In  pocket  size,  cloth,  gilt  to     M.  ne   pe   Vol.; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  jj.  net  per  Vol. 
By  ROBERT  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
Ari  Inland  Voyage 
Travels  with  a  Donkey. 
The  Silverado  Squatters. 
Memories  and  Portraits. 
Yirginibus  Puerisque. 
Men  and  Books. 
New  Arabian  Nights. 
Across  the  Plains. 
The  Merry  Men. 
Prince  Otto. 
In  the  South  Seas. 
Essays  of  Travel. 
"Weir  of  Hermiston. 
Tales  and  Fantasies. 
The  Art  of  Writing. 
Collected  Poems. 

By   H.  A.  TAINE. 
History  of  English  Literature,  in 
4  Vols.     With  m  Portraits. 
Bv  mark  twain.— Sketches. 
By  WALTON  and  COTTON. 
The  Complete  Angler. 

By   WALT  WHITMAN. 
Poems.     Selected   and  Edited  by  W.  M. 
ROSSETTI.     With  Portrait. 


SANQORSKI  (ALBERTO), 
Books  facsimiled  in  Colour  from  the 
Illuminated  Drawings  by.  Fcap. 
4to,  J  a  .  vellum,  6s.  net  each;  paich- 
inent  gilt,  with  silk  ties,  Ss.  6d.  net  each 

Prayers  Written  at  Vailima  by 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson. 

The  Sermon  on  the  Mount. 

Morte  d' Arthur,  by  Lord  Tennyson 


SHADOWLESS  MAN  (THE 
Peter  Schlemihl.  BvA.von  Chamisso. 
Illustrated  by  Gordon  Browne.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  net. 


SHAKESPEARE    LIBRARY 

Part  I. 
Old-Spelling  SHAKESPEARE. 

With  the  spelling  of  the  Quarto  or  the 
Folio  as  the  basis  of  the  Text,  and  all 
changes  marked  in  heavy  type.  Edited, 
with  brief  Introductions  and  Notes,  bv  F. 
J.  Furnivall,  M.A.,  D.Litt.,  and  F.'W. 
Clarke.  M.A.  Demy  8vo,  cloth,  2s. 
6d.  net  each  Play.  Of  some  of  the 
plays  a  Library  Edition  may  be  had, 
printed  on  pare  rag  paper,  half-parch- 
ment, 5s.  net  each.  A  list  of  volumes 
now  ready  may  be  had. 

Part  II. 

SHAKESPEARE    CLASSICS. 

Small  crown  Svo,  quarter-bound  antique 
grey  boards,  2s.  6d.  net  per  vol.  ;  some 
may  also  be  had  in  velvet  persian  at  qs. 
net  :  and  those  marked*  on  large  paper, 
half  parchment,  $s.  net.  per  vol.  Each 
volume  with  Frontispiece. 
*  i.  Lodge's  'Rosalynde':  the 
original  of  Shakespeare's  'As 
You   Like  It."      Edited  by    W.   W. 

Greg,  m.a. 


SHAKESPEARE  LIBRARY-^;//. 

SHAKESPEARE  CLASSICS— cent. 
I'  luntet  published  or  in  preparation. 

*  2.  Greene's  '  Pandosto,'  or  '  Doras- 

tus  and  Fawnia  ' :  the  original 
of  Shakespeare's  '  Winter's 
Tale.'    Ed:ted  by  P.  G.  Thomas. 

■  3.  Brooke's  Poem  of  Romeus  and 
Juliet':  the  original  of  Shake- 
speare's  'Romeo    and   Juliet.' 

Edited  by  P.  A.  DANIEL.  Modernised 
and  re-edited  by  J.  J.  Munro. 

4.  'The  Troublesome  Reign  of 
King  John':  the  Play  rewritten 
by  Shakespeare  as  'King  John 

Edited    bv    Dr.    F.    J.    FURNIVALL    and 

John  Monro,  M.a. 

5,6.    'The    History    of    Hamlet': 

With  other  Documents  illustrative  of 
the  sources  of  Shakspeare's  Play,  and  an 
Introductory  Study  of  the  LEGEND  OF 
Hamlet  by  Prof.  I.  Gollancz. 

*  7-  '  The  Play  of  King  Leir  and  His 

Three  Daughters ' :  the  old  play 
on  the  subject  of  King  JLear, 

Euited  by  SIDNEY  Lee,  D.Litt. 

*  S.    'The    Taming    of    a    Shrew': 

Being  the  old  play  used  by  Shakespeare 
in  'The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,'  Edited 
by  Professor  F.  S.  BOAS,  M.A, 

"■  9.  The  Sources  and  Analogues  of 
'  A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream.' 

Edited  by  FrAaK  SlDGWTCK. 

10.  'The  Famous  Victories  of 
Henry  V.' 

11.  'The  Wensechmi':  the  original 
of  Shakespeare's  'Comedy  of 
Errors.'  Latin  text,  with  the  Eliza- 
bethan Translation.  Edited  by  W.  H.  D. 
Rouse,  Litt.D. 

12.  'Promos  and  Cassandra': 
the  source  of  '  Measure  for 
Measure.' 

13.  'Apolonius  and  Silla':  the 
source  of  'Twelfth  Night.'  Edited  by 
Morton  Luck. 

14.  'The  First  Part  of  the  Conten- 
tion betwixt  the  two  famous 
Houses  of  York  and  Lancas- 
ter,' and  '  The  True  Tragedy  of 
Richard,  Duke  of  York':  the 
originals  of  the  second  and  third  parts  of 
'  King  Henry  VI.' 

15.  The  Sources  of '  The  Tempest.' 

16.  The  Sources  of  '  Cymbeline.' 

17.  The  Sources  and  Analogues 
of  'The  Merchant  of  Venice.' 
Edited  by  Piolessor  1.  Gollancz. 

18.  Romantic  Tales  :  the  sources  of 
'  The  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona,'  "Merry 
Wives,'  'Much  Ado  about  Nothing,' 
'  All's  Well  that  Ends  Well.' 

19,20.  Shakespeare's  Plutarch:  the 
sources  of  '  j  alius  Caesar,'  'Antony  and 
Cleopatra,'  *  Coriolanus,'  and 'Timon,' 
Edited  by  C.  F.  Tucker  Brooke,  M.a. 
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SHAKESPEARE    LIBRARY— jo/j/. 
Fart  III. 
THE  LAMB  SHAKESPEARE 
FOR  YOUNG  PEOPLE. 

With  Illustrations  and  Music.  Based  on 
Mary  and  Charlks  Lamb's  Tales  prow 
Shakbspeari:,  and  edited  by  Professor 
1.  GOLLA&CZ,  who  lias  inserted  within 
a     prose      setting     those     scenes      and 

passages    from  the   Plays  with   which 
the  young  reader  should  early  become  ac 
quainted.      The  Music  arranged  by  T. 
Maskell  Hardy.    Imperial  i6mo,  cloth, 
is.6d.  nt-t  per  vol.  ;  leather.  2v.  6rf.  net  pei 
vol. ;  School  Kdd.  linen,  Hd.  net  per  vol. 
T.  The  Tempest. 
II.  As   You    Like   It. 
HI.  A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream. 
IV.  The  Merchant  of  Venice. 
V.  The  Winter's  Tale. 
VI.  Twelfth  Night. 
VII.  Cymbeline. 
VI II.  Romeo  and  Juliet. 
IV.  Macbeth. 
X.  Much  Ado  About  Nothing. 


XI.  Life  of   Shakespeare   for  the 
Young.    By  Prof.  I.  GollaxCZ. 

[/  rsfiaii'ie,. 

XII,  An  Evening  -with  Shake- 
speare: 10  Dramatic  Tableaux  for 
Youni>    People,    with    Music    by    T. 

Maskell   Hardy,  and  illustrations. 

Cloth,   2s.  net  ;  leather,  35.    6d.    net  ; 
linen,  is.  6d.  net. 


Part  IV. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  ENGLAND. 

A  series  of  volumes  illustrative  of  the 
life,  thought,  and  letters ol  England  in  the 
time  of  Shakespeare. 

Robert  Laneham's  Letter.describing 
part  of  the  Entertainment  given  to 
Oueen  Elizabeth  at  Kenil worth  Castle  in 
1575.  With  Introduction  by  Dr.  FURNI- 
VALL,  and  Illustrations.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth,  55.  net. 

The  Rogues  and  Vagabonds  of 
Shakespeare's  Youth  :  reprints  of 
Awdeley's  '  Fraternitve  ot  Vacabondes.' 
Harman's  'Caveat  for  CommonCursetors,' 
Parson  Haben'sor  Hyberdyne's  '  Sermon 
in  Praise  of  Thieves  and  Thievery,'  &c. 
With  many  woodcuts.  Edited,  with  In- 
tro taction^  by  EDWARD  ViLES  and  Dr. 
FURXIVALL.    Demy  8vo,  cloth,  5s.  net. 

Shakespeare's  Holinshed:  a  reprint 

of  all  the  oa^sai<es  in  Holinshed's 
•Chronicle'  of  which  u-e  was  made  in 
Shakespeare's  Historical  Plays,  with 
Notes.  Edited  by  W.  ( ..  B06WBLL 
Stone.  Royal  8vo,  doth,  105.  6d.  n  t. 
The  Shakespeare  Allusion  Book. 

Reprints  of  ail  references  to  Shakespearr 
and  hsWoiks  before  the  close  of  the  17th 
century,  collected  by  Dr.  [XOLKBY.Mlss 
L.  TOULMIN  SMITH,  Dr.  FURNIVALL,  and 
J.  J.  MUNRO,   rwo  '.  SVO,  cloth, 

aii.  net,  I 


SHAKESPEARE    LIBRARY-     ^. 
SHAKESPEARE'S  I  NOLAND    <    >/ 
Harrison's    Description    of  Eng- 
land.    Part    IV      Uniform   villi    t'^ns 
I.-11I.  as  issued  by   the   New  Shaksptre 

Society.      Edited  by    Dr.    Fcrnivall. 

With  add  lions  by    Sir:-.    C.   C.   Slew  v 
(2V>  copies  onl'  .)    17V.  ( ,/.   net. 

The  Book  of  Elizabethan  Verse. 
Edited  with  Motes  bj  WILLIAM 
Stanley  Braituwajtr.  with  Frontis- 
piece and  ViLiiette.  Small  crown  Svo, 
cloth,  3*.  6d.  net  :  vellum  Hilt,  y ..  6d.  net. 

A  Study  of  Shakosptate.  By  A.  (_. 
SWJNBURNI  .      Ci  own  8vo, 

The  Age  of  Shakespeare.    I3v  A.  C. 

Swinburne.     Cr.  Hvo,  buckram,  6s.  net. 
Shakespeare's      Sweetheart:      a 

Romance.    By  Sarah  H.  sterling. 

With  0  Coloured  Illustrations  by  C.    E. 
PECK.     Square  8vo,  cloth,  6.t. 


SHARP   (WILLIAM).— Children 

of  To-morrow.   Crown  Svo.  cloth. 

SHELLEY'S  Complete  WORKS 

in  Verse  and    Prose.     Edited    bv    R. 
H ERNE  SHEPHERD.     5    Vols..   3?.  bd.  ea. 

Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. : 

Vol.    I.      Margaret    Nicholson  ;     Shelley's 

Correspondence  with  Stockdale  ;  Wandering 

Jew;    Queen  Mab  ;  Alastor  ;  Rosalind  and 

Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais. 
Vol.  II.     Laon  and   Cythna  :  The  Cenci; 

Julian  and  Maddalo  ;  Swellioot  the  Tyrant  ; 

The  Witch  of  Atlas  ;  Epipsychidion  ;  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.     Posthumous       Poems;       The 

Masque  of  Anarchy  ;     and  other  Pieces. 

Prose  Works,  in  Two  Vols.  : 

Vol.  I.    Zastrozzi ;  St.  Irvyne  ;  Dublin  and 

Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  Refutation  of  Deism  : 

Letters  to  Leifjh  Hunt  ;  Minor  Writings, 
Vol.  II.     Essays;    Letters   from  Abroad; 

Translations  and  Fragments  ;  a  Biography. 

The  PKOSE  Works  as  2  vols.,  and  the  POETI- 
CAL WORKS  as  2  vols.,  may  also  be  had  in 
the  St.  Martin's  LIBRARY  (each  with 
Frontispiece),  pott  Svo.  cloth,  2s.  net  each  ; 
leather  gilt,  3*.  net  each. 


SHERARD     (R.     H.). 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  <>,/. 


Rogues. 


SHERIDAN'S      (RICHARD 

B  KINSLEY)     Complete    Works. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth.  •?*.  6d. 

SHE  RWO  OS     (MARGARET).— 

DAPHNE:  a  loured 

Frontisp  ece.     ( 

SH1EL  (M.    P.),   Novels  by. 
The  Purple  Cloud.    Cr.8vn  cloth 
Unto  the  Third  Generation.  < 
cloth 


SIGNBOARDS:  Their  History :  In- 

eluding  Fami  >us  Tavei  at  and  Remarkable 

iracters.     By  [ACOB  Larwood  and  J, 

C    HOTTEN.  With);,  Illustrations,  Crown 

8vo.  cloth,  it. 


SISTER  DORA.    By  M.  Lonsdali, 

Demy  8VO,  .j..'. ;  ctotl 
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CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


SIMS  (GEORGE  R.)»  Books  by. 

i'  >at  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  z*.  each 
iimp.  2s.  6c/.  each. 
The  Ring  o'  Bella. 
Tlnkletop's  Crime.        |        Zoph. 
Dramas  of  Life.     With  Oo  Illustrations. 
My  Two  Wives.  !  Tales  of  To-day. 
Memoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 
The  Ten  Commandments. 

Crown   8ro,    picture   cover,    15.   each;     cloth 
IS.  fid.  each. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter  and  Reader. 
Dagonet  Ditties,  i  Life  We  Live. 
Young  Mrs.  Caudle. 
Li  Ting  of  London. 

Crown   8vo,  cloth,    3.5.   h«i.   each ;     post    8vo, 
picture  boards,  is.  each  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth ,  js.  6d.  each. 

Joyce  Pleasantry.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  Hugh  Thomson. 

For  Life— and  After. 

Once  upon  a  Christmas  Time. 
With  8  Illustrations  by  CHAS. GREEN,  R.I. 

In  London's  Heart. 

A  Blind  Marriage. 

Without  the  Limelight. 

The  Small-part  Lady. 

Biographs  of  Babylon. 

Tee  Mystery  of  Mary  Anne. 

Picture  cloth,  fiat  back,  25.  each. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
In  London's  Heart. 


Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

How  the  Poor  Live;  and  Horrible 
London.     Crown  8vo,  leatherette,  is. 

Dagonet  Dramas.    Crown  8vo,  is. 

Dagonet  Abroad.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
3.?.  M.  :  post  8vo,  picture  cover,  2s. 

His  Wife's  Revenge.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth 
35. 6d. ;  Cheap  Edition,  is.  net. 


SLANG  DICTIONARY  (The):  His- 

torical  and  Anecdotal.      Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  6.9.  6d. 


SMEDLEY  (CONSTANCE:  Mrs. 

Maxwell     Armfield),     Novels     by. 

The  June  Princess.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  td. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth.  6s.  each. 
Service.    With  Frontispiece- 
Mothers  and  Fathers.     Frontispiece. 
Commoners'  Rights.    With8  Illustra- 
tions by  Maxwell  Armfield. 
See  also  The  Flower  Book,  p.  11. 


SOCIETY  IN  LONDON. 

,     8vo,  15. ;  cloth,  is.  td. 


Crown 


SOMERSET   (Lord    HENRY). 

Sonjfs  of  Adieu,     ^to,  Jap.  vellum,  6%. 


SPALDING    (Kenneth  ?  J.).  —  A 

Pilgrim's  Way:  Song%  Fcap.  4I0, 
buckram,  34.  6d.  net. 

SPANISH  ISLAM  : ,  A  History  o f 

the  Moslems  in  Spain.  By  Reinhart 
Dozy.  Translated  by  F.  'G.  Stokes. 
Royal  8vo,  buckram,  21.?.  net. 

SPEIGHT  (E.  E.)—  The  Galleon 

of  Torbay.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

SPEIGHT  (T.  W.)(   Novels  lay. 

Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
By  Devious  Ways. 
Hoodwinked;  &  Sandycroft  Mys- 
tery. I  The  Golden  Hoop. 
Back  to  Life.  |  Quittance  in  Full. 
The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 
Burgo's  Romance. 
A  Husband  from  the  Sea. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth.  $s  6d.  each. 
Her  Ladyship.  1   The  Grey  Monk: 
The  Master  of  Trenance. 
The  Secret  of  Wyyern   Towers. 
Doom  of  Siva.  |  As  it  was  Written 
The  Web  of  Fate. 
Experiences  of  Mr.  Yerschoyle. 
Stepping  Blindfold: 
Wife  or  No  W  lfe.Fost  «vo. cloth,  u,  6rf» 


SP1ELMANN     (MRS.    M.     H.), 

Books  by. 

Lar.i^e  crown  8vo,  c'oth,  55.  net.  each. 

Mai*geryRedford  and  her  Friends. 
With  Illustrations  bv  GORDON  BROWNE. 

The  Rainbow  Book :  Sixteen 
Tales  of  Fun  and  Fancy.  With 
37  Illustrations  by  ARTHUR  Rackham, 
Hugh  Thomson,  Bernard  Partridge, 
Lewis  Baumer,  and  other  artists. 


SPRIGGE    (S.     SQUIRE). —An 

Industrious  Chevalier.     Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3s.  6d. 


STAFFORD  (JOHN).— Doris  and 

I.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 


STARRY     HEAVENS     Poetical 

Birthday  Book.    Pott  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


STEDMAN    (E.    C.).— Victorian 

Poets.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  qs. 


STEINLEN  AND  HIS  ART:  24 

Cartoons  in    Tints    and    Monochrome. 
With  Introduction.  Folio,  cl..  ios.  6ii.  net. 


STEPHENS  (RICCARDO).— The 

Cruciform  Mark.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 


STEPHENS  (R.  NEILSON).— 

Philip  Winwood.    Cr.  8\v>  cl..  3.t.  bd. 


STERLING  (S.).— Shakespeare's 

Sweetheart.  With  6  Coloured  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  E.  PECK.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth,  6*. 


STERNBERG    (COUNT).  —  The 

Barbarians  of  Morocco.  With  12 
Illustrations  in  Colour  by  DOUGLAS 
Fox  Pitt,  R.I.  Large  crown  8vo, 
cloth,  6i\  net. 
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STERNDALE  (R.  ARMITAGE). 

—The  Afghan  Knife.     Post 8vo, cloth, 

3s.  M.  -.  illustrated  hoards,  as. 


STERNE    (LAURENCE).- 

A  Sentimental  Journey.  With  89 
Illustrations  by  T.  H.  Robinson,  and 
Portrait.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  ^ilt,  3s.  6./. ; 
post  8vo,  cloth,  pit  top,  2%.  net;  red 
leather,  .uilt  edges,  3*.  net. 


STEVENSON     (BURTON    E.).— 
Affairs  of   State.     Cr.  8vo.  cl.  *s.6d. 


STEVENSON     (R.     LOUIS), 

Works  by. 

The  Swanston  Edition  of  the  Works  of 
Robert  Louis  Stevenson  (including  the 
Letters),  in  25  vols.,  crown  BVO,  6s.  net  per 
vol.  (To  be  subscribed  for  only  in  sets,  through 
the  Booksellers.)  A  Prospectus  may  be  had. 
Crown  two,  buckram,  bs.  each. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 

An  Inland  Yoyage.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece bv  Walter  crane. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  &  Books. 

The  Silverado  Squatters. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

The  Merry  Men. 

Underwoods :    Poems. 

Memories  and  Portraits. 

Virginibus  Puerisque.  1    Ballads. 

Prince  Otto.  |    Across  the  Plains. 

"Weir  of  Hermiston. 

In  the  South  Seas. 

Essays  of  Travel. 

Tales  and  Fantasies. 

Essays  in  the  Art  of  Writing. 

Lay  Morals,  &c. 

Records  of  a  Family  of  Engineers 

Songs  of  Travel.    Or.  8vo.  buckram,  5*. 

A  Lowden  Sabbath  Morn.  With 
Coloured  Front,  and  numerous  Illus.  by 
A.  S.  BOYD.     Crown  8vo.  buckram,  65. 

New    Arabian    Nights.     Cheaper 

Edition,   post  8vo,    ulust.   boards,  2s.  ; 

Popular  Edition',  medium  8vo,  6d. 

Large  crown  8vo,  cloth,  5.J.  net  each  ; 

Large  Paper  Edition,  rag  paper,  Plates 

mounted,  vellum,  21s.  net  each. 

An  Inland  Yoyage.  With  12  Illus- 
trations in  Colour,  12  in  Black  and  White. 
and  other  Decorations,  bv  NOEL  R00KE. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey  in  the 
Cevennes.  With  12  Illustrations  in 
Colour,  12  in  Black  and  White,  and 
other  Decorations,  by  Noel  Rookb, 

A  Child's  Garden  of  Yerses.  With 
12  Illustrations  in  Colour  and  numerous 
Black  and  White  Drawings  by  Ml  I.LI- 
1  KNi  SOWERBY.  Large  crown  8vo,  cloth, 

5,'.  net ;   Large  Paper  Edition,  parch- 
ment, 7  \  bd.  net. 

Lout:  fcap.  8v<>,  cloth,  is.  net  each. 

Father  Damien. 

Talk  and  Talkers. 

A  Christmas  Sermon.   Post  Svo.bds , 
is.  net;  leather,  jts,  net     Also  a   Mima 
TURK  Edition  in  ve'.v  t  ca'i  yapp  . 
3jni.),  ii.  "J.  net. 


STEVENSON  (R.  L.)—co?itmued.    ' 
Prayers     Written     at    Yaillma. 
Post  Bvo,  bds.,   1..  net  1  leather,  2i.net, 
Also  a  Miniature  Edition  in  velvet  •  all 

yapp.  1  .  bd,  net  ;  and  the  EDITION  DE 
LUXE,  Illuminated  by  A.  SANGORSKJ 
in  g'>ld  a'jd  colours,  leap.  ^to.  Jap. 
vellum,  gilt  top,  6s.  net.  ;  parchment  gilt, 
with  ties,  8s.  bd.  net. 

The  Suicide  Club ;  and  The  Rajah's 
Diamond.  (From  New  Arabian 
Nights.)  With  8  Illustrations  by  W  J. 
Hennessv.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd. 

The  Stevenson  Reader.  Edited  by 
Lloyd  Osbourne.  Post  8vo,  cloth, 
25.  6U. ;  buckram,  gilt  top,  35.  bd.;  School 
Edition,  cloth,  is.  bd. 

The  Pocket  R.L.S.:  Favourite  Pas- 
sages.    l6mo.cl„  .".  net  :  leather,  3.V.  net. 

FinePapi  r  Editions. 

Pott  8vo,  cl.  2s.  net  ea.  ;  leather,  35.  net  ea. 

An  Inland  Yoyage. 

Travels  with  a  Donkey. 

Yirginibus  Puerisque. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  &  Books. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

Memories  and  Portraits. 

Across  the  Plains. 

The  Merry  Men.       |  Prince  Otto. 

In  the  South  Seas. 

Essays  of  Travel. 

The  Silverado  Squatters. 

Weir  of  Hermiston. 

Tales  and  Fantasies. 

The  Art  of  Writing, 

Collected  Poems  of  R.  L.  S. 

R.L.Stevenson:  A  Study.  B>H.B.Bail- 
DON".\Vith2  Portraits.  Cr.8vo,bucl:ram,6.?. 

Recollections  of  R.  L.  Stevenson 
in  the  Pacific.  By  Arthur  John- 
stone.   Cr.  8vo,  buckram,  6s,  net. 


STOCKTON    (FRANK  R.).-The 

Young  Master  of  Hyson  Hall.    With 

30     Illustrations.       Crown    8vo,    eioth, 
3s.6,{.  :  picture  cloth   tint  back,  25. 


STONE    (CHRISTOPHER), 

Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 65.  each. 
They  also  Serve. 
The  Noise  of  Life. 
The  Shoe  of  a  Horse. 

STRAUS   (RALPH),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s,  each. 
The  Man  Apart. 
The  Little  God's  Drum. 

STKUTT     (J  OSEPH).  —  The 

Sports  and  Pastimes  of  the  People 
of  England.  With  140  Illustration*. 
Crown  8vO,  ci' 

STUART  (H.  LONGAN),  Works 
by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
Weeping  Cross.  Fenelin. 

SULTAN  (THE)  AND  HIS  SUB- 
JECTS, liy  KlCHARD  ItAVl.Y.  Willi 
!■,..  rait,     1  letnv  Bvo,  c  oth,  7»  6 .'  ret 


SUNDOWNER,   Stories   by. 

Told  by  the  TavTrall.     Cr.  * 

Tula  of  tha  Serpent.    Ci  1. 


& 


CIIATT0  &  WINDUS,  PUBLISHERS, 


Second  Series. 
Third  Series 


SUTRO     (ALFRED).  -  The 

Foolish  Virgins;  Fcp.  8vo,  is.;c\..is.fi.i. 

SWIFTS  (DeanTchoice  Works, 

in  Prose  and  Verse,    Cr   8vo.  cl ,  3?.  6«/. 
Jonathan     Swift  :    A    Study.      By   J 
CHURTON  Collins.    Cr.  8vo,  <-!.,  3s.  6d. 

SWINBURNE'S      (ALGERNON 

CHARLES)  Works. 

Mr.  Swinburne's  Collected  Poems. 
In  6  Vols.,  crown  Svo.  36*.  net  the  set. 

Mr.  Swinburne's  Collected  Tra- 
gedies. In  i»Vols., cr.8vo,  30?  net  the  set 

Selections  from  Mr.  Swinburne's 
Works.  With  Preface  hv  T.  Watts- 
Dinton,  anrt  2  Plates.     Fcap.  8vo.  65. 

The   Queen-Mother;     and    Rosa 

montl.     Crown  Svo,  75.  6d.  net. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.    Crown  Svo,  65 
Chastelard :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  js 
Poems  and   Ballads.    First  Series 

Crown  Svo,  os. 
Poems  and  Ballads. 

Crown  Svo.  m. 
Poems  and  Ballads. 

Crown  Svo.  7s. 
Songs   before  Sunrise.    Crown  8vo 

10s.  6d. 
Both  well:  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  12s.  fii. 
Songs  Of  TWO  Nations.  Crown  8vo,6s. 
George  Chapman     (In  Vol.  II.  of  G 

Chapman  s  Works.)    Crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 
Essays  and  Studies.    CrownSvo,  12s. 
JErechtheus:  A  Tragedy.    Crown  8vo, 6s. 
A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.  Crown 

8vo.  6.5. 
A  Study  of  Shakespeare.  Cr.  Svo,  Si 
Songs  of  the  Springtides.  Cr.  8vo,6s. 
Studies  in  Song,    crown  Svo,  7s. 
Mary  Stuart:  A  Tragedy.  CrownSvo,  85. 
Tristram  of  Lyonesse.  Crown  Svo.qs. 
A  Century  of  Roundels.     Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
A  Midsummer  Holiday.    Cr.  8vo,  75. 
Marino  Faliero :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.  Cr.  8vo,  6s. 
Miscellanies.     Crown  Svo,  12s. 
Locrine :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
A  Study  of  Ben  Jonson.    Cr.  Svo,  75. 
The  Sisters:  A  Tragedy.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Astrophel,  &C.     Crown  Svo,  js. 
Studies     in    Prose    and    Poetry. 

Crown  8vo,  gs. 
The  Tale  of  Balen.    Crown  8vo,  75. 
Rosamund,   Queen  of    the    Lom- 
bards:   A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
A  Channel  Passage.    Crown  Svo,  7s. 
Loves    Cross -Currents:     A  Year's 

Letters.     Crown  Svo,  6s.  net. 
William  Blake.     Crown  Svo,  6s.  net. 
The  Duke  of  Gandia.     Crown  Svo,  55. 
The  Age  of  Shakespeare.    Crown 

8vo,  6.?.  n«-t. 
The  Pilgrimage  of- Pleasure.    See 

nase    17  for  Mrs.  DlSNEY-LElTHS  The 

Children  of  the  Chapel.    Crown 

8vo,  6s.  net. 


SWINNERTON     (FRANK), 

Novels  by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  Merry  Heart. 
The  Young  Idea.  I  The  Casement. 


SYRETT  (NETTA),  Novels   by. 

Anne  Page.     Crown  .Svo,  cloth,  35.  I  d.  , 

Popular  edition,  medium 
A    Castle    of  Dreams.      Crown  6\o, 

tloth,  3s.  61L 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Os.  each. 
Olivia  L.  Carew. 
Drender's  Daughter. 
The  Endless  Journey,  &c. 
Three  Women. 

TA 1 N E'S     History     of ~~  En  glish 
Literature.  Trans. oy Henry  Van  Laun. 

Four  Vols.,  with  32  P01  traits,  pott  8vo, 
cloth,  £ilt  top,  2s.  net  each  ;  leather,  j;iit 
edges,  3s.  net  each. 

TALES~F0R  THE  BARNARDO 

HOMES.  By  Twenty-Six  AUTHORS. 
Edited  by  Rev.  J.  MARCHANT.  With  3 
Portraits.    Crown  Svo,  cloth.  55  net 


TAYLOR       (TOM).  — Historical 

Dramas:  Jeanne  Darc.  'Taint  Axe 
and  Crown.  The  Fool's  Revenge. 
Arkwright's  Wife.  Anne  Boleyn. 
Plot  and  Passion.  CrownSvo,  is. 
each. 


THACKERAY, W.  M.— The  Rose 

and  The  Ring.  WithColoqred  Frontis- 
piece, 44  Illustrations  (12  in  Two  Tints) 
and  End-papers  by  Gordon  BROWNE. 
Demy  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  net. 
The  Pocket  Thackeray.  Arranged 
by  A.  H.  Hyatt.  i6mo,  cloth,  gilt 
top,  2c  net  :  leather,  gilt  top.  3s.  net. 


THOMAS     (ANNIE). —  The 

Siren's  Web.     Crown  Svo.  cioth,  3s.  6d. 


THOREAU:  His  Life  and  Aims. 

By  A.  H.  Page.    With  a  Portrait.    Post 
Svo.  buck-ram.  3s.  6d. 


THORN  BURY    (WALTER).— 

Tales    for    the    Marines.    Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards  2s. 


T1MBS      (JOHN),     Works     by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Clubs  and  Club  Life  in  London. 
With  41  Illustrations. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities.    With  48  Illustrations. 

TOYPARTY  (A).    By  J.  Bodger. 

Illustrated  in  Colours  by  Dora  Barks. 
O  'long  fcap.  4to,  picture  boards,  is   net. 

TROLLOPE  (ANTHONY),  Novels 

by.     Crown  Svo,  doth,  3s.  6d.  each;  post 
Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Nov/. 

Frau  Frohmann.    I    Marion  Fay. 

The  Land-Leaguers. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
The  American  Senator. 
Tha  Colden_Lion  of  Granpere. 
John   Cafdigate.     down  svo,  cloth, 
is.  64. 


Ill  ST.  MARTIN'S  LANE,  LONDON,  W.C. 
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TROLLOPE      (FRANCES      E.), 

Novels  by.    Crown  8vo,   cloth,  3*.  bd. 

each :  post  8vo,  illu-ti  atecl  hoards,  2s.  each. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Mabel's  Progress.  I  AnneFurness. 


TROLLOPE    (T.   A.).— Diamond 

Cut  Diamond.    Post  8vo,  illus.  bds.,  25. 


TURENNE    (RAYMOND).— The 

Last  of  the  Mammoths.     Crown  8vo, 
cloth,  3$.  dd. 


TWAIN'S  (MARK)  Books. 

UNIFORM  LIBRARY  EDITION.     Crown 

8vo,  cloth.  3.S-.  6d.  each. 
Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour 

With  K(7  Illustrations  bv  E.  W.  Kkmblk 
Roughing  It:  and  The  Innocents 

at  Home.     With  200  Illustrations  by 

F.  A.  Heaser. 
The  American  Claimant.    With  81 

Illustrations  bv  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 
Pudd'nhead  Wilson.    With    Portrait 
Miid  Six  Illustrations  bv  T.OL'IS  Lokk. 

*  The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 

With  in  Illustrations. 

Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.  With  26 
Illustrations  by  DAN  Bkakd. 

Tom  Sawyer,  Detective,    With  Port. 

v  A  Tramp  Abroad.    With  314  Illusts. 

*The  Innocents  Abroad;  and  The 
New  Pilgrim's  Progress.  With 
234  Illusts.  (The  2.?.  edition  is  also  known 
as  Mark  Twain's  Pleasure  Trip.  > 

"The  Gilded  Age.  By  Mark  Twain 
and    C.  D.  Warner.     With  212  Illusts. 

*  The   Prince    and    the     Pauper. 

With  iqo  Illustrations. 

*  Life  on  the  Mississippi.  300  Illusts. 
*The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry 

Finn.     174  Illusts.  by  E.  W.  Kemri.e. 

*  A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King 

Arthur.    220  Illusts.  by  Dan  Beard. 

*  The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
-The  £1,000,000  Bank-Note. 

A  Double  -  barrelled  Detective 
Story.    With  7  Illustrations. 

Personal  Recollections  of  Joan  of 
Arc.    With  12  Illusts.  by  F.  V.  Du  MONO. 

More  Tramps  Abroad. 

The  Man  that  Corrupted  Hadley- 
burg.     With  Frontispiece. 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 

With  Life,  Pori rait,  and  Illustrations, 
•4*  The  Books  marked  *  may  be  had  in  post 
Svo,  cloth,  without  Illustrations,  at  2s.  each. 

Popular  Editions,  medium  8vo,  6d.  each. 
Tom  Sawyer.  I   A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 

■»      

Mark  Twain's  Sketches.  Pott  Svo, 
cloth,  gilt  top,  2s.  net ;  leather,  Kil1  edges. 
3s.  net  :  post  8vo,  cloth,  2*. 

The  Adventures  of  Tom  Sawyer. 
Illustrated   bj    W<  iRTH    Bp  EHM,      I 
BVo,  1  loth,  6s.  n<  t. 


TYTLER   (SARAH),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Buried  Diamonds. 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 
What  She  Came  Through. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2.?.  each. 
Saint  Mungo's  City.    I    Lady  Bell. 
The  Huguenot  Family. 
Disappeared.    |    Noblesse  Oblige. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Crown  8vo,  c'oth.  35.  6d.  each. 
The  Macdonald  Lass. 
The  Witch-Wife. 
Rachel  Langton.  Sapphira. 

Mrs.  Carmichael's  Goddesses. 
A  Honeymoon's  Eclipse. 
A  Young  Dragon. 
Three  Men  of  mark. 
In  Clarissa's  Day. 
Sir  David's  Visitors. 
The  Poet  and  His  Guardian  Angel. 

Citoyenne  Jacqueline.    Crown  8vo, 
picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 


TYTLER    (C.    C. 
Mistress  Judith. 


FRASER-).— 

Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 


UPWARD  (ALLEN),  Novels  by. 

The  Queen  against  Owen.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back, 
2?. ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2.?. 

The  Phantom  Torpedo-Boats. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6.?. 


VANDAM      (ALBERT      D.).-A 

Court  Tragedy.     With  6  Illustrations 
by  J.  B.  Davis.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 


VASHTI      and      ESTHER.      By 

'  Belle '  of  The  World.    Cr.  8vo,  cl..  3*.  6d. 


VENICE  INTHEEIGHTEENTH 

Century,      By    Philiim'e    Monnier. 
Frontispiece.    Demy  Svo,  cl.,  "js.  6d.  net. 

VICENZA  (The  PAINTERS  of). 

By  TANCRED  BORENIOS.      With    15  full- 
page  Plates.  Demy  Svo,  cloth,  75,  6d.  net. 


VINE -GROWING  IN  ENG- 
LAND. ByH.M.TOD.  With  Illustra- 
lions.  Crown  Svo,  boards,  Is.  net.  ;  ciath, 
1  .  6d.  net. 


VIZETELLY     (ERNEST     A.), 
Books  by.    Crown  8vo, cloth, 3*.  6J.  each. 
The  Scorpion. 
The  Lover's  Progress. 


A  Path  of  Thorns.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 61. 
The  Wild  Marquis:  Life  ami  Adven- 
tures "i  Armaria  Guerry  de  Maubreuil, 

Crown  8VO,  cloth,  6». 


WALTON    and    COTTON'S 

Complete    Angler.      Pott   8vo,    cloth, 
gilt,  25.  net  ;  leather,  gilt  net. 
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CHATTO   &   WINDUS,    PUBLISHERS. 


WARDEN   (FLORENCE),  by. 

Joan,  the  Curate.    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
$s.  bd. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2.?. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3s.  bd.  each. 
The  Heart  of  a  Girl.    With  8  Musts. 
Tom  Dawson. 

The  Youngest  Miss  Brown. 
A  Fight  to  a  Finisn. 
Tho  Old  House  at  the  Corner. 
1  ove  and  Lordship. 
What  Ought  She  to  Do? 
My_Lady_of W  t>  ims, 

WARM  AN    (CY).— The    Express 

Messenger.     Crown  Svo  cloth,  $s.6d. 

WAR  RANT  to  Execute  Charles  I. 

With  the   59  Signatures  and  Seals.     2s. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots.  Including  Queen  Elizabeth's 
S'gnatnre  and  tbe  Great  Seal.     zg. 

WASSERMANN      (LILLIAS).— 

The  Daffodils.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  is.  bd. 

W E  B B  E  R  (BYRON).— Sport  and 

Spangles.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  2.9. 

W  E  ~RNER     (A.) .  —  Chapenga's 

White  Man.     Crown  8vo.  cloth .  3s.  (  i, 

WBSTALL  (WILL.),  Novels  by. 

Trust-Money.    Crown  8vo, cloth.  3s.  bd.; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 
With    the    Red    Eagle       Popular 

Edition,  medium  8vo,  bd. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.?.  bd.  each. 
A  Woman  Tempted.  Him. 
For  Honour  and  Life. 
Her  Two  Millions. 
Two  Pinches  of  Snuff. 
With  the  Red  Eagle. 
A  Red  Bridal.  |    Nigel  Fortetfcue. 
Ben  Clough.       j    Birch  Dene. 
The  Old  Factory. 
Sons  of  Belial.  |  Strange  Crimes. 
Her  Ladyship's  Secret. 
The  Phantom  City. 
Ralph  Norbreck's  Ti'ust. 
A  Queer  Race.  I  Red  Ryvington. 
Key  of  Roy's  Court. 
As  Luck  would  have  it. 
As  a  Man  Sowrs. 
The  Old   Bank. 
Dr.  Wynne's  Revenge. 
The  Sacred  Crescents. 
A  Very  Queer  Business. 


WILDE   (LADY). -The  Ancient 
Legends,  Charms, and  Superstitions 
_  °f  Ireland.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  ^?.  bd. 

W I LLI A  MS  (W.    MATfrEUP- 

The  Chemistry  of  Cookery      Crown 
8va  cloth,  us. 

WILLIAMSON  (Mrs.  F.  H.).— A 

Child  Widow.    Post  870,  ill. 1st.  bds..  2$. 


WILLS  (C.J.).— An  Easy-going 

Fellow.     Crown  8vo,  cloth    TiS.bd. 

W I LSON  (Dr.   ANDREW),   by. 

Chapters  on  Evolution.  With  259 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  75.  bd. 

Leisure-Time  Studies.  With  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo,  cioth.  6s. 

Common  Occidents,  and  how  to 
Treat  Them.  Cr.  8vo.  is,  ;  cloth,  is.  bd, 

WlNTER^TjOHNSf  RANGE), 

by. 
Regimental     Legends.      Post     8vo, 

Idustrated  boards,  25.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 
Cavalry     Life;     and     Regimental 

Legends,    down  8vo,  cloth,  35.  bd. ; 

picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 

WOOD  (TT.  F.),  Detective  Stories 

by.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards  2.?.  each. 
Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

WORDSWORTH  SHIRE:  An  In- 
troduction to  the  Poet's  Country. 

By  KRtcKOBKRT.^ON.M.A.  With  47  linib 
irations  by  Arthur  Tucker,  RBA.,  anc 
Portrait.     Demy  Svo.  c!o:b.  7s.  bd.  net. 


WRAGGE     (.CLEMENT     L.).— 

The  Romance  of  the  South  Seas. 

With  84  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cioth, 
7s.  bd.  net. 


WE  ST  BURY     (ATM  A).  — The 

Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook.  Crown 
8v<«.  cloth,  is.  bd. 


WHISHAW     (FRED.),     Novels 

by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  35.  bd.  each. 
A  Forbidden  Name.    |    Mazeppa. 
Many  Ways  of  Love.    With  8  liiusis. 
Near  the  Tsar,  near  Death. 


WHITMAN  (WALT),  Poems  by. 

Selected  and  Edited,  with  Introduction, 
by  W.  M.  ROSSETTI.  With  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo,  buckram,  6s. ;  pott  Svo,  cloth, 
?.;.  net;   leather.3s.net. 


ZANGWILL  (LOUIS).— A  Nine- 
teenth Century  Miracle.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth.  3s.  bd.  :  picture  cloth,  flat  back.  2s. 

ZOLA   (EMILE),    Novels l>y. 

Uniform  Edition.  Mostly  Translated  or 
Edited,  with  Introductions,  by  ERNEST 
A.  Vizeteixv.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3?.  bd.  each. 

His  Masterpiece.  I  The  Joy  of  Life. 

Germinal.        |       Therese  Raquin. 

The  Honour  of  the  Army. 

Abbe  Mouret's  Transgression. 

The  Fortune  of  the  Rougons. 

The  Conquest  of  Plassans. 

The  Dram- Shop. 

The  Fat  and  the  Thin.    I    Money. 


Kis  Excellency. 

The  Downfall. 

Lourdes. 

Rome. 

Paris. 


The  Dream. 
Doctor  Pascal. 
Fruitrulness. 
Work. 
Truth. 


Popular  Editions,  medium  Svo,  bd.  each. 
Abbe  Mouret's  Transgression, 
The  Fortune  of  the  Rougons. 


Lourdes  I  Rome. 
Paris.       I  Money. 
The  Joy  of  Life. 
Germinal. 


The  Downfall. 
The  Dram- 
shop. 
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